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THE   ENVIRONS  OF   BOSTON. 

By  the  Rev.  Pfter  MacQueen. 
City  of  nntnte  and  kin  art  allied, 

On  vlioni  each  laid  tbe  beanly-beariDg  baud  ! 
Kouod  thee  their  cnlture'a  Isvished  charms  liHve  vied 
To  Bet  a  cincture  of  our  luve  and  pride— 

A  cluEter  gem  euvironed  with  n  jeweled  laad.^Henri/  O'Mtnrn. 

an  exchange  of  views  respecting  their  new  aboij 

r-  "  How  do  yon  like  hetiven  ''"  waa  one  of  the  fii 

A  YOL'NG  woman — a  Boston  damsel — died  and    questions  her  friend  asked.    "  Oh,  I  like  it  rath 

■went  to  heaven.     It  aeems  that  there  she  met  a    well,"  she  replied,  "but  it  is  not  Boaton,  y 

former  iictiuaintaQce.   Tlie  eon  vera  at  ion  drifted  to    know."    This  fable,  unlike  most  of  its  ilk,  has 
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morale  unless  yon  might  vaguely  gather  from  it 
that  if  you  live  in  Boston  you  are  likely  to  come 
out  all  right  when  you  die.  Stilly  there  is  a  deep 
Teiu  of  truth  in  this  alleged  answer.  Heaven,  no 
doubt,  will  be  a  most  charming  change  to  most  of 
us ;  but  it  must  be  tearless  and  peerless  indeed  if 
with  its  beauty  it  can  vie  with  the  fair  city  which 
sleeps  beside  the  Charles,  the  Mystic  and  the  sea. 
No  )>en,  no  tongue,  can  give  a  just  description 
of  all  the  delicious  landscapes  that  lie  around  the 
metropolis  of  New  England.  Doubtless,  the 
sainted  woman  of  the  fable  had  realized  it  all. 
As  a  child  she  must  have  seen  the  dome  of  the 
historic  Statehouse.  She  had  wandered  through 
the  Public  Garden,  which  in  summer  time  is  as 
the  borders  of  Ashkelon.  Over  tlie  clear  surface 
of  the  Frog  Pond  she  had  sailed  ships  at  her  own 
sweet  will.  Her  nurse  had  flirted  with  policemen 
in  the  Common  while  she  rambled  with  her  little 
brothers  among  the  grass.  As  she  grew  up  she 
probably  went  to  the  Boston  Latin  School,  and 
read  about  Emerson,  Wendell  Phillips  and  the 
Brook  Farm.  Later  on  she  may  have  lived  on 
Commonwealth  Avenue,  the  most  select  street  in 
the  known  world.  Sometimes  she  took  a  Harvard 
Bridge  car,  at  the  imminent  risk  of  death  from 


crowding  or  strangulation, 
and  went  to  clap  her  little 
white  hands  in  favor  of  Har- 
vard while  Yale  or  Princeton 
used  the  crimson  team  for  a 
mop.  Anon  she  drove  out  on 
a  moonlit  night  around  the 
Chestnut  Hill  Reservoir,  with 
Charlie's  arm  around  her. 
There  they  whispered  sweet 
nothings  which  came  to  noth- 
ing. And  the  moon,  that  vil- 
lainous old  hypocrite,  looked 
on  and  smiled.  Then  Charlie 
joined  the  marines,  and  she 
joined  the  Cantabrigia  Club. 
Many  a  time  she  strolled  into 
the  kine  fields  between  Cam- 
bridge and  Arlington ;  many 
a  time  rode  the  light  bicycle 
with  a  delicate  grace  along 
the  boulevards  and  the  pleas- 
ant highways  that  run  through 
every  one  of  the  thirty- six 
towns  which  cluster  around 
the  old  mother  chicken,  the 
"Hub.*'  There  are  the  drives 
through  Belmont,  the  New- 
tons  and  Waverley.  There  are 
the  walks  in  the  Arnold  Ar- 
boretum  and  Franklin  Park; 
the  rambles  among  the  hills  of  Somerville,  Med- 
ford  and  the  Middlesex  Fells ;  the  superb  vi'ews 
from  Tufts  College  Hill,  from  Arlington  Heights, 
or  the  Blue  Hills.  This  Boston  girl  had  seen 
all  these  under  a  more  cerulean  sky  than  that  of 
Italy.  She  had  even  been  to  Chelsea  and  looked 
over  at  the  Bunker  Hill  Monument.  Copp's  Grave- 
yard had  been  searched  for  Revolutionary  bul- 
lets, and  the  Old  Powder  House  at  West  Som- 
erville ransacked  for  legendary  lore.  Lynn  and 
Melrose,  with  their  woods  and  glens,  had  been 
visited.  Maiden,  Stoneham  and  Wakefield  hud 
each  contributed  a  part  of  themselves  for  her 
education  and  delight.  Lexington  and  Concord 
had  lent  her  some  of  their  beauty  and  the  halo  of 
their  romance.  She  probably  went  to  Brookline, 
that  wealthiest  of  all  suburbs  in  the  world,  that 
amid  its  quietness  and  the  fresh  beauty  of  its 
tawny  morns  and  dewy  eves  she  might  prepare 
to  die. 

Gentle  reader,  think  not,  however,  that  this 
fortunate  woman  lived  without  all  care  or  pain 
or  envy.  No ;  that  would  be  a  fable  indeed. 
Much  of  sorrow  comes  to  the  lives  of  the  most 
gifted  and  happy.  Charlie  became  a  fast  fellow 
after  he  went  to  the  marines,  for  later  on  he 
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went  to  the  dogs.  Her  next  lover  was  ti  Swedish 
noble  by  the  name  of  Baron  Blatte.  Blase  was 
very  demonstrative  in  his  attentions,  and  she 
would  have  married  him,  but  she  found  out  that 
he  bod  ulread/a  Bpouae.  This  nearly  broke  the 
poor  girl's  heart.  She  was  young  when  she  met 
the  barou.  Just  turned  twenty,  a  festival  of 
beauty  in  the  festival  of  life,  her  month  was  like 
a  pomegranate  cut  in  two,  her  neck  and  chin  were 
OS  the  marble  of  Pentelicus,  while  her  heart  was 
warm  and  sweet-flowing  as  the  streams  of  Bceotia. 
And  when  you  saw  tiie  delicate  Arab  arch  of  her 
tiny  foot  you  could  believe  anything  after  tliat. 
There  was  a  grace  about  her  that  made  you  think 
of  the  nymphs  of  the  German  forests ;  lazulite  in 
her  eyes  and  a  glimmer  of  gold  in  her  hair.  She 
had  thought  to  tend  love  to  a  witherleee  rose ; 
and  lo  !  to  her  it  was  only  a  poisonous  weed. 

Then  there  was  the  Boston   east  wind.     She 
felt  that,  and  shivered 'amid  her  sealskins ;  though 
I  have  always  thought  wind  was  wind  whether  it 
came  from  north,  south,  eaat  or  west.     I  would 
not  advise  you  to  join  in  a  tirade  against  wind 
because  it's   east.     But   there  are  worse   things 
than  the    elements.     There   was   the    horse-car 
driver  and  car  conductor,  those  terrible  gorgons 
and  harpies  of  the  nineteenth 
century.     In  fancy  I  cart  see 
the  mother  of  the  twentieth 
century  saying  to  her  refract- 
ory babe :  "  Be  a  good  boy, 
or  the  car  man  will  got  you." 
The  heroine  of  our  story  grew 
gray  in  waiting  for  the  Cam- 
bridge   cars  at    Park    Street 
Church.     She  took,  in  later 
life,     perpetual     pneumonia 
from  tlie  railway  coaches  be- 
ing insufferably  hot  on  warm 
days  and  intolerably  cold  on 
cold   days.      She    contracted 
-epinal  meningitis  from  twist- 
ing around  the  tortuous  streets 
in  the  business   part  of    the 
"  Hub."  Finally,  standing  up 
during  two-hour  lectures  at 
Music  Hall,  between  a  draugh- 
ty door  and  a  sweltering  heat- 
er, gave  the  poor  body  heart 
disease  and  she  passed  away. 
Here  endeth  the  legend  of  the 
beautiful  Boston  girl  who  died 
And  went   to   heaven.     It   is 
long  ago  since  I  met  her ;  but 
we  often  took  walks  together 
after  the  affair  of  Baron  Blas^. 
She  waa  a  peremptory  little 


tliiug,  but  as  good  a  heart  as  ever  beat  beneath  a 
plaid.  And  she  would  stamp  that  pretty  Arab- 
arched  foot  and  flash  that  clear-blue  eyd,  if  things 
didn't  go  just  right,  till  you  would  think  the  sky 
was  coming  to  pieces.  I  learned  a  great  deal 
about  Boston  in  those  saunterings  of  onrs,  and 
I  will  tell  you  some  of  them. 

II. 

THE   FOrNDINQ   OP   THB   CITV,  l.D.  1630. 

Ip  you  have  ever  visited  Boston  (and  if  you  have 
not  you  really  ought  to)  you  must  have  noticed 
that  the  environs  lie  around  it  in  the  shape  of  a 
crescent.  You  would  remark  that  it  was  a  country 
of  abounding  variety.  The  harbor  spattered  with 
islands,  the  hills  leaping  and  skipping  bock  into 
the  plains,  the  blue  Mystic  River  loitering  among 
its  meadows,  the  bluer  Charles  bending  through 
fields  and  groves,  and  everywhere,  when  you  ap- 
proach the  horizon,  presently  you  are  stoutly  op- 
posed by  a  I'im  of  hills.  Indeed,  from  Lynn  and 
Nahant,  by  the  Middlesex  Fells  and  Arlington 
Heights,  on  through  the  uplands  of  Brighton  to 
the  Blue  Hills  and  Quincy,  Boston  is  shut  in  be- 
tween the  mountains  and  the  sea.  The  rocks  are 
broken  in  pUces  by  deep  transverse  valleys,  such 
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as  those  of  the  Mystic,  Maiden  and  Saugus 
Rivers,  but  looking  from  the  south  the;  gener* 
ally  present  a  wall-like  front. 

The  southern  rock  mass  of  the  Blue  Hills  ia 
carved  into  a  dozen  rounded  peaks,  rising  from 
three  hundred  to  more  than  six  hundred  feet 
above  the  sea  level,  and  being  the  highest  eleva- 
tions so  near  the  coast  from  Maine  to  Jklexico. 
Between  these  stumps  of  ancient  mountains — the 
Wellington  Hills  and  the  Blue  Hills — lies  a  re- 
gion fifteen  miles  wide,  over  which  tho  sea  has 
flowed  and  formed  Boston  Bay.  The  waters  of 
the  bay,  however,  do  not  break  against  rocks, 
except  at  the  ocean  fronts  of  Swampscott,  Cohas- 
set,  Nahant,  the  outer  islands  and  Squantum. 


OLD  FOWDEn  HOUSE,  SDMERVILLE. 


lu  the  depressed  region  which  farms  Boston  and 
her  suburbs  rocks  seldom  appear  above  the 
ground.  Where  they  do  they  are  of  mixed  kinds, 
such  as  the  slates  of  Quincy,  Cambridge,  Somer- 
ville,  and  the  great  bosses  of  ledge  which  pro- 
trude in  spots  in  Roxbury. 

Scattered  over  the  rock  foundation  of  this  dis- 
trict are  various  heaps  of  glacial  rubbish,  clay, 
gravel  and  stones.  The  largest  ones  of  these 
heaps  are  conspicuous  objects  in  the  scenery,  and 
make  the  rounded  bills  which  are  so  numerous  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Chelsea  and  Boston  harbor. 
Smaller  mouDds  form  narrow  ridges,  often  inclos- 
ing bowllike  hollows  such  as  Spy  and  Spot 
Ponds.  The  running  water  from  the  glaciers  has 
mode  level  fields,  free  from 

_      _  bowlders,  rich  in  agricult- 

'         nral   strength,  and   giving 
i        the  city  such  farm  lands  as 
;        the  market  gardens  of  Ar- 
lington and  Waverley. 

Seaward  on  a  clear  day, 
from  almost  any  of  the  hill- 
tops of  this  district,  may  be 
seen  the  distant  horizon,  & 
long  field  of  blue,  spread 
across  the  whole  fifteen 
miles  from  the  Roaring  Bull 
of  Marblehead  to  the  Black 
Rock  of  Cobasset.  Oceaa 
rocks  guard  the  eutraTice  to 
the  bay.  The  rock  island 
of  Xahant  has  been  gnawed 
by  the  surf  until  the  coast 
of  it  is  ragged  and  pictur- 
esque, but  in  return  the  sea 
has  made  out  of  the  wasted 
land  a  white  beach.     Far- 
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grow  til  of  grasBee  on  tba 
muddy  flats  baa  resulted  iu 
the  building  up  of  salt 
marsheE,  where  the  tides  have 
only  a  few  Eiuuotis  channels. 
Northward  the  marshes  ex- 
tend to  the  feet  of  the  hills ; 
westward  the  salt  water  of 
the  Charles  Eiver  reaches  in- 
land six  miles  from  tlio  State- 
house  ;  to  the  sou  til  the  est- 
uaries of  the  Xeponaet  and 
of  Weymouth  Fore  and  Back 
Rivers  paint  mingled  pict- 
ures of  land  and  water.  This 
flowing  of  the  sea  about  the 
half-sunken  mounds  has  pro* 
duced  scenery  which  is  wou- 
derf  ullj  flue  and  varied. 

Into  this  region  of  wou- 
drou&ly  commingled  waters, 
swamps,  gravel    banks    and 
rocks  came  the  English  colo- 
nists of  the  seventeenth  cent- 
ury.     Erery  man    among 
them  hod  only  praise  for  the 
""  '  '    '  *       scenery,  from   Miles  Stand- 
ish,  of  Plymouth,  to  Thomas 
Hforton,  of  Slerrymount.    To 
when  he  voyaged  up  the  Jlystic,  the  ro- 
seemed  "the  paradise  of  all  these  parts" 


r^^i, 


■tlier   inland  the  waters  meet  the  first  of  those 
great  hills  of  clay  and  stone  bequeathed  to  the 

present  by  the  Ice  Age.  Grovcr's  Cliff,  Winthrop  and  to  Morton,  the  educated  sportsman,  the  blue 
■Great  Head,  Great  Brewster  Island,  Point  Alder-  waters,  the  salt  meadows  and  the  great  woods 
ton  and  Strawberry  Kill  stand  boldly  out  and  composed  a  vast  free  hunting  ground, 
front  the  ocean. 
From  the  feet  of 
their  deep  scaurs 
the  curving  gray 
beaches  built  by  the 
sea  stretch  away  to 
unite  themselves 
with  the  adjacent 
hilla,  or  else  to  join 
in  never-ending  con- 
flict with  the  tide, 
as  at  Sliirlcy  and 
Hull.  Once  inside 
of  Point  Shirley  and 
Point  Alilerton, 
the  now  stilled  wa- 
ters play  around 
numerous  other 
hills. 

Finally,  behind 
the  beaches,  and  in 
the  stiltest  parts  of 
.the  tidal  regions,  the 
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In  1638  the  land  designated  as  the  Maseacliu-  education  ;     upon    the    next    peniuBula,    where 

BettB   Bay  Colony    was   bought  by   people   from  Charlestown  grew  up,  and  where  afterward  the 

Dorchester,  England.     A  year  later  Charleatown  battle  of  Bunker  Hilt  was  fought,  Thomas  Wal- 

was  settled.  The  peninsula  lying  opposite  Charles-  ford,  a  blacksmith,  lired  with  his  family;  while 

town  waa   then    called  Mushauwomuk  ("living  across  the  bay,  on  the  very  siiot  where  the  future 

fountains  ")  by  the  Indians.     This  afterward  be-  city  was  to  rise,  William  Blackstone,  an  Episcopal 


aUBUKBAN  SKETCHES. 

came  abbreviated  to  Shawmut,  and  survives  in  minister,  bad  laid  out  a  farm,  and  built  him  a 

the  name  Shawmnt  Avenue.     At  this  time  nearly  house  whence  he  could  see  the  sun  set  across  the 

all  the  land  forming  modern  Boston  belonged  to  windings  of  the  Charles,  and  over  the  brown  sear 

four  men.     On  an  island  in  the  harbor  was  set-  marges  through  which  it  wended.    It  is  a  curiona 

tied  David  Thomson,  "  Gent " ;  on  Noddle's  hi-  fact  that  all  four  of  these  men,  who  first  settled 

and,  now  East  Boston,  was  established  Samuel  what  was  in  time  to  be  the  most  Puritan  of  all 

Maverick,  a  young  gentleman  of  property  and  Puritan  towns,  were  members  of  the  Gharch  of 
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England  and  adherente  of  tlie  court  party.  When  Endicott'a  colo- 
□ista  settled  Charlestown,  in  1C29,  they  named  the  place  where 
Boston  proper  now  stands  "Trimountaine,"  from  the  fact  that  the 
peninsuin  as  seen  from  Gharlestown  appeared  to  consist  of  three 
hills.  In  later  times  these  hills  were  called  Beacon,  Copp'a  and  Fort 
Hills  respectively.  The  term  Trimountaine  is  perpetuated  in  Tre- 
mont  Street. 

It  seems  that  in  June,  1630,  Winthrop  and  his  associates  landed  at 
Salem  and  cast  about  for  a  good  place  to  fix  the  capital  of  their 
plantation.  Salem  did  not  suit  them,  and  several  of  them  favoring 
Gharlestown,  early  in  July  removal  was  first  made  to  that  settlement. 
Sickness  soon  fell  upon  the  people  for  lack  of  good  water  ;  "the want 
of  provisions  brought  the  miseries  of  famine";  when  Blackstone,  "a 
courteons  recluse,  devoted  to  study,  came  and  acquainted  the  Gov- 
ernor of  au  excellent  spring  on  Trimountaine,  withal  inviting  him 
and  soliciting  him  thither." 

"Whereupon,  after  the  death  of  Mr.  Johnson  and  divers  others, 
the  Governor  and  Mr.  Wilson  (the  minister)  and  the  greatest  part  of 
the  church  moved  thither."  Meantime  the  Conrt  of  Assistants, 
sitting  in  the  "  Great  House  "  which  the  settlers  of  Gharlestown  had 
built  for  their  chief  men,  directed  "  that  Trimountaine  shall  be  called 
Boston."  The  town  was  named  in  honor  of  the  colonists  from  old 
Boston,  in  Lincolnshire,  England,  especially  Isaac  Johnson,  "the 
greatest  furtherer  of  the  plantation."  The  word  Boston  is  a  con- 
traction of  Botolph's  Town,  in  honor  of  St.  Botolph,  a  Saxon  monk 
of  the  seventh  century. 

Blackstone  soon  tired  of  the  Puritans,  and  sold  them  his  title  to 
the  whole  peninsula  except  six  acres  for  thirty  pounds.  There  was 
a  touch  of  Matthew  Arnold  in  this  old  recluse.  He  retired  to  Study 
Hill,  on  the  Blackstone  River.  He  was  another  of  those  mysterious 
characters  that  excite  our  interest  now,  but  which  would  prove  com- 
monplace enough,  no  doubt,  if  we  could  ever  obtain  a  nearer  view. 
In  his  solitary  retreat  he  lived  to  be  eighty  years  of  age ;  his  diaries 
were  burned  by  the  Indians,  and  the  mystery  of  his  life  perished. 

A  romping  giil  named  Ann  Pollard  is  said  to  have  been  the  first 
white  woman  to  have  landed  in  Boston.  The  section  thus  bought 
from  Blackstone  contained  ?83  acres,  including  the  six  acres  reserved. 
This  territory  was  a  pear-shaped  peninsula,  connected  with  the  main- 
land by  a  narrow  neck  a  mile  long,  and  so  low  that  it  was  sometimes 
submerged  by  the  tides.  It  was  two  miles  long  and  one  broad,  the 
narrowest  part  being  near  the  junction  of  the  present  Dover  and 
Washington  Streets.  On  the  west  of  the  Xcck  were  long  reaches  of 
flats,  covered  by  the  tides  at  high  water,  and  known  to  the  inhabit- 
ants of  Boston  for  more  than  two  centuries  as  the  Back  Bay.  Beyond 
the  flats  was  the  Charles  River;  to  the  east  the  peninsula  came 
boldly  down  into  the  harbor,  and  as  one  followed  its  line  to  the  south 
the  Neck  was  reached  once  more,  with  marshes  between  it  and  the 
deep  water. 

Modern  energy  has  diked  and  filled  all  these  flats,  and  covered 
them  with  houses.  Tlie  Back  Bay  is  now  the  West  End  of  the  city, 
where  wealth  and  fashion  have  gone  to  dwell  on  gravel  and  asphalt 
spread  over  space  once  claimed  by  the  tides  and  inhabited  only  by 
the  sea  gull  and  the  muskrat. 

The  three  hills  fell  away  toward  the  harbor  in  gentle  slopes.  Here 
the  settlers  built  their  houses,  sheltered  from  the  cold  winds  of  the 
north  and  west,  and  looking  out  upon  the  ocean.  Here  in  the  wilds 
the  rock  maple  reared  its  verdant  masses,  the  beech  its  glistening 
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leaves  ;  and  bciiiml,  fall  anil  eombro,  rose  the  bal- 
eam  and  the  fir.  Thero  in  tlie  tortuous  channel 
the  wild  duck  swam  ;  tlie  plashing  miiakrat  lived 
beneath  the  alders,  or  among  the  matty  roots  of 
thirsty  ivater  willows.*  Aloft  the  white  pine 
towered  above  ft  eoa  of  rerdiiro. 

John  Winthrop  was  elected  Drst  Governor. 
Then  waa  eatablislied  a  severe  and  sombre  theoc- 
racy the  like  of  which  the  world  has  never  else- 
where seen.  Church  and  [state  were  not  united 
— the  church  was  the  stato.  On  the  one  aide 
waa  an  absolute  democracy — no  taxation  without 
representation ;  on  the  other,  a  free-scliool  sys- 
tem, the  finest  in  the  world  at  the  time.  And 
right  between  these  two  was  planted  a  religious 
intolerance  unmitigated  in  its  beiidless  bigotry, 
Jireo  chief  requirements  were:  (1)  Believe 
""aa  I  do,  ("2)  or  get  out  of  the  colony,  (3)  or  bo 
damned.  It  is  not  within  the  present  scope  to 
trace  the  history  of  the  persecutions  that  fol- 
lowed, the  hanging  of  Quakers  on  the  Common, 
Ann  Hutchinson's  heresy  and  Roger  Williams's 
proud  protest.  In  defense  of  the  Puritans  be  it 
here  said  that  they  had  a  right  to  do  most  of  the 
things  they  did,  and  that  the  Quakers  who  were 
mnrdered  were  a  lawless  set,  very  far  removed 
from  men  like  Penn  and  Whittier.  The  Puri- 
tans thonght  that  they  had  better  be  dead  and 
damned  right  off. 

Let  us  be  trnthful ;  let  tis  be  kind.  Our  fathers 
were  not  true  nnto  themselves.  Tliey  were  not 
great  enough  to  appreciate  the  grandeur  of  the 
principles  for  which  they  dared  all  dangers  and 
crossed  all  stormy  seas.     Liberty  of  conscience 

•Tbe  woods  were  nlive  wilh  wild  tonl.  Tliere  the  set- 
tlers Lnnteil  ■■Chetowaik  tbe  plover,  Mahng  tbe  loon  the 
wild  goosie  Wawo,  tho  blue  Lecoa  tlie  Sliuh-abuli-gidi." 


included  only  themselves.  But 
let  us  be  kind.  People  were 
warned  by  the  ringing  of  pub- 
lic bells  when  to  go  to  bed, 
when  to  rise,  when  to  eat, 
when  to  put  out  their  fires. 
A  high  official  was  reprimand- 
ed for  having  a  wainscot  in  his 
house ;  a  clergyman  waa  re- 
proved for  the  vanity  of  paint- 
ing bis  house  on  the  outside  ; 
a  man  kissing  his  wife  on  tho 
public  streets  was  regarded  as 
a  criminal.  The  Puritan  gov- 
ernment punished  those  who 
failed  in  attending  church,  it 
regulated  what  men  and  wom- 
en shonld  wear:  but  it  throw 
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open  the  doors  of  the  Bchoolhonse  to  overj  cliild,  taxed  the  ungodly,  bnt  it  never  imposed  an  unjust 
onil  even  when  it  was  weakest  dared  to  defy  the  law,  according  to  its  conscience.  Its  courage  floiv- 
boldeat  oppressor  of  Europe,  Charles  II,,  when  ered  and  fruited  into  the  concentrated  heroism  of 
he  wished  to  impose  taxation  witliont  roprescnta-  a  century  at  Concord  Bridge  and  Cliailestown.  It 
tion.  mode  democracy  possible.     A  Pnritan  would  not 

Thus  Boston  town  was  founded.  The  Old  kiss  his  wife  before  he  was  married  ;  but  if  tiiere 
Beacon  was  erected  in  1C34,  ta  give  the  country  was  a  buttle  to  be  fought  with  Xerses  or  the  devil 
an  alarm  in  cose  of  invasion.  It  stood  near  the  I  guess  yonr  Puritan  was  the  m&n  for  it.  Ilesnig- 
present  Statchonse,  was  a  tall  mast  from  which,  gled  psalms,  but  he  never  counted  on  the  odd? 
at  the  height  of  five  and  sixty  feet,  an  iron  skillet  against  him  in  battle.  He  never  opened  the  shut- 
was  suspended,  in  which  wera  placed  combusti-  ters  m  the  window  of  his  soul ;  his  nature  had  no 
bles.  When  Urcd  this  could  be  seen  a  great  dis-  soutliein  slope,  but  he  walked  undisturbed  the 
tauce  inland.  It  gave  the  name  to  Beacon  Hill,  solitary  heights  of  dnty  and  of  everlasting  service 
This  became  the  fashionable  part  of  the  future  to  the  race.  The  chaste  and  graceful  language  of 
city ;  and  even  to- 
day no  true  Boato- 
nian  ever  thinks  of 
mentioning  the 
words  "  Beacon 
Street"  or  "Com- 
monwealth Avenue" 
except  with  bated 
breath.  Xear  Bea- 
con Hill  was  Fort 
Hill,  which  has  dis- 
appeared. Beyond 
rose  Copp's  Hill,  so 
called  from  a  peace- 
ful shoemaker  who 
plied  his  last  nearby. 

This  was  the  town 
that  made  history 
for  America.  It  was 
ever  a  thorn  in  the 
side  of  tyranny.  It 
defied  Chavlea,  but 
it  sent  regiment 
after  regiment  to 
fight  the  French.    It 
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one  of  his  most  distinguished  descendants  may 
best  express  the  homage  he  deserves  from  us.  It 
was  George  William  Curtis^  who  said  at  the  un- 
veiling of  the  statue  of  "The  Puritan"  in  Cen- 
tral Park  :  **  There  let  him  stand,  the  soldier  of  a 
free  church  calmly  defying  the  hierarchy  ;  the 
builder  of  a  free  state  serenely  confronting  the 
continent  which  he  shall  settle  and  subdue.  The 
unspeaking  lips  shall  chide  our  unworthiness ; 
the  lofty  mien  exalt  our  littleness ;  the  unblench- 
ing  eye  invigorate  our  weakness;  and  the  whole 
poised  and  firmly  planted  form  reveal  the  uncon- 
querable moral  energy,  the  master  force  of  Amer- 
ican civilization." 

III. 

BOSTON  UP  TO  DATE. 

Hardly  a  vestige  of  the  town  as  it  appeared 
to  the  early  settlers  now  remains.  With  the  ex- 
ception of  the  three  oldest  burial  grounds,  a  few 
old  buildings  and  some  streets  in  the  North  End, 
nothing  of  Boston  in  its  first  century  is  preserved. 
The  fatse  of  the  country  has  been  entirely  trans- 
formed ;  the  three  hills  have  been  reduced,  and 
one  of  them,  Fort  Hill,  entirely  removed. 

All  the  coves  and  marshes  have  been  filled  in  ; 
more  than  a  thousand  acres  once  covered  by  the 
tide  are  now  occupied  by  warehouses  and  dwell- 
ings. The  Neck  has  been  widened  until  it  is  as 
broad  as  the  broadest  part  of  the  original  town. 
In  place  of  783  acres,  with  estuaries,  coves  and 
bays,  the  peninsula  has  now  1,820  acres  of  solid 
land.  By  the  addition  of  contiguous  territory 
the  city  limits  have  extended  to  23,661  acres, 
or  more  than  thirty  times  the  original  area. 
East  Boston,  South  Boston,  Roxbury,  Dorchester, 
Charlestown,  West  Roxbury,  Brighton,  Breed's 
Island  and  Deer  Island  have  all  been  annexed  to 
the  city. 

In  the  building  of  the  modern  city  much  at- 
tention has  been  given  to  parks,  squares  and 
breathing  places.  Charles  Bank,  on  the  river 
front,  between  Craigie's  and  West  Boston  bridges, 
is  the  first  completed  part  of  a  recently  projected 
system  of  pliblic  parks.  This  consists  of  a  broad 
promenade,  2,200  feet  long  by  200  feet  wide,  and 
contains  about  10  acres.  It  is  bordered  by  trees, 
shrubs  and  shaded  seats.  There  are  gymnasiums 
for  men  and  women,  and  an  ideal  children's  play- 
ground. 

But  the  delight  and  pride  of  the  Boston  of  the 
future  is  going  to  be  the  magnificent  chain  of 
parks  and  parkways  which,  beginning  with  the 
Common  and  the  Public  Garden,  runs  through 
Commonwealth  Avenue  and  the  Back  Bay  Fens, 
and  will  ultimately  surround  the  city  like  a  beau- 
tiful zone  gemmed  with  emeralds.     At  the  en- 


trance to  the  Back  Bay  Fens  stands  the  bronze 
statue  of  Lei f  Ericsson,  the  Norse  discoverer  of 
America.  The  inscription  reads  :  '*  Leif  the  Dis- 
coverer, sou  of  Erik,  who  sailed  from  Iceland, 
and  landed  on  this  continent,  a.d.  1000." 

The  statue  is  the  work  of  Miss  Anne  Whitney. 
This  supple,  beardless  youth,  with  flowing  Saxon 
hair,  gazing  out  upon  a  continent,  suggests  some 
things.  In  the  first  place,  now  that  the  Fair  is 
over,  and  that  that  saintly  marauder  Columbus 
has  had  his  stint  of  earthly  laudation,  it  may  be 
in  order,  parenthetically,  to  say  that  honors  are 
easy  between  Christopher  and  certain  other  re- 
spectable gentlemen  in  the  matter  of  dragging 
this  continent  out  of  the  dark.  Strangely  enough, 
the  colder  nations  of  the  North  followed  in  the 
wake  of  the  hardy  Norsemen  in  their  settle- 
ments ;  while  the  nations  of  sunny  Southern 
Europe  followed  the  course  of  the  great  naviga- 
tor. The  Norsemen  had  a  settlement  which  they 
called  Yineland  at  the  place  where  Watertown 
now  stands.  Professor  Horsford  has  made  a  close 
study  of  their  location,  and  has  erected  a  tower 
in  their  honor,  called  the  Norembega  Tower, 
near  Waltham,  beside  the  Charles  River. 

The  area  included  in  the  Fens  covers  about 
100  acres,  and  has  been  treated  with  great  skill 
and  taste.  Pretty  bridges  span  the  water  way, 
connecting  the  Old  Basin — all  that  is  left  of  the 
Back  Bay — with  the  river.  The  parkway  passes 
from  the  Fens  through  Longwood  and  Brook- 
line,  along  the  "  Muddy  River,"  where  it  is  called 
''  Riverdale,"  into  Jamaica  Plain,  and  by  the  side 
of  Jamaica  Pond,  here  becoming  ''Jamaica  Way,'*^ 
through  picturesque  parts  of  West  Roxbury  and 
the  Arnold  Arboretum  to  Franklin  Park  ;  thence 
by  the  shores  of  Dorchester  Bay,  here  called  "  Old 
Harbor  Parkway,''  to  the  Marine  Park  and  Pleas- 
ure Bay  at  City  Point,  South  Boston.  The  total 
area  embraced  in  the  several  parks  and  the  park- 
ways connecting  them  is  nearly  1,400  acres.  In- 
cluded also  in  the  system  are  several  parks  of  a 
local  character  —  in  East  Boston  and  in  the 
Charlestown  and  Dorchester  districts.  The  work 
was  begun  in  1877,  and  it  has  been  since  steadily 
pursued,  under  the  direction  of  the  Board  of  Park 
Commissioners  created  for  the  purpose.  The 
system  has  cost  over  111,000,000,  and  will  give 
when  completed  a  continuous  drive  thirty-four 
miles  long. 

This  park  system  of  Boston  is,  perhaps,  ua- 
equaled  in  all  the  world.  Starting  beside  a  wide 
and  historic  river,  running  through  a  country  of 
exquisite  variety,  and  concluding  in  a  bay,  isl- 
and-dotted like  the  ^gean,  it  lies  amid  a  luxuri- 
ous environment  of  city,  sea  and  country.  It 
combines  the  soft  splendors  of  the  Bay  of  Naples 
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vith  the  dewy  sweetness  of  the  "  island  valley  of 
Avilion."    And  it  lies 

**Deep-meadow*d,  happy,  fair  with  orchard  lawns 
And  bowery  hollows  crowned  with  snmmer  sea.** 

IV. 

OBEATBB   BOSTON. 

Boston  became  a  city  in  1822.  At  that  time 
it  had  over  50,000  inhabitants,  with  a  valuation 
of  real  and  personal  property  amounting  to  about 
♦44,000,000.  In  1893  the  population  was  480,000, 
and  the  valuation  11,093,145,989.  These  are  the 
figures  of  Boston  as  now  municipally  defined.  But 
the  real  Boston  is  the  great  metropolitan  com- 
munity comprising  the  city  and  the  suburbs 
which  are  most  intimately  connected  with  it  in 
business  and  social  relations.  What  it  has  be- 
come the  custom  to  call  ''Greater  Boston,"  a  dis- 
trict within  a  radius  of  ten  miles  from  the  City 
Hall,  had  a  population  in  1893  of  something  near 
1,000,000  souls,  and  a  valuation  of  11,600,000,000. 
This  metropolitan  community  is  now  recognized 
in  the  Postal  District  of  Boston,  a  division  made 
by  the  National  Government,  which  includes  four 
cities  and  two  towns  ;  in  the  Boston  Metropolitan 
Sewerage  District,  comprising  nine  cities  and 
seven  towns ;  and  in  the  Metropolitan  Parks  Dis- 
trict, which  embraces  twelve  cities  and  twenty- 
four  towns,  having  forty  per  cent,  of  the  popula- 
tion of  Massachusetts.  The  twelve  cities  are 
Boston,  Cambridge,  Chelsea,  Everett,  Lynn, 
Maiden,  Medford,  Newton,  Quincy,  Somerville, 
Waltham,  Woburn ;  and  the  twenty-four  towns 
are  Arlington,  Belmont,  Braintrce,  Brookline, 
Canton,  Dedham,  Hingham,  Hull,  Hyde  Park, 
Melrose,  Milton,  Nahant,  Needham,  Revere,  Sau- 
gus,  Stoheham,  Swampscott,  Wakefield,  Water- 
town,  Wellesley,  Weston,  Weymouth,  Winchester 
and  Winthrop. 

In  one  of  these  cities,  Cambridge,  we  note  the 
greatest  institution  of  learning  in  America — Har- 
vard College.  ''After  all,  Cambridge  delighteth 
my  heart,''  wrote  the  gentle  Longfellow.  Cam- 
bridge was  first  called  Newtown,  and  its  earliest 
settlers  arrived  in  1631.  On  October  28th,  1636, 
the  General  Court  of  Massachusetts  Bay  voted 
"  to  give  £400  toward  a  school^  or  coUedge.'*  The 
next  year  the  college  was  ordered  established  at 
Newtown  and  the  name  changed  to  Cambridge  in 
honor  of  Rev.  John  Harvard,  who  died  in  Charles- 
town  and  left  to  the  young  institution  260  vol- 
umes and  780  pounds  sterling.  John  Harvard 
came  from  Cambridge,  in  old  England.  This  be- 
ginning of  legacies  which  John  Harvard  did  has 
followed  the  great  college  all  through  her  history. 
A  rich  New  Englander  would  have  a  hard  time 


getting  through  the  ivory  gates  if  he  did  not  leave- 
a  legacy  to  this  university. 

To-day  Harvard  points  with  pride  to  the  roll  of 
her  mighty-brained  sons.  No  marvel  that  the 
undergraduate  should  keep  his  eye  on  the  stars  a 
good  deal.  It  may  be  pride  of  ancestry  that  doe» 
it;  it  may  be  a  confounded  high  collar — God 
knows.  But  look  not  with  disdain  on  that  limp 
fellow,  filled  with  the  vanities  of  red  ribbons  and 
Greek-letter  pins.  You  know  not  what  he  may 
become.  Look  here  I  in  Stonghton  Hall  lived 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  room  No.  31 ;  Edward 
Everett,  No.  23  ;  Edward  Everett  Hale,  No.  22  r 
Charles  Sumner,  No.  12 ;  Caleb  Gushing,  No. 
26.  "Tread  softly,  bow  the  head — in  reverent 
silence  bow  !" 

Or  enter  Hollis  Hall.  Here  was  the  home  of 
the  early  clubs.  One  famous  club,  the  Medical 
Faculty,  or  '*  Med.  Fac.,'*  held  mock  lectures  in 
room  No.  13,  and  sent  one  of  its  degrees  to  the 
Emperor  of  Russia,  who  gave  in  return  a  case  of 
handsome  instruments.  Among  the  children  of 
genius  and  song  who  tabernacled  in  this  hall 
were  W.  H.  Prescott,  Nos.  20  and  24  ;  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson,  Nos.  5,  15  and  20 ;  Wendell 
Phillips,  Nos.  11,  16  and  18  ;  Henry  D.  Thoreau, 
Nos.  20,  23,  31  and  32.  The  stories  and  legends 
that  gather  about  such  a  place  as  Harvard  give  it 
a  halo.  One  feels,  among  its  walks,  before  its 
gates,  under  its  roofs,  beneath  its  trees,  that  one 
is  here  truly  in  the  company  of  the  uncrowned 
kings  whose  dust  is  powerful  still.  To  go  to  such 
a  college  even  if  you  loaf  half  of  your  four  years 
is  a  privilege  of  worth.  Perhaps  that  idea  was 
what  made  Dr.  Patton,  of  Princeton  University, 
say  of  colleges  in  general : 

*''Tis  better  to  have  come  and  loafed 
Than  never  to  have  come  at  all.** 

No  doubt  weaknesses  and  foibles  strayed  into 
the  virtues  of  these  heroic  men  of  the  past.  The 
greatest  walk  in  shadow,  and  faults  and  failures 
mingle  with  the  lives  of  all. 

Architecturally  we  cannot  extol  Harvard.  Yet 
the  Old  and  New  Gates  are  certainly  interest- 
ing ;  and  Memorial  Hall  is  regarded  by  some 
as  a  great  building.  Better  to  me  are  the  fine 
old  trees  and  the  shaded  walks  of  the  college 
yard.  And  when  Class  Day  comes,  oh,  those 
flower-beauteous  maidens  from  all  over  the  coun- 
try— fairest  of  all  where  all  are  fair  1  If  you 
would  witness  a  whirlwind  of  beauty,  wealth  and 
culture,  a  human  meadow  bestarred  with  sweet 
flower-faces,  visit  the  Glass-day  Tree  Exercises  at 
a  Harvard  Commencement. 

Near  Harvard  College  we  walk  amidst  many 
sacred  places.     Opposite  the  Shepard   Memorial 
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Cburcli  Btaiida  the  Waal  li  tig  ton  Eim,  under  whicli 
the  famous  general  Grst  took  chargo  of  the  Amer- 
ican Army.  Tbo  inscription  npon  it  was  written 
by  Longfellow.  Tlie  Harvard  Annex  for  young 
women,  last  year  made  nadclilfe  College,  ia  not 
far  away.  The  gilt  cockerel  on  the  epire  of  Dr. 
McKenzie'a  church  is  a  very  old  rooster  indeed, 
and  had  been  placed  on  tlie  New  Brick  Church, 
Boston,  in  1721.  lie  still  looks  defiance  at  the 
east  wind  and  shows  no  signs  of  catarrh.  By  a 
white-lilac  hedge  on  Craigie  St.'-eet  is  the  home  of 
Longfellow.     Still   living  in   the    house    ie   the 


poet's  daughter.  Miss  Alice  Longfel- 
low, eldest  of  the  three  "blue-oyed 
banditti,"  as  ehe  told  the  writer.  In- 
side the  large  and  tranquil  mansion 
the  study  of  the  seer  ia  still  preserved. 
His  three  quill  pens  in  a  tumbler,  an 
inkstand  of  Tom  3Ioore'a  and  one  of 
Coleridge's  are  on  hia  table. 

Here  is  the  daughter  of  a  para  and 
lofty  poet,  herself  a  noble  lady,  show- 
ing you  with  gracioua  courtesy  the 
dear  mementos  of  that  good  man  who 
wrote  the  "Psalm  of  Life."  The 
Craigie  House  belonged  to  one  Vassal, 
a  Tory.  Wasbiugtou  held  it  during  a 
winter.  It  fell  into  the  poseession  of 
Craigie,  and  Longfellow  came  hero  as 
a  young  professor  to  board,  when  Mrs. 
Craigie,  then  a  widow,  was  in  reduced 
circumstances.  Finally  Longfellow  purchased  the 
house,  and  here  were  written  the  poems  that  our 
race  has  learned  to  lore.  I  was  shown  the  chair 
given  the  poet  by  the  children  of  Cambridge, 
made  from  the  chestnut  tree  which  grew  beside 
the  "  Village  Smithy."  Laurels  like  rosea  wither, 
but  ho  who  gains  the  homage  of  the  heart  has, 
indeed,  an  immortelle.  CJiildren  loved  the  gray- 
haired  sage.  The  daughter  told  me,  when  I  asked 
about  the  characters  in  the  "Evening  Hour," 
"  Father  was  a  genial  man  ;  I  am  sure  wo  romj>- 
ing  children  gave  him  a  good  deal  of  trouble." 
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Westward  from  Craigie  House  ia  Mount  Auburn 
Cemetery — the  most  famous  mausoleum  of  Boston. 
On  tho  way  thither  we  pass  the  tranquil  ELmwood 
House,  the  homo  of  James  Russell  Lowell.  After 
a  short-walk  amid  the  graves  we  straightway  come 
to  Catalpa  Path  and  stand  before  a  sarcophagus 
bearing  the  singlo  name  "  Longfellow,"  Beneath 
the  ridge  lies  James  Russell  Lowell.  A  red  atone 
sarcophagus  in  another  part  of  tho  cemetery  holds 
the  dust  of  Kufus  Choate.  Charles  Sumner,  Pra- 
fessorAgassiz,  Jared  Sparks,Is.  P.  Willis, Worces- 
ter tJie  lexicograplier,  Margaret  Fuller  the  critic. 


beseeoli  you,  try  to  take  a  car  from  Park  Street 
Church  to  Harvard  Square  over  Harvard  Bridge. 
You  will  probably  never  survive  the,sliock  if  you 
do.  You  will  have  to  wait  beside  the  Old  Gran- 
ary Burying  Ground  till  you  will  envy  tho  fate  of 
tho  fortunate  who  sleep  beneath  its  turf.  liapid 
transit  is  as  much  of  a  problem  in  Boston  as  in 
New  York.  A  new  subway  systoin  of  rapid  tran- 
sit, to  cost  $5,000,000,  is  being  projected. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  places  in  the  en- 
virons of  Greater  Boston  is  Middlesex  Fells.  This 
is  a  territory  of  4,000  acres,  situated  partly  in. 


KANTASEET  AHD  COHABSBT. 


William  Ellery  Channing,  Edward  Everett,  and 
many  whose  voices  were  sweet  as  the  songs  that 
reapers  aing  when  they  bring  home  the  gathered 
sheaves,  rest  in  this  cemetery.  The  garnered  phi- 
losophy of  their  life  and  death  is  written  above  the 
entrance.  He  who  runs  may  read  :  "TJienahall 
tho  dust  return  to  the  earth  as  it  was;  and  the 
spirit  shall  return  unto  Got!  who  gave  it,"  The 
grounds  contain  135  acres,  and  form  tJie  oldest 
gardeu  cemetery  in  the  United  States,  having 
been  opened  in  1831. 

Cambridge   and   Mount  Auburn  are   on    the 
linea  of  the  steam  and  electric  cars.     Do  not,  I 


each  of  the  towns  of  Melrose,  Maiden,  Medford, 
Winchester  and  Stoneham.  The  name  of  Middle- 
sex Fells  was  first  applied  to  this  region,  in  1879, 
by  Mr,  Sylvester  Baxter,  of  the  Boston  Herald. 
It  is  being  preserved  by  the  various  local  govern- 
ments, and  will,  no  doubt,  be  part  of  the  park 
system  in  the  Great  Boston  that  is  to  be.  Mid- 
dlesex Fells  has  a  marvelous  variety  of  scenic  at- 
tractiveness. Numberless  charms  of  hill  and 
woodland  tempt  the  tireless  feet  hither  and 
thither,  amid  delightful  and  enchanting  views. 

Tho   rambler  wanders   on,   heedless   of   time, 
climbing  notv  some  rugged  hill,  basking  now  in 
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■6om^  pleasant  nook^  gazing  now  over  pensive 
landscapes,  following  the  windings  of  a  flower- 
tressed  pathway,  through  swamp  and  dell  and 
scented  way,  forgetting  the  busy  world  as  much 
a3  if  he  were  in  Alaska. 

A  local  orator  once  said  of  these  Fells  that  they 
were  /'one-third  swamp  and  two-thirds  rock." 
Sock  and  swamp  may  be  pleasureless  words,  but 
to  the  tender  heart  who  loves  the  good  old  Mother 
they  may  liave  measureless  meaning,  and  come 
into  the  thought  wreathed  about  with  Memory's 
immortelles.  Here  are  rocky  heights,  rising  and 
falling  like  the  billows  of  the  sea,  within  whose 
hollow  troughs  lie  ponds,  cascades  and  gulleys  set 
with  ferns,  wild  fens  and  fragrant  groves. 

In  the  colonial  time  this  whole  region  was  cov- 
ered with  a  dense  forest  and  inhabited  by  wild 
beasts.  It  was  the  frontier  of  the  settlement  for 
years.  Wolves,  bears  and  wild  cats  terrified  the 
settlers  near  at  hand.  Wandering  through  the 
Fells,  you  will  frequently  come  upon  traces  of 
early  abodes.  Old  orchards,  ruins  of  cellars, 
clumps  of  familiar  garden  flowers  linger  lovingly 
around  the  mossy,  crumbling  walls.  It  U  as  you 
can  sometimes  trace  remnants  of  gentility  in  the 
very  poor ;.  the  faded  manner  of  the  millionaire 
beneath  the  rough  coat  of  toil.  The  meadows  are 
sprinkled  with  golden-rod  and  starry  asters  ;  the 
fringed  gentian,  flower  of  heaven,  blooms,  and 
the  shy  paruassia  half  conceals  his  loveliness  in 
the  blades  of  grass.  Splendid  clumps  of  purple 
sarracenia  and  wonderful  pitchers  half  filled  with 
nectar  for  the  insect  gods.  The  Twin  Sentinel 
Rocks,  between  which  tumbles  a  cascade,  stand 
guard  over  the  entrance  on  the  Melrose  side,  and 
beyond  lies  the  great  wilderness.  Already  this  is 
famous  ground  for  a  pleasure  drive  or  a  holiday. 

In  the  locality  of  the  Middlesex  Fells  lie  several 
towns,  famous  in  the  early  history  of  the  country, 
Somerville,  the  third  of  the  suburban  cities  in 
population,  is  in  unbroken  continuity  with  Cam- 
bridge. It  embraces  Prospect  Hill  and  Winter 
Hill,  where  breastworks  and  a  redoubt  were  con- 
structed by  the  Americans  in  1775 ;  and  in  the 
Old  Powder  House  of  West  Somerville  it  has 
one  of  the  most  interesting  relics  of  colonial 
times.  Somerville  has  a  fine  public  library,  typ- 
ical of  New  England  culture,  and  its  schools  are 
the  second  best  in  America,  Qnincy  being  said  to 
have  the  best.  Here  also  is  the  original  school- 
house  of  the  Mary  whose  ^'  little  lamb "  has  be- 
come historical. 

Medford  is  the  seat  of  Tufts  College,  whose 
buildings  spread  over  College  Hill.  In  its  nu- 
merous fine  old  houses  it  still  preserves  something 
of  the  character  of  a  dignified  colonial  town.  In 
the  Cradock  House  it  possesses  the  oldest  build- 


ing in  New  England.  The  ** Royal  House"  has 
slave  quarters  still  standing.  Here  also  is  made 
the  well-known  Medford  rum.  I  do  not  know 
that  Medford  is  celebrated  for  anything  else,  ex- 
cept that  Washington  is  said  to  have  washed  his 
hands  there  after  digging  trenches.  The  Mystic 
Meadows  lie  about  the  town,  and  swallows  make 
love  among  the  reeds. 

Of  Tufts  College  Hill  Charles  Dickens  said 
that  there  was  but  one  other  hill  in  the  world 
from  which  could  be  seen  such  a  combination  of 
natural  beauty  and  such  an  accumulation  of 
wealth  and  culture. 

It  was  here  that  I  first  realized  how  fitting  is 
the  figure  which  the  poet  O'Meara  uses  in  the 
lines  at  the  opening  of  this  article.  For,  looking 
over  the  towns  that  line  the  valley  and  cluster 
about  the  hills,  I  could  think  of  no  description  so 
appropriate  as  that.  Here  nature  and  art  had 
truly  vied  to  set  a  cincture  of  their  love  and  pride 
about  the  favored  city. 

There  has  been  much  talk,  of  late,  of  annexing 
all  the  suburbs  within  a  ten-mile  radius  from  the 
City  Hall.  This  cannot  be  done  without  a  con- 
current vote  of  Boston  and  the  community  to  be 
annexed.  Many  of  the  towns  object  to  annexa- 
tion— some  because  they  believe  they  can  have 
better  government  by  remaining  as  they  are  ; 
others  because  tiiey  want  to  be  certain,  before 
they  sanction  annexation,  that  enough  of  the 
outlying  population  would  be  annexed  to  swamp 
the  foreign  vote  in  the  city.  Brookline,  the  rich- 
est suburb  in  the  world,  will  probably  oppose  an- 
nexation in  any  case.  It  is  almost  surrounded 
by  the  city  already,  but  it  has  again  and  again 
refused  to  be  coaxed  into  the  larger  municipality. 
This  spirited  little  town  has  a  most  excellent 
government  in  all  departments. 

Through  Medford  town  rode  Paul  Revere  on 
that  eventful  night,  running  a  race  with  time 
and  death  to  tell  the  news  of  invasion  to  the 
plain  martyr  folk  of  Lexington,  The  Lexington 
of  to-day  is  not  yet  invaded  by  the  impertinent 
dust  and  din  of  commerce.  It  has  not  suffered 
as  most  New  England  towns  have  from  what 
Howells  would  call  '^unpicturesque  prosperity.'' 

It  lies  ten  miles  inland,  just  beyond  the  worst 
east  wind.  People  with  weak  lungs  are  sent  to 
Lexington.  The  ridges  of  Arlington  Heights 
clip  off  the  sea  air.  There  is  no  water  power  in 
the  village,  only  a  clear  rivulet  wanders  through 
the  pastures  unmolested  by  a  mill  wheel.  The 
town  has  now  about  3,500  inhabitants  and  is  gov- 
erned by  three  selectmen,  one  of  them  the  de- 
scendant of  a  man  who  fought  on  the  Oreen  in 
1775.  I  was  told  that  their  government  is  strictly 
economical  and  differs  little  now  from  what  it 
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was  a  century  ago.  The  atmosphere  of  Lexing- 
ton must  be  healthy,  for  they  say  that  the  level 
of  the  village  is  as  high  as  the  top  of  Bunker  Ilill 
Monument.  It  was  in  May,  with  a  certain  May, 
that  I  first  beheld  this  storied  spot. 

There  was  a  half-scared,  experimental  verdure 
shivering  in  the  beaten  fields.  The  meadow 
lands  were  haggard  with  a  ghastly  hue,  just  as 
they  are  when  the  March  winds  blow  the  snow 
away.  A  few  brave  plants  defied  the  May  in  a 
sort  of  battled  bloom,  and  looked  all  the  more 
restful  because  of  their  seared  surroundings.  But 
in  the  later  summer  the  fine  roads  and  well-kept 
villages  all  through  this  part  of  Massachusetts 
make  the  riding  or  driving  a  thing  to  be  desired 
more  than  gold. 

It  was  in  one  of  those  spring  seasons  that  a 
party  of  us  started  for  a  ride.  The  dominie  gave 
me  his  horse  because  it  was  so  quiet  and  easy-go- 
ing, he  said.  Scarcely  had  my  feet  touched 
stirrup  when  the  minister's  easy-going  beast  took 
the  bit  and  dashed  off  with  me,  I  did  not  know 
where.  Xo  tell  the  truth,  I  had  ridden  some  in 
the  Alps- and  on  the  plains.  But  this  fellow  gave 
me  no  show.  We  had  just  come  in  front  of  the 
historic  Lexington  Green  when  he  turned  one 
corner  and  I  turned  another.  I  was  just  on  a 
line  with  where  Pitcairn  fired  into  the  American 
farmers.  Picking  myself  up,  I  said  nothing,  but 
did  some  quite  tall  thinking.  This  Lexington  is 
a  sinister  place  for  any  British-born  subject- 
always  was. 

Relics  of  the  Homeric  days  are  treasured  in  the 
Cary  Library — a  building  which  is  reading  room 
and  Townhall  in  one.  On  one  side  of  the  door  is 
a  gun  carried  by  a  Provincial  during  the  fight, 
and  which,  being  "brought  back  from  Concord 
busted,''  was  thriftily  sawed  off  just  short  of  the 
fracture  and  afterward  used  by  his  descendants; 
on  the  other  side  a  musket  taken  from  the  body  of 
a  British  soldier.  In  glass  cases  are  smaller  relics 
— a  shot  from  Percy's  cannon,  the  tongue  of  the 
bell  that  gave  the  alarm,  the  pistols  with  which 
Pitcairn  fired  the  first  bullet  in  a  war  that  made 
the  Anglo-Saxons  two  peoples,  the  hanger  worn 
by  the  sexton  when  he  went  to  light  the  signal 
lantern  for  Paul  Revere. 

The  town  to-day  is  inhabited  by  people  of 
wealth  and  culture.  April  19th  is  still  a  great 
day  in  Lexington,  and  this  year  a  proposition 
was  presented  to  the  Legislature  praying  them 
to  make  Lexington  Day,  instead  of  Fast  Day,  the 
April  legal  holiday.  The  Green  is  still  kept  sacred, 
and  on  one  side  of  it  the  Congregatioualists  have 
built  tltem  a  church,  the  stones  of  whose  walls 
belonged  in  the  fences  from  behind  which  the 
Americans  kept  up  such  a  dogged,  deadly  fire. 


Many  stories  are  told  of  the  peaceful  inexperi- 
ence of  those  country  people  who  defied  a  mighty 
empire.  War  was  so  little  understood  by  them 
that  some  boys  came  to  the  common  that  morn- 
ing as  to  a  sort  of  muster,  and  only  retired  when 
the  bullets  whistled  over  their  heads.  But  soon 
the  whole  countryside  was  up.  The  Minute  Men 
from  Acton  and  Concord,  Menotomy,  Lexington 
and  Cambridge  were  joined  by  those  of  Woburn 
and  of  Billerica,  and  before  noon  Pitcairn  wag 
routed.  In  some  houses  the  old  and  sick  were 
bayoneted,  for  word  had  gone  out  that  the  Amer- 
icans were  scalping  the  English  dead.  Xo  sol- 
diers were  found  scalped ;  for  it  was  not  robbers 
that  England  was  fighting,  but  the  flower  of  her 
best  manhood. 

At  different  points  from  Cambridge  to  Concord 
stones  have  been  set  up  to  commemorate  acts  of 
reprisal  committed  by  the  soldiers.  Here  stood  a 
house  burned  by  the  British ;  in  another  house 
three  Americans  were  massacred  ;  in  another, 
twelve  ;  and  one  inscription  at  Arlington  is  amus- 
ing despite  the  gravity  of  the  facts.  It  states 
that  "On  this  spot  Samuel  Whittimore,  aged 
eighty-one,  killed  three  British  soldiers.  He  was 
shot,  beaten,  bayoneted  and  left  for  dead,  but  re- 
covered and  lived  to  be  ninety-eight  years  old." 

On  beyond  Lexington  six  or  seven  miles  the 
soldiers  of  Pitcairn  met  the  first  solid  armed  re* 
sistance  which  the  colonists  offered  to  the  King. 

*'By  the  rude  bridge  that  arched  the  flood, 
Their  flag  to  ApriPs  breeze  unfurled, 
Here  once  the  embattled  farmers  stood, 

And  fired  the  shot  heard  round  the  world.** 

On  the  bank  of  the  quiet  stream  stands  the 
statue  of  the  Minute  Man  by  the  sculptor  French. 

Here  in  Concord,  where  the  farmers  broke 
shackles  from  the  limbs  of  men,  in  happier  days 
dwelt  the  brave  men  with  the  brave  thoughts  who 
struck  the  chains  from  every  brain.  Their  names 
are  loved  the  wide  world  over.  Here  Hawthorne 
and  Emerson,  Thoreau  and  the  Alcotts  wove 
deatliless  wreaths  around  the  brow  of  American 
literature. 

Boston  has  many  other  attractive  suburbs — 
Nahant  and  Revere  Beach,  Nantasket  Beach  and 
the  Jerusalem  Road  at  Cohasset,  bays,  islands 
and  the  seacoast. 

Amid  all  the  beauty  and  culture  of  this  city 
and  its  suburbs  we  are  haunted  by  the  noble  dead 
who  have  left  us  this  for  a  heritage.  They  were 
Saxon.  You  notice  the  type  in  the  strong  nose 
and  flaxen  hair  as  you  ride  in  the  trains  or  walk 
the  streets.  The  beautiful  Immortals  are  gathered 
to  their  fathers,  and  we  are  reaping  the  harvest 
they  liave  sown. 
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BAVIHE  ROAD,  UIDDLESEX  FELU. 

Concord  ia  scarcely  a  subiiib  yet — rather  a 
Bleeping  room.  Several  districts  nearer  the  city 
claim  a  word  of  description  and  praise. 

The  West  Rosbury  District,  in  which  is  in- 
cluded Jamaica  Flain,  is  tho  largest  and  moat 
picturesque  of  the  outljiiig  parts  of  the  city, 
"Within  its  bounds  are  the  greater  parts  of  the 
public  parka  system  —  Jamaica  Way,  alo'.ig  the 
graceful  shores  of  Jamaica  Pond ;  the  Arnold 
Arboretum ;  Franklin  Park,  the  crowning  feature 
of  the  system,  and  tho  beautiful  Forest  Hills 
Cemetery. 

Chestnut  Ilill  Reservoir  is  in  the  Brighton  Dis- 
trict, a  fine  lake  covering  1^5  acres,  and  holding 
8,000,000  gallons.  The  great  boulevards  from 
the  Back  Bay,  Commonwealth  Avenue  and  Bea- 
con Street,  extend  out  to  it  and  Join  tlie  splendid 
driveway  which  runs  around  it.  Tlie  Boston 
people  delight  in  good  roadways,  and  have  in  the 
main  excellent  government.  These  Yankees  have 
shrewd  ideas,  too.  They  are  tlie  pioneers  of 
thought  to-day.  They  are  busily  engaged  in  sub- 
soiling  the  wide  prairies  of  the  human  mind  for 
the  rich  harvests  of  the  golden  twentieth  cent- 
ury. 

The  true  Bostouian  also  reveres  the  men  who 
liavo  been  put  in   places  of  lioiior.     A  flippant 


New  Yorker  comes  along,  heedless  of 
the  homage  due  to  the  rulers  ot  his 
people,  when  suddenly  his  Boston 
friend  will  remind  him  that  "there, 
sir,  is  tlie  home  of  our  ex-Governor" 
— tills  said  with  an  air  of  proprietor- 
ship and  pride.  Think  of  a  Kew 
Yorker  doing  that  I  Can  you  imag- 
ine the  impossible  ? 

In  regard  to  their  religious  beliefs, 
the  real  Bostonians  are  very  broad.  I 
observed  that  in  Boston  they  were 
more  heterodox  in  belief  and  more 
severely  orthodox  in  action  tliau  the 
people  who  inhabit  the  brilliant  me- 
tropolis beside  the  Silent  River.  Yet 
the  Kew  Yorker  is  perhaps  larger- 
hearted — looks  at  everything  with  a 
wider  view.  The  Kew  Yorker  par- 
takes of  tho  character  of  his  buildings 
and  the  great  transactions  of  Wall 
Street.  He  is  lavish  in  his  expendi- 
tures, and  his  city  being  vast,  above 
fear  of  rivalry,  Jie  has  no  prejudices. 
Tiie  Eoatonian  has  undoubtedly  culti- 
vated art  and  literature  more;  but 
it  may  be  questioned  whether  he  is  as 
enterprising  in  busineaa  as  his  brother 
south  of  the  Harlem.  But  it  is  a  fair 
thing  to  say  that  in  Boston  you  are 
almost  everywhere  welcomed  for  your  intelligence, 
if  you  have  any.  Bostonians  treat  with  excellent 
deference  a  man  who  enters  a  horse  car  with  an 
armful  of  magazines  and  books.  You  will  find 
far  more  women  reading  on  a  Cambridge  car  than 
you  will  on  a  Madison  Avenue  car.  There  can  be 
no  doubt  that  the  bias  in  favor  of  Bostouian  cult- 
nre  is  a  just  one.  The  faces  of  the  people  are 
not  BO  sweet  and  mild  as  tlie  faces  in  Kew  York. 
So  much  must  bo  granted.  They  are  severe,  like 
those  terrible  wintry  landscapes  that  have  put  the 
iron  in  their  blood.  But  in  Boston  they  would 
never  tolerate  the  vulgarities  of  tho  nottvemtx 
riches,  which  are  rampant  in  some  great  American 
communities.  Ko  one  need  go  tiiere  who  cannot 
at  least  conjugate  the  verb  "  to  be  "  in  the  vernac- 
ular. You  must  have  t.iato  and  manners  to  be 
in  good  society  in  the  "Hub."  Genius  is  the 
only  witherless  rose.  It  is  respected  ;  it  is  mighty; 
it  prevails. 

But  this  much  must  be  said  for  Kew  York  as 
compared  with  Boston :  Kew  York  is  the  only 
cosmopolitan  metropolis  west  of  the  Atlantic. 
Chicago,  Philadelpiiia  and  all  others  must  ever 
bo  provincial.  Look  at  the  figures!  In  fifty 
years  Boston  will  have,  perhaps,  three  million  in- 
habitants ;  Kew  York  will  have  fiom  ten  to  fiE- 
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toon  million,  and  will  bo  larger  than  London  and 
A  tliotisand  times  richer  than  Uomo  was  when  she 
h.-td  the  gathered  spoils  of  all  the  earth.  Albany 
will  be  forty-Iivo  minutes  from  the  Grand  Cen- 
trM  Depot,  and  Boaton  will  bo  but  an  hour  from 
Wall  Street,  Chicago  will  probably  iiaTc  annexed 
the  Dakotos  and  Washington,  and  will  contain 
several  million  souls.  Pliiladelphia  will  almost 
bo  a  lower  ward  of  Now  York  eity.  Already  the 
bill  for  a  Greater  New  York  baa  boon  sighed  by 
the  Governor, 

As  time  advances — a  few  thousand  years — our 
Boula  (if  they  ever  come  back  to  look  over  our  ok! 
stamping  grounds)  may  find  strange  things.  It 
13  qnite  on  the  cards  that  before  the  year  10,000 
A.D.  New  York  and  Chicago  may  have  annexed 
all  of  onr  North  American  Continent.  Chict^o 
will  then  extend  from  Detroit  to  Ilonoluhi,  tak- 
ing in  Mexico  and  Biitisli  Columbia.  Now  York 
will  probably  annex  as  far  as  Now  Orleans  on  the 
south  and  Iltidaon'a  Day  northward.  Then  it  will 
be  the  United  Cities  of  America,  including  New 
York  and  Chicago,  Each  city  will  very  likely 
hove  four  hnndred  million  inhabit,int3.  The  mar- 
ket garden  district  of  New  York  will  bo  the  cen- 
tral plateau  of  Africa,  which  will  probably  bo  a 
Socialist  community;  Chicago  will  have  Brazil 
and  nil  the  rest  of  outh  America  for  her  produce 
farm.  England  will  undoubtedly  be  annexed  by 
London ;  and  London  will  then  proceed  to  annex 
all  the  rest  of  the  world  that  does  not  belong  to 
Now  York  and  Chicago.  Boaton  and  her  suburbs 
will  be  called  "New  Central  Park."  The  Medi- 
terranean will  be  an  English  lake.  Inferior  races 
will  have  disappeared.  All  the  races  that  survive 
will  fall  into  the  language  and  habits  of  men  who 
speak  the  idioms  in  which  the  Magna  Charta  and 
the  Declaration  of  Independence  were  written. 

Then  will  bo  peace  throughout  the  world,  and 
war  will  bo  remembered  only  as  a  remnant  of 


animalism.  Then  shall  be  fuIGlled  the  saying 
which  ii  written,  "They  shall  not  hurt  uor  de- 
stroy ;  they  shall  stndy  the  art  of  war  no  more," 
Boston,  Edinburgh  and  Athens  will,  as  of  yore, 
give  culture  to  the  world.  Nineveh,  Carthage 
and  Rome  will  bo  restored,  and  will  give  laws  to 
men.  Paris  will  bo  an  outskirt  of  London  ;  St, 
Petersburg,  an  English  fort ;  Vienna,  a  New, York 
browory  ;  Ilong  Kong  will  be  one  day  from'  San 
Francisco,  and  Berlin  ono  night  from  Alaska. 
Voyages  of  discovery  and  adventure  will  not  be 
to  Arctic  or  Antarctic  regions ;  but  men  will  say 
good-by  to  wife  and  child  and  embark  for  the 
cold  stark  moon,  the  lonely  hills  of  Jupiter  or 
the  stin-Bwcpt  canals  of  Mars.  They  shall  havo 
no  creeds,  but  much  religion,  every  man  having 
tho  right,  to  his  own  opinion,  no  man  daring  to 
make  him  afraid.  Tho  sting  will  bo  taken  from 
snakes  and  the  teeth  from  venomona  beasts. 
Men  will  subsist  on  fruits  and  meat  pills.  Women 
will  no  more  sacrifice  to  tho  great  god  Fashion. 
Cats  will  not  be  guilty  of  nocturnal  oscapndes. 
Dogs  will  no  longer  delight  to  bark  and  bite. 
Then  shall  bo  the  day  of  the  poor  and  needy,  for 
tho  earth  shall  belong  to  the  Lord,  and  not  to  the 
landlord.  Old  age  will  be  honored  and  youth 
made  sacred.  Stainless  love  shall  be  the  rule,  and 
not  tho  exception,  and  tho  white  lily  of  innocence 
shall  be  the  crown  of  maidens,  A  sixth  sense, 
the  psychic  or  spiritual,  will  be  developed,  and 
men  will  see  and  commune  with  the  supernatural. 
Also  the  language  of  dumb  brutes  will  be  fully 
understood,  and  man  shall  talk  with  animals  on 
ono  side  and  angels  on  the  other.  Every  man, 
woman  and  child  will  be  good  and  true  and  ten- 
der in  eight  thonsand  years.  Famine,  fever,  war, 
deformity  shall  havo  disappeared  ;  and  the  Hub 
of  tho  Universe  and  centre  of  ail  created  things 
in  the  year  10,000  A.i).  will  be  the  "New  Central 
Park  "  hereiubeforo  noted. 
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A  BIRD   OF   PASSAGE. 

By  Beatrice  Harraden,  Author  of  **  Ships  that  Pass  in  the  Night. 


ft 


T  was  about  four  in  the  afternoon 
when  a  young  girl  came  into  the 
salon  of  the  little  hotel  at  C , 


in  Switzerland^  and  drew  her  chair 
up  to  the  fire. 

"  You  are  soaked  through,"  said 
an  elderly  lady,  who  was  herself  try- 
ing to  get  roasted.  **  You  ought  to  lose  no  time 
in  changing  your  clothes." 

"I  have  not  anything  to  change,"  said  the 
young  girl,  laughing.  "Oh,  I  shall  soon  be 
dry  r 

'^  Haye  you  lost  all  your  luggage  ?"  asked  the 
lady,  sympathetically. 

"No,"  said  the  young  girl,  "I  had  none  to 
lose." 

And  she  smiled  a  little  mischieyously,  as  though 
she  knew  by  instinct  that  her  companion's  sym- 
pathy would  at  once  degenerate  into  suspicion. 

"I  don't  mean  to  say  that  I  have  not  a  knap- 
sack," she  added,  considerately.  "I  haye  walked 
a  long  distance— in  fact  from  Z ." 

"And  where  did  you  leave  your  companions  ?" 
asked  the  lady,  with  a  touch  of  forgiveness  in  her 
voice. 

"  I  am  without  companions,  just  as  I  am  with- 
out luggage,"  laughed  the  girl. 

And  then  she  opened  the  piano  and  struck  a 
few  notes.  There  was  something  caressing  in  the 
way  in  which  she  touched  the  keys:  whoever  she 
was,  she  knew  how  to  make  sweet  music — sad 
music,  too,  full  of  that  undefinable  longing,  like 
the  holding  out  of  one's  arms  to  one's  friends  in 
the  hopeless  distance. 

The  lady,  bending  over  the  fire,  looked  up  at 
the  little  girl,  and  forgot  that  she  had  brought 
neither  friends  nor  luggage  with  her.  She  hesi- 
tated for  one  moment,  and  then  she  took  the 
childish  face  between  her  hands  and  kissed  it. 

"Thank  you,  dear,  for  your  music,"  she  said, 
gently. 

"The  piano  is  terribly  out  of  tune," said  the 
little  girl,  suddenly,  and  she  ran  out  of  the  room 
and  came  back  carrying  her  knapsack. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?"  asked  her  com- 
panion. 

"  I  am  going  to  tune  the  piano,"  the  little  girl 
said  ;  and  she  took  a  tuning  hammer  out  of  her 
knapsack,  and  began  her  work  in  real  earnest. 
She  evidently  knew  what  she  was. about,  and  peg- 
ged away  at  the  notes  as  though  her  whole  life 
depended  on  the  result. 

The  lady  by  the  fire  was  lost  in  amazement. 


Who  could  she  be  ?   Without  luggage  and  without 
friends,  and  with  a  tuning  hammer  ! 

Meanwhile  one  of  the  gentlemen  had  strolled 
into  the  salon;  but  hearing  the  sound  of  tuning, 
and  being  in  secret  possession  of  nerves,  he  fled, 
saying : 

"The  tuner,  by  Jove  !" 

A  few  minutes  afterward  Miss  Blake,  whose 
nerves  were  no  secret  possession,  hastened  into 
the  salon,  and  in  her  usual  imperious  fashion  de- 
manded instant  silence. 

"  I  have  just  done,"  said  the  little  girl.  "  The 
piano  was  so  terribly  out  of  tune ;  I  could  not  re- 
sist the  temptation." 

Miss  Blake,  who  never  listened  to  what  anvone 
said,  took  it  for  granted  that  the  little  girl  was 
the  tuner,  for  whom  M.  le  Proprietaire  had  prom- 
ised to  send  ;  and  having  bestowed  on  her  a  con- 
descending nod,  passed  out  into  the  garden, 
where  she  told  some  of  tbe  yisitors  that  the  piano 
iiad  been  tuned  at  last,  and  that  the  tuner  was  a 
young  woman  of  rather  eccentric  appearance. 

"Really  it  is  quite  abominable  how  women 
thrust  themselves  into  every  profession,"  she  re- 
marked, in  her  masculine  voice.  "  It  is  so  unfemi- 
nine,  so  unseemly." 

There  was  nothing  of  the  feminine  about  Miss 
Blake :  her  horse-cloth  dress,  her  waistcoat  and 
high  collar  and  her  billycock  hat  were  of  the  mas- 
culine genus ;  even  her  nerves  could  not  be  called 
feminine,  since  we  learn  from  two  or  three  doc- 
tors (taken  off  their  guard)  that  nerves  are  neither 
feminine  nor  masculine,  but  common. 

"I  should  like  to  see  this  tuner,"  said  one  of 
the  tennis  players,  leaning  against  a  tree. 

"  Here  she  comes,"  said  Miss  Blake,  as  the  little 
girl  was  seen  sauntering  into  the  garden. 

The  men  put  up  their  eyeglasses,  and  saw  a 
little  lady  with  a  childish  face  and  soft  brown 
hair,  of  strictly  feminine  appearance  and  bearing. 
The  goat  came  toward  her  and  began  nibbling  at 
her  frock.  She  seemed  to  understand  the  man- 
ner of  goats,  and  played  with  him  to  his  heart's 
content.  One  of  the  tennis  players,  Oswald  Ever- 
ard  by  name,  strolled  down  to  the  bank  where 
she  was  having  her  frolic. 

"  Good  afternoon,"  he  said,  raising  his  cap.  "  I 
hope  the  goat  is  not  worrying  you.  Poor  little 
fellow  !  This  is  hiz  last  day  of  play.  He  is  to 
be  killed  to-morrow  for  table  d'hote.'^ 

"What  a  shame  I"  she  said.  "Fancy  to  be 
killed,  and  then  grumbled  at !" 

"  That  is  precisely  what  we  do  here,"  he  said. 
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laughing.  "We  grumble  at  everything  we  eat. 
And  I  own  to  being  one  of  the  grumpiest — though 
the  lady  in  the  horse-cloth  dress  yonder  follows 
close  upon  my  heels/' 

'*'  She  was  the  lady  who  was  annoyed  at  me  be- 
cause I  tuned  the  piano/'  the  little  girl  said. 
'*  Still  it  hiid  to  be  done.  It  was  plainly  my  duty. 
I  seemed  to  have  come  for  that  purpose.'' 

"  It  has  been  confoundedly  annoying  having 
it  out  of  tune/'  he  said.  "I've  had  to  give  up 
singing  altogether.  But  what  a  strange  profes- 
sion you  have  chosen  I    Very  unusual,  isn't  it  ?" 

"Why,  surely  not,"  she  answered,  amused. 
"It  seems  to  me  that  every  other  woman  has 
taken  to  it.  The  wonder  to  me  is  that  anyone 
ever  scores  a  success.  Nowadays,  however,  no 
one  could  amass  a  huge  fortune  out  of  it." 

"  No  one,  indeed  1"  replied  Oswald  Everard, 
laughing.    "  What  on  earth  made  you  take  to  it  ?" 

"  It  took  to  me,"  she  said,  simply.  "  It  wrapt 
me  round  with  enthusiasm.  "  I  could  think  of 
nothing  else.  I  vowed  that  I  would  rise  to  the 
top  of  my  profession.  I  worked  day  and  night. 
But  it  means  incessant  toil  for  years  if  one  wants 
to  make  any  headway." 

"  Good  gracious !  I  thought  ?t  was  merely  a 
matter  of  a  few  months,"  he  said,  smiling  at  the 
little  girl. 

"A  few  months  I"  she  repeated,  scornfully. 
"  You  are  speaking  the  language  of  an  amateur. 
No  ;  one  has  to  work  faithfully  year  after  year  ; 
to  grasp  the  possibilities  and  pass  on  to  greater 
possibilities.  You  imagine  what  it  must  feel  like 
to  touch  the  notes,  and  know  that  you  are  keep- 
ing the  listeners  spellbound  :  that  you  are  taking 
them  into  a  fairyland  of  sound,  where  petty  per- 
sonality is  lost  in  vague  longing  and  regret." 

"I  confess  I  had  not  thought  of  it  in  that 
way,"  he  said,  humbly.  "I  have  only  regarded 
it  as  a  necessary  everyday  evil ;  and  to  be  quite 
honest  with  you,  I  fail  to  see  now  how  it  can  in- 
spire enthusiasm.  I  wish  I  could  see,"  he  added, 
looking  up  at  the  engaging  little  figure  before 
him. 

"Never  mind,"  she  said,  laughing  at  his  dis- 
tress; "I  forgive  you.  And,  after  all,  you  are 
not  the  only  person  who  looks  upon  it  as  a  neces- 
sary evil.  My  poor  old  guardian  abominated  it. 
He  made  many  sacrifices  to  come  and  listen  to 
me.  He  knew  I  liked  to  see  his  kind  old  face, 
and  that  the  presence  of  a  real  friend  inspired 
me  with  confidence." 

"I  should  not  have  thought  it  was  nervous 
work,"  he  said. 

"Try  it  and  see,"  she  answered.  "  But  surely 
you  spoke  of  singing.  Are  yon  not  nervous  when 
yoa  sing  ?" 


"  Sometimes,"  he  replied,  rather  stiffly.  "  But 
that  is  slightly  different."  (He  was  very  prond  of 
his  singing,  and  made  a  great  fuss  about  it.) 
"Your  profession,  as  I  remarked  before,  is  an 
unavoidable  nuisance.  When  I  think  what  I 
have  suffered  from  the  gentlemen  of  your  profes- 
sion I  only  wonder  that  I  have  any  brains  left. 
But  I  am  uncourteous." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,"  she  said.  "  Let  me  hear  about 
your  sufferings." 

"Whenever  I  have  specially  wanted  to  be 
quiet "  he  s»iid,  then  he  glanced  at  her  child- 
ish little  face,  and  he  hesitated.  "It  seems  so 
rude  of  me !"  he  added.  He  was  the  soul  of 
courtesy,  although  he  was  an  amateur  tenor 
singer. 

"  Please  tell  me,"  the  little  girl  said,  in  her 
winning  way. 

"Well,"  he  said,  gathering  himself  together, 
"  it  is  the  one  subject  on  which  I  can  be  eloquent. 
Ever  since  I  can  rem5mber  I  have  been  worried 
and  tortured  by  those  rascals.  I  have  tried  in 
every  way  to  escape  from  them,  but  there  is  a 
cruel  fate  working  against  me.  Yes ;  I  believe 
that  all  the  tuners  in  the  universe  are  in  league 
against  me,  and  have  marked  me  out  for  their 
special  prey." 

^'All  the  iohai  f"  ajBked  the  little  girl,  with  a 
jerk  in  her  voice. 

"All  the  tuners,  of  course,"  he  replied,  rather 
snappishly.  "I  know  that  we  cannot  do  without 
them  ;  but,.good  Heavens  I  they  have  no  tact,  no 
consideration,  no  mercy.  Whenever  I've  wanted 
to  write  or  read  quietly  that  fatal  knock  has 
come  at  the  door,  and  I've  known  by  instinct  that 
all  chance  of  peace  was  over.  Whenever  I've  been 
giving  a  luncheon  party  the  tuner  has  arrived, 
with  his  abominable  black  bag,  and  his  abomi- 
nable card,  which  has  to  be  signed  at  once.  On 
one  occasion  I  was  just  proposing  to  a  girl  in  her 
father's  library,  when  the  tuner  struck  up  in  the 
drawing  room.  I  left  off  suddenly,  and  fled  from 
the  house.  But  there  is  no  escape  from  these 
fiends  :  I  believe  they  are  swarming  about  in  the 
air  like  so  many  bacteria.  And  how,  in  the  name 
of  goodness,  you  should  deliberately  choose  to  be 
one  of  them,  and  should  be  so  enthusiastic  over 
your  work,  puzzles  me  beyond  all  words.  Don't 
say  that  yon  carry  a  black  bag,  and  present  cards 
which  have  to  be  filled  up  at  the  most  inconven- 
ient time  :  don't " 

He  stopped  suddenly,  for  the  little  girl  was 
convulsed  with  laughter.  She  laughed  until  the 
tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks ;  and  then  she  dried 
her  eyes  and  laughed  again. 

"  Excuse  me,"  she  said ;  "  I  can't  help  myself ; 
it's  so  funny." 
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**Itinaybc  funny  to  yoii,*Mie  said,  langliing 
in  spite  of  himself  ;  "but  it  is  not  funny  to  mo." 

**  Of  conrso  it  isn%''  she  replied,  making  a 
desperate  effort  to  be  serions.  '*Wcll,  tell  mc 
something  more  about  these  tuners." 

**N"ot  another  word/Mie  said,  gallantly.  *'I 
am  ashamed  of  m^'self  as  it  is.  Come  to  the  end 
of  the  garden,  and  let  me  show  you  the  view  down 
into  the  Yalley.'* 

She  had  conquered  her  (it  of  merriment,  but 
her  face  wore  a  settled  look  of  mischief,  and  she 
was  evidently  the  possessor  of  some  secret  joke. 
She  seemed  iii  capital  health  and  spirits,  and  had 
so  nuich  to  say  that  was  bright  and  interesting, 
that  Oswald  Everard  found  himself  becoming  rec- 
onciled to  the  whole  race  of  tuners.  He  was 
amazed  to  learn  that  she  had  walked  all  the  way 
from  Z ,  and  quite  alone,  too. 

*'  Oh,  I  don't  think  anything  of  that,"  she  said  ; 
"I  had  a  splendid  time,  and  I  caught  four  rare 
butterflies.  I  would  not  have  missed  those  for 
anything.  As  for  the  going  about  by  myself, 
that  is  a  second  nature.  Besides,  I  do  not  belong 
to  anyone.  That  has  its  advantages,  and  I  sup- 
pose its  disadvantages ;  but  at  present  I  have 
only  discovered  the  advantages.  The  disadvan- 
tages will  discover  themselves  !'* 

**I  believe  yon  are  what  the  novels  call  an  ad- 
vanced young  woman,'' he  said.  **  Perhaps  you 
give  lectures  on  AVoman's  Suffrage,  or  something 
of  that  sort  ?" 

'^I  have  very  often  mounted  the  platform,"  she 
answered.  '*  In  fact,  I  am  never  so  happy  as 
when  addressing  an  immense  audience.  A  most 
nnfeminine  thing  to  *lo,  isn't  it  ?  What  would  the 
lady  yonder  in  tlie  horse-cloth  dress  and  billy- 
cock hat  say  ?  Don't  you  think  you  ought  to  go 
and  help  her  to  drive  away  the  goat  ?  She  looks 
so  frightened  !  She  interests  me  deeply.  I  wonder 
whether  she  has  written  an  essay  on  the  Feminine 
in  Woman  I  I  should  like  to  read  it :  it  would  do 
me  so  much  good." 

"You  are  at  least  a  true  woman,"  he  said, 
laughing,  "  for  I  see  you  can  be  spiteful.  The 
tuning  has  not  driven  that  away." 

"  Ah,  I  had  forgotten  about  the  tuning,"  she 
answered,  brightly  ;  "  but  now  you  remind  me, 
I  have  been  seized  by  a  great  idea." 

*' Won't  you  tell  it  to  me  ?"  ho  asked. 

"No,"  she  answered.  "  I  keep  my  great  ideas 
for  myself,  and  work  them  out  in  secret.  And 
this  one  is  particularly  amusing.  What  fuu  I 
shall  have  !" 

"  But  why  keep  the  fun  to  yourself  ?"  he  said. 
"  Wo  all  want  to  be  amused  here  ;  we  all  want  to 
be  stirred  up  :  a  little  fun  would  be  a  charity." 
Very  well ;  since  you  wish  it  you  shall  be 
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stirred  up,"  she  answered;  "but  you  must  give- 
mo  time  to  work  out  my  great  idea.  I  do  not 
hurry  about  things,  not  even  about  my  profes- 
sional duties.  For  I  have  a  strong  feeling  that  it 
id  vulgar  to  be  always  amassing  riches  I  As  I  have 
neither  a  husband  nor  a  brother  to  support,  I 
have  chosen  less  wealth,  and  more  leisure  to  en- 
joy all  the  loveliness  of  life  !  So  you  see  I  take. 
my  time  about  everything.  And  to-morrow  I 
shall  catch  butterflies  at  my  leisure,  and  li& 
amongst  the  dear  old  pines,  and  work  at  mj 
great  idea." 

"  I  shall  catch  butterflies,"  said  her  companion. 
"And  I,  too,  shall  lie  amongst  the  dear  old 
pines." 

"  Just  as  you  please,"  she  said ;  and  at  that 
moment  the  table  d'hote  bell  rang. 

The  little  girl  hastened  to  the  bureau  and  spoke 
rapidly  in  German  to  the  cashier. 

"  Ach,  Frtiulein  !"  he  said,  "  You  are  not  reallj 
serious  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  am,"  she  said.  "  I  don't  want  them 
to  know  my  name.  It  will  only  worry  me.  Say 
I  am  the  young  lady  who  tuned  the  piano." 

She  had  scarcely  given  these  directions  and 
mounted  to  her  room  when  Oswald  Everard,  who 
was  unusually  interested  in  his  mysterious  com* 
panion,  came  to  the  bureau  and  asked  for  the 
name  of  the  little  lady. 

"Es  ist  das  Friiulein  welches  das  Piano  gea- 
timmt  hat,"  answered  the  man,  returning  with, 
unusual  quickness  to  his  account  book. 

«  *  «  *  «  4e 

No  one  spoke  to  the  little  girl  at  table  d'hote; 
but  for  all  that  she  enjoyed  her  dinner,  and  gave 
her  serious  attention  to  all  the  courses.  Being 
thus  solidly  occupied,  she  had  not  much  leisure 
to  bestow  on  the  conversation  of  the  other  guests. 
Nor  was  it  specially  original :  it  treated  of  tho 
shortcomings  of  the  chef,  the  tastelessness  of  the 
soup,  the  toughness  of  the  beef,  and  all  the  many 
failings  which  go  to  complete  a  mountain-hotel 
dinner.  But  suddenly,  so  it  seemed  to  the  little 
girl,  this  time-honored  talk  passed  into  another 
phase  :  she  heard  the  word  music  mentioned, 
and  she  became  at  once  interested  to  learn  what 
these  people  had  to  say  on  a  subject  which  was 
dearer  to  her  than  any  other. 

"  For  my  own  part,"  said  a  stern-looking  old 
man,  "  I  have  no  words  to  describe  what  a  gra- 
cious comfort  music  has  been  to  me  all  my  life. 
It  is  the  noblest  language  which  man  may  under- 
stand and  speak.  And  I  sometimes  think  that 
those  who  know  it,  or  know  something  of  it,  are 
able  at  rare  moments  to  find  an  answer  to  life's 
perplexing  problems." 

The  little  girl  looked  up  from  her  plate.     Hob* 
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«rt  Browning's  words  rose  to  lier  llpa, 
but  Elie  did  not  give  tlieoi  utterance  : 

■'  aod  bas  a  few  of  ui  whom  He  whJHperB 
in  the  ear; 
The  rest  may  reason,  and  welcome  |   'tie 
we  mmaciaua  know." 

'*  I  have  lived  through  a  long  life," 
eaid  another  elderly  man,  "  and  liavo 
therefore  had  my  sliare  of   trouble; 
but  the  grief  of  being  obliged  to  give 
up  music  waa  the  griof  which  held  me 
longest,  or  which  perhaps  has  never 
left  me.     I  still  crave  for  the  gracious 
pleasure  of  touching  once  more  the 
Btriugs  of  a  violoncello,  and  hearing 
the  dear  tender  voice  singing    and 
throbbing  and  answering  to  even  such 
poor  skill  as  mine.     I  still  yearn  to 
take  my  part  in  concerted  music,  and 
be  one  of  those  privileged  to  play  Beethoven's 
string  quartets.     But  that  will  have  to  be  in  an- 
other incarnation,  I  think."    lie  glanced  at  his 
shrunken  arm,  aM  then,  as  though  ashamed  ot 
this  allusion  to  liia  own  pcreonal  infirmity,  he 
added,  hastily  :  "  But  when  the  first  pang  of  such 
A  pain  is  over  there  remains  the  coii.fort  of  being 
n  listener.     At  first  one  does  not  think  it  a  com- 
iort;  but  as  time  goes  on  there  is  no  rosisting  its 
magic  influence.     And  Lowell  said  rightly  'that 
one  of  God's  great  charities  is  music.'" 

"  I  did  not  know  you  were  musical,  Jlr.  Koitli," 
said  an  English  lady.  "You  have  never  beforo 
spoken  of  music." 

"Perhaps  not,  madam,"  he  answered.  "Ono 
does  not  often  speak  of  what  ono  cares  for  moat 
of  all.  But  when  I  am  in  London  I  rarely  miss 
hearing  our  best  players." 

At  this  point  others  joinad  in,  and  tlio  various 
merits  of  eminent  pianists  were  warmly  discussed. 

"What  a  wonderful  name  that  little  EnglisJi 
lady  has  made  for  herself !"  said  the  major,  who 
waa  considered  an  authority  on  all  subjects,  "  I 
would  go  anywhere  to  liear  Jliss  Thyra  Flower- 
dew.  We  all  ought  to  bo  very  proud  of  her.  She 
has  taken  even  the  Gorman  musical  world  by 
Btorm,  and  they  say  her  recitals  at  Paris  havo  been 
brilliantly  successful.  I  myself  havo  heard  her 
at  Xcw  York,  Lcipsic,  London,  Berlin,  and  even 
Ghicago." 

The  little  girl  stirred  uneasily  in  her  chair. 

"  I  don't  think  Hiss  Flowerdcw  has  ever  been 
to  Chicago,"  she  said. 

There  was  a  dead  silence.  The  admirer  of  Miss 
Thyra  Flowerdew  looked  much  annoyed,  and 
twiddled  his  watch  chain.  IIo  had  meant  to  say 
Philadelphia,  but  he  did  not  think  it  necessary  to 


ight,  madam, "'said  the  littlo  girl, 


Miss 
riowc 

piano,"  .-,':  L 
Miss  Blake 
i:i  a  whispe. 

"  You  arc 
quietly.     "I  have  often  tuned  Jliss  Flowerdcw's 
piauo." 

Tliero  was  anothor  embarrassing  eilcnce ;  and 
then  a  lovely  old  hidy,  whom  everyone  reverenced, 
came  to  the  rescue. 

"I  think  her  playing  is  eimply  superb,"  she 
aaid.  "  Nothing  tJiat  I  ever  hear  satisfies  mo  so 
entirely.  She  has  all  the  tenderness  of  an  angel's 
touch." 

"Listening  to  her,"  aaid  the  major,  who  hacl 
now  recovered  from  his  annoyance  at  being  in- 
terrupted, "  one  becomes  unconscious  of  her  pres- 
ence, for  she  is  the  music  itself.  And  that  is 
rare.  It  is  but  seldom  nowadays  wo  arc  allowed 
to  forget  the  personality  of  the  jiiaycr.     And  yet 
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her  personality  is  an  nunsual  one :  having  once 
seen  her,  it  would  not  be  easy  to  forgot  her.  I 
should  recognize  her  anywhere/* 

As  he  spoke  he  glanced  at  the  little  tuner,  and 
could  not  help  admiring  her  dignified  composure 
under  circumstances  which  might  have  been  dis- 
tressing to  anyone  ;  and  when  she  rose  with  the 
others  he  followed  her,  and  said,  stiffly  : 

"  I  regret  that  I  was  the  indirect  cause  of  put- 
ting you  h\  an  awkward  position." 

*'It  is  really  of  no  consequence,'*  she  said, 
brightly.  ''If  you  think  I  wjis  impertinent  I  ask 
your  forgiveness.  I  did  not  mean  to  be  officious. 
The  words  were  spoken  before  I  was  aware  of 
them." 

She  passed  into  the  salon,  where  she  found  a 
quiet  corner  for  herself,  and  read  some  of  the 
newspapers.  No  one  took  the  slightest  notice  of 
her.  Not  a  word  was  spoken  to  her ;  but  when 
she  relieved  the  company  of  her  presence  her  im- 
pertinence was  commented  on. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  she  heard  what  I  said,*'  re- 
marked Miss  Blake.  ''But  she  did  not  seem  to 
mind.  These  young  women  who  go  out  into  the 
world  lose  the  edge  of  their  sensitiveness  and 
femininity.     I  have  always  observed  that." 

"  How  much  they  are  spared,  then  !"  answered 

some  one. 

>.  «  *  m  *  « 

Meanwhile  the  little  girl  slept  soundly.  She 
had  merry  dreams,  and  finally  woke  up  laughing. 
She  hurried  over  her  breakfast,  and  then  stood 
ready  to  go  for  a  butterfly  hunt.  She  looked 
thoroughly  happy,  and  evidently  had  found,  and 
was  liolding  tightly,  tho  key  to  life's  enjoyment. 

Oswald  Everard  was  waiting  on  the  balcony, 
and  he  reminded  her  that  he  intended  to  go  with 
her. 

"  Come  along,  then,"  she  answered  ;  "  we  must 
not  lose  a  moment." 

They  caught  butterflies,  they  picked  flowers, 
they  ran ;  they  lingered  by  tlie  wayside,  they 
sang  ;  they  climbed,  and  he  marveled  at  her  easy 
speed.  Nothing  seemed  to  tire  her,  and  every- 
thing seemed  to  delight  her — the  flowers,  the 
birds,  the  clouds,  the  grasses  and  the  fragrance  of 
tho  pine  woods. 

"  Is  it  not  good  to  live  ?"  she  cried.  "  Is  it  not 
splendid  to  take  in  this  scented  air  ?  Draw  in  as 
many  long  breaths  as  you  can.  Isn't  it  good  ? 
Don't  you  feel  now  as  though  you  were  ready  to 
move  mountains  ?  I  do.  What  a  dear  old  nurse 
Nature  is !  How  she  pets  us  and  gives  us  the  best 
of  her  treasures  !" 

Her  happiness  invaded  Oswald  Everard's  soul, 
and  he  felt  like  a  schoolboy  once  more,  rejoicing 
in  a  fine  day  and  his  liberty  ;  with  nothing  to 


spoil  the  freshness  of  the  air,  and  nothing  to 
threaten  the  freedom  of  the  moment. 

"Is  it  not  good  to  live  ?"  he  cried.  "Yes,  in- 
deed it  is,  if  wo  know  how  to  enjoy." 

They  had  come  upon  some  haymakers,  and  the 
little  girl  hastened  up  to  help  them.  There  she 
was  in  the  midst  of  them,  heartily  laughing  and 
talking  to  the  women,  and  helping  them  to  pile 
up  the  hay  on  the  shoulders  of  a  broad-backed 
man,  who  then  conveyed  his  burden  to  a  pear- 
shaped  stack.  Oswald  Everard  watched  his  com- 
panion for  a  moment,  and  then,  quite  forgetting 
his  dignity  as  an  amateur  tenor  singer,  he,  too, 
lent  his  aid,  and  did  not  leave  off  until  his  com- 
panion sank  exhausted  on  the  ground. 

"Oh,"  she  laughed,  "what  delightful  work  for 
a  very  short  time  !  Come  along  ;  let  us  go  into 
that  brown  chalet  yonder  and  ask  for  some  milk. 
I  am  simply  parched  with  thirst.  Thank  you,  but 
I  prefer  to  carry  my  own  flowers." 

"  What  an  indei)endent  little  lady  you  are  I"  he 
cried. 

"  It  is  quite  necessary  in  our  profession,  I  can 
assure  you,"  she  said,  with  a  tone  of  mischief  in 
her  voice.  "That  reminds  me  that  my  profession 
is  evidently  not  looked  upon  with  any  favor  by 
the  visitors  of  the  hotel.  I  am  heartbroken  to 
think  that  I  have  not  won  the  esteem  of  that  lady 
in  the  billycock  hat.  What  will  she  say  to  you 
for  coming  out  with  me  ?  And  what  will  she  say 
of  me  for  allowing  you  to  come  ?  I  wonder 
whether  she  will  say  *  How  unfeminine  !'  I  wish 
I  could  hear  her  !" 

"I  don't  suppose  yon  care,"  he  said.  "You 
seem  to  be  a  wild  little  bird." 

"  I  don't  care  what  a  person  of  that  description 
says,"  replied  his  companion. 

"What  on  earth  made  you  contradict  the  major 
at  dinner  last  night  ?"  he  asked.  "I  was  not  at 
the  table,  but  some  one  told  me  of  the  incident  ; 
and  I  felt  very  sorry  about  it.  What  could  you 
know  of  Miss  Thvra  Flowerdew  ?" 

"  Well,  considering  that  she  is  in  my  profes- 
sion, of  course  I  know  something  about  her," said 
the  little  girl. 

"  Confound  it  all !"  he  said,  rather  rudely. 
"Surely  there  is  some  difference  between  the 
bellows  blower  and  the  organist." 

'•  Absolutely  none,"  she  answered  — "  merely  a 
variation  of  the  original  theme  !" 

As  she  spoke  she  knocked  at  the  door  of  the 
chalet,  and  asked  the  old  dame  to  give  them  some 
milk.  They  sat  in  the  StubCy  and  the  little  girl 
looked  about,  and  admired  the  spinning  wheel, 
and  the  quaint  chairs,  and  the  queer  old  jugs, 
and  tlie  pictures  on  the  wall. 

"  All,  but  you  shall  see  the  other  room,"  the 
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old  pejisant  woman  said,  and  she  led  them  into  a 
Bmall  apartment,  which  was  evidently  intended 
for  a  study.  It  bore  eyidences  of  unusual  taste 
.and  care,  and  one  could  see  that  some  loving 
hand  had  been  trying  to  make  it  a  real  sanctum 
of  refinement.  There  was  even  a  small  piano. 
A  carved  book  rack  was  fastened  to  the  wall. 

The  old  dame  did  not  speak  at  first ;  she  gave 
her  guests  time  to  recover  from  the  astonishment 
which  she  felt  they  must  be  experiencing ;  then 
ishe  pointed  proudly  to  the  piano. 

*^I  bought  that  for  my  daughters/' she  said,, 
with  a  strange  mixture  of  sadness  and  triumph. 
''  I  wanted  to  keep  them  at  home  with  me,  and  I 
saved  and  saved  and  got  enough  money  to  buy 
the  piano.  They  had  always  wanted  to  have  one, 
and  I  thought  they  would  then  stay  with  mc. 
They  liked  music  and  books,  and  I  knew  they 
would  be  glad  to  have  a  room  of  their  own  where 
they  might  read  and  play  and  study ;  and  so  I 
gave  them  this  corner.'* 

"  Well,  mother,"  asked  the  little  girl,  "  and 
where  are  they  this  afternoon  ?" 

'*  Ah,'*  she  answered,  sadly,  "  they  did  not  care 
to  stay !  But  it  was  natural  enough  ;  and  I  was 
foolish  to  grieve.  And  besides,  they  come  to  see 
me '' 

*' And  then  they  play  to  you  ?"  asked  the  little 
girl,  gently. 

"They  say  the  piano  is  out  of  tune,'' the  old 
dame  said.  "  I  don't  know.  Perhaps  you  can 
tell." 

The  little  girl  sat  down  t»  the  piano  and  struck 
a  few  chords. 

.  *'  Yes,"  she  said,  "  it  is  badly  out  of  tune.  Give 
me  the  tuning  hammer.  I  am  sorry,"  she  added, 
smiling  at  Oswald  Everard,  **  but  I  cannot  neglect 
my  duty.     Don't  wait  for  me." 

"  I  will  wait  for  you,"  he  said,  sullenly ;  and 
he  went  into  the  balcony  and  smoked  his  pipe, 
and  tried  to  possess  his  soul  in  patience. 

When  she  had  faithfully  done  her  work  sho 
played  a  few  simple  melodies,  such  as  she  knew 
the  old  wom{^n  would  love  and  understand  ;  and 
she  turned  away  when  she  saw  that  the  listener's 
eyes  were  moist. 

*'  Play  once  again,"  the  old  woman  whispered. 
''I  am  dreaming  of  beautiful  things." 

So  the  little  tuner  touched  the  keys  again  with 
all  the  tenderness  of  an  angel. 

*'  Tell  your  daughters,"  she  said,  as  she  rose  to 
say  good-by,  "that  the  piano  is  now  in  good  tune. 
Then  they  will  play  to  you  the  next  time  they 
come." 


"I  shall  always  remember  you,  mademoiselle," 
the  old  woman  said  ;  and,  almost  unconsciously, 
she,  too,  took  the  childish  face  and  kissed  it. 


Oswald  Everard  was  waiting  for  his  companion 
in  the  hay  field ;  and  when  she  apologized  to  him 
for  this  little  professional  intermezzo,  as  she 
called  it,  he  recovered  from  his  sulkiness  and  re- 
adjusted his  nerves,  which  tiie  noise  of  the  tun- 
ing had  somewhat  disturbed. 

"It  was  very  good  of  you  to  tune  the  old 
dame's  piano !"  he  said,  looking  at  her  with  re- 
newed interest. 

Some  one  had  to  do  it,  of  course,"  she  answered, 
brightly,  "and  I  am  glad  the  chance  fell  to  me. 
What  a  comfort  it  is  to  think  that  the  next  time 
those  daughters  come  to  see  her  they  will  play 
to  her,  and  make  her  very  happy — poor  old  dear  !" 

"  You  puzzle  me  greatly,"  he  said.  "  I  cannot 
for  the  life  of  me  think  what  made  you  choose 
your  calling.  You  must  have  many  gifts — any- 
one who  talks  with  you  must  see  that  at  once , 
and  you  play  quite  nicely,  too." 

"  I  am  sorry  that  my  profession  sticks  in  your 
throat,"  she  answered.  "Do  be  thankful  that  I 
am  nothing  worse  than  a  tuner.  For  I  might  be 
something  worse — a  snob,  for  instance." 

And,  so  speaking,  she  dashed  after  a  butterfly, 
and  left  him  to  recover  from  her  words.  He  was 
conscious  of  having  deserved  a  reproof ;  and 
when  at  last  ho  overtook  her  he  said  as  much, 
and  asked  for  her  kind  indulgence. 

"I  forgive  you,"  she  said,  laughing.  "You 
and  I  are  not  looking  at  things  from  the  same 
point  of  view ;  but  we  have  had  a  splendid  morn- 
ing together,  and  I  have  enjoyed  every  minute  of 
it.     And  to-morrow  I  go  on  my  Avay." 

"And  to-morrow  you  go," he  repeated.  "Can 
it  not  bo  the  day  after  to-morrow  ?" 

"I  am  a  bird  of  passage," she  said,  shaking  her 

head.  "You  must  not  seek  to  detain  nie.    I  have 

taken  my  rest,  and  off  I  go  to  other  climes." 
^  m  m  m  *  * 

They'  had  arrived  at  the  hotel,  and  Oswald 
Everard  saw  no  more  of  his  companion  until  the 
evening,  when  she  came  down  rather  late  for 
table  dlMe,  She  liurriod  over  Iier  dinner  and 
went  into  the  salon.  She  closed  the  door  and  sat 
down  to  the  piano,  and  lingered  there  without 
touching  the  keys  :  once  or  twice  she  raised  her 
hands,  and  then  she  let  them  rest  on  the  notes, 
and  half  unconsciously  they  began  to  move  and 
make  sweet  music,  and  then  they  drifted  into 
Schumann's  "Abendlied,"  and  then  the  little  girl 
played  some  of  his  "Kinderscenen,"  and  some  of 
his  "Fantasie  Stucke,"and  some  of  his  songs. 

Her  touch  and  feeling  were  exquisite,  and  her 
phrasing  betrayed  the  true  musician.  The  strains 
of  music  reached  the  dining  room,  and  one  by 
one  the  guests  came  creeping  in,  moved  by  the 
music  and  anxious  to  see  the  musician. 
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The  little  girl  did  not  look  up ;  bIio  iras  in  a 
Scliiimanu  "mood"tliat  eveuiug,  and  only  tho 
players  of  Scbumann  know  what  intliralling  pos- 

(ieEBion  lie  takes  of  tlieir  very  spirit.  All  the  paa- 
Gion  and  pathos  and  ivildiiess  and  longing  had 
fonnd  an  inspired  interpreter ;  and  those  wlio 
listened  to  her  were  held  by  tho  magic  wliicli  was 
her  own  secret,  and  which  had  won  for  her  such 
honor  as  comes  only  to  the  few.  She  niidorstood 
Schumann's  mnsic,  and  wns  at  her  best  with  him. 

Had  she,  perhaps,  chosen  to  play  lite  music  this 
evening  because  she  wished  to  bo  at  her  boat  ?  or 
was  she  merely  being  impelled  by  an  overwhelm- 
ing force  within  her  ?  I'crlnipa  it  was  something 
of  both. 

Was  she  wishing  to  htimiliato  these  people  who 
had  received  her  bo  coldly  ?  Tliis  little  girl  was 
only  human  ;  perhaps  there  was  something  of 
that  feeling,  too.  AVlio  can  toll  ?  Hut  she  played 
as  she  had  never  played  in  London,  or  Paris,  or 
Berlin,  or  New  York,  or  Philadelphia. 

At  last  she  arrived  at  tho  "Carneval,"  and  those 
who  heard  her  declared  afterward  that  thoy  had 
never  listened  to  a  more  magniGcent  rendering. 
The  tenderness  was  so  restrained  ;  the  vigor  was 
so  refined  '.  When  tho  last  notes  of  that  spirited 
"MarchedesDavidsbiindler  contreleaPhilistins" 
had  died  away  she  glanced  at  Oswald  Everard, 
who  was  standing  near  her,  almost  dazed. 

"And  now  my  favorite  piece  of  all, "she  said, 
and  she  at  once  began  tho  "  yecond  Novellette," 
the  finest  of  the  eight,  but  seldom  played  in  public. 

What  can  one  say  of  tho  wild  rush  of  the  lead- 
'  ing  theme,  and  the  pathetic  longing  of  the  Inter- 
mezzo ? — 


'■  The  passionate  strain  Ihnt  deeply  going, 
Keflues  the  bosom  it  tremltlea  through." 

What  can  one  say  of  tliose  vague  aspirations  and 
finest  thoughts  wliicJi  possess  the  very  dullest 
amongst  us  when  such  music  as  tliat  which  the 


little  girl  had  chosen  catches  us  and  keeps  nS;  if 
only  for  a  passing  moment,  but  that  moment  of 
the  rarest  worth  and  loveliness  in  our  nnlovcly 
lives  ? 

What  can  one  say  of  tho  highest  music,  except 
that,  like  dead),  it  is  the  great  loveler :  it  gathers 
ns  all  to  its  tender  keeping — and  we  rest. 

Tho  little  girl  ceased  playing.  There  was  not 
a  sound  to  be  heard  ;  the  magic  was  still  holding 
her  listeners.  When  at  lost  they  had  freed  them- 
selves with  a  sigh  they  pressed  forward  to  greet 
her. 

"There  is  only  one  person  who  can  play  like 
that,"  cried  tho  major,  with  sudden  iuBpiration— 
"  sho  is  Miss  Thyra  Flowerdew  1" 

The  little  girl  smiled. 

"  That  is  my  name,"  sho  said,  simply ;  and  sh-a 
slipped  out  of  tlie  room. 

«■««•** 

Tlie  next  morning,  at  an  early  hour,  the  Bird 
of  Passage  took  her  flight  onward,  but  she  was 
not  destined  to  go  off  unobserved.  Oswald  Ever- 
ard saw  the  little  figure  swinging  along  tho  rood, 
and  ho  overtook  her. 

"You  little  wild  bird  !"  he  said  ;  "and  so  this 
was  your  groat  idea — to  have  yonr  fun  out  of  na 
all,  and  make  us  feel,  I  don't  know  how — and  then 
to  go :" 

"Yon  said  tho  company  wanted  stirring  np,** 
sho  answered ; ' '  and  I  rather  fancy  I  have  stirreil 
them  up." 

"And  what  do  you  suppose  you  have  done  for 
mo  ?"  he  asked. 

"  I  hope  I  have  proved  to  yon  that  the  bellows 
blower  and  tho  organist  arc  sometimes  identical," 
she  answered. 

"Little  wild  bird,"  ho  said,  "yon  have  given 
mo  a  great  idea,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  it  is — to 
tame  you.     So  good-by  for  the  present." 

"  Good-by,"  sho  said.  "  But  wild  birds  are  not 
BO  easily  tamod." 

Then  she  waved  her  hand  over  her  head,  and 
went  on  her  way  singing. 
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By  Emvm  Emersos,  Jr. 

It  waa  at  tlio  Wild  West  Sliow  during  tho  "Let  me  tell  yoa  a  story, "lio  continued,  "that 
TV'orld's  Fair,  Together  with  a  wandering  artist  none  of  these  book  writers  have  quite  caught  on 
I  bad  strayed  into  the  tepee  of  Peter  Nelson,  tho    to.     I  moan  Cody's  great  single-hand  fight  with 

old  trapper.     Here  wo  found  

a  motley  company  of  cowboys, 
Toqueros,  an  Indian  interpre- 
ter and  a  Coesack  hetnian 
who  bad  learned  his  English 
in  Afghanistan.  Attracted 
by  the  cheerful  glow  of  the 
camp  fire,  two  shivering 
ArabB  entered  the  tent  at  our 
heels,  and  wrapping  them- 
selves np  ill  their  burnooses, 
began  rolling  cigarettes. 

Old  Jfelson,  squatting  on 
the  floor  like  a  red  man,  was 
telling  a  story  of  wild  frontier 
life,  which  made  the  Cossack 
dreamily  finger  his  Bword  hilt, 
while  Xolson's  half-breed  son 
moved  close  to  his  father  and 
seemed  to  drink  in  his  words. 

"  You  fellers,"  said  Nel- 
son, "who  only  came  into 
the  show  over  on  the  other 
side,  think  that  Cody  ain't 
nothing   but   a   smart  rider 

with  long  hair,  who  can  bow  .     „  -  .^ 

and  scrape  to  the  ladies  in 
the  boxes.  That's  wbar  you 
are  mistaken.  colonel  williau  f.  codx  ("buffalo  bill"). 


26  S0V0HRIDEB8  FROM  FAR   FRONTIERS. 

Yellov  Hand,  the  Chejentie  chief  out  at  War  Boa-  vith  tlie  long  hair,  to  a  single-handed  flght.  If 
net  Creek,  nearly  twenty  years  ago.  It  was  after  Pa-he-haaka  came  out  ahead,  he  shouted,  his  own 
the  Custer  massacre.  I  heard  the  story  later  from  braves  would  go  back  to  the  agency  from  which 
the  Sioux,  BO  I  guess  it's  straight  enough,  for  they  they  had  come;  but  if  Pa-he-haska  should  fait 
ain't  in  the  habit  of  praising  white  men.  the  soldiers  were  to  let  the  red  men  go  their  way. 

"  hill  was  scout  then  with  Oeueral  Mcrritt,  of  "Buffalo  Bill  at  once  rode  to  meet  him,  while 
the  Fifth  Cavalry.  When  the  troops  heard  the  the  armies  on  the  cliSs  watched  for  the  outcome 
news  of  Custer's  death  they  went  nearly  wild  with  of  the  fight.  Both  went  for  each  other  full  tilt. 
grief  and  rage,  I  reckon,  for  Custer  was  an  officer  When  they  were  about  thirty  yards  apart  Cody 
no  one  could  help  liking.  On  the  same  night  one  raised  his  rifle  and  fired  before  the  Cheyenne 
of  the  scouts  told  General  Merritt  that  eight  hun-  could  throw  up  his  gun.  The  Indian's  pony  went 
dred  Cheyenne  bucks  had  left  the  Red  Cloud  down,  but  Cody's  horse  at  the  same  instant 
Agency  to  join  Sitting  Bull  and  the  Sioux  in  the  stepped  iuto  a  gopher  hole  and  threw  Bill  over  his 
Big  Horn  country.  General  Merritt  marched  head  right  in  front  of  the  Indian.  That  was  ex- 
right  oO  to  stop  the  Chcyennes  before  they  got  citing  business,  I  tell  you.  They  both  jumped  up 
there.  The  scouts  met  the  Indian  skirmishers  at  and  fired  at  each  other  together.  That's  where 
the  creek,  and  got  into  a  running  fight  in  which  Cody's  sharpshooting  came  in  handy.  The  In- 
half  a  dozen  were  killed  on  both  sides.  By  this  dian  missed,  but  Cody's  bullet  went  true  to  the 
time  the  troopers  reached  the  Divide,  while  the  mark.  The  Indian  fell,  and  Cody  pounced  on 
Indians  on  the  warpath  came  over  the  bluS  on  him.  Yellow  Hand  tried  to  hit  him  with  hia 
the  other  side.  tomahawk,  but  Cody  druv  his  bowie  knife  right 

"Both  armies  faced  each  other,  and  the  fight  into  the  chief's  heart, 
between  the  skirmishers  stopped.  Then — so  the  "Before  the  Cheyennes  had  time  to  sot  up  a 
Sioux  braves  who  were  with  the  Cheyennes  tell  howl  Cody  yanked  Yellow  Hand's  war  honnet  off 
the  story — Yellow  Hand,  one  of  the  big  ch.efs  of  and  scalped  him  then  and  there.  That  was  tho 
the  Ciieyeiines,  rode  down  the  blufl  with  both  first  scalp  for  Custer,  Cody  waved  tho  war  bon- 
hands  u])  and  challeuged  Pa-he-haeka,  the  leader    net  and  the  scalp  up  in  the  air,  and  the  Chov- 

enues  swooped  down  like  a 
thousand  o'  brick. 

"Cody  would  -havo  been 
kilt  sure  if  Oeueral  Merriit 
hadn't  sent  Colonel  Mason 
down  with  a  whole  com- 
jniriy  -  ;tud  as  it  was,  they 
liaii'ly  waved  Cody  from  a 
coiijilf  of  hundred  red  devils 
tliat    wure  all   making  for 
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him.  Ko  bowing  atid  scraping 
to  the  ladies  then,  geDtlemen. 
Nothing  but  square,  bloody 
figliting.  The  ^rhole  regiment 
hud  to  charge  on  tlicm  Indians, 
and  then  it  took  a  running  Gght 
of  two  diiys  to  drive  those  Chey- 
ennes  back  to  Rod  Cloud. 

"  And  that's  why  the  Indians 
in  this  camp  look  up  so  to  the 
coloni-'l.  They  know  that  he 
not  only  can  kill  buffaloes  like 
a  bullljghter,  but  that  he's  also 
good  for  a  square  Snish  fight 
with  any  man,  wliether  he  be 
wliite,  red  or  black." 

"Tell   Its    sometliing    about 
yourself.   Nelson,"  coaxed   one 
of  the  cowboys.    The  others  murmored  or  nodded 
assent,  while  tlie  boy  drew  nearer  to  his  father's 
knee. 

"  There's  too  much  to  tell,"  objected  the  grizzly 
trapper,  but  there  were  impatient  cries  like  "Go 
ahead,  old  man, "and  "Don't  be  so  slow,"  so  that 
he  resumed,  musingly  :  "  One  of  the  closest  calls 
I  ever  hod  was  when  I  was  guiding  the  Mormons 
out  to  Utah,  back  in  the  forties.  I  used  to  ride 
ahead  with  the  young  men,  and  the  tent  wagons 
followed  about  a  mile  or  less  behind.  One  clear 
day,  when  we  had  been  jogging  along  safely 
enough  all  morning  on  the  western  plains  of 
Nebraska,  and  I  bad  fallen  back  with  the  others 
to  talk  with  the  first  driver,  I  suddenly  heard  a 
scream  from  one  of  the  women,  and  in  the  same 
moment  heaid  the  yelling  of  a  whole  gang  of 
Apaches  galloping  right  down  on  us.  I  was  SO 
surprised  that  I  just  stood  stock-still  and  watched 
the  bullets  fiy.  Those  Indians  rode  around  and 
around,  and  our  men  dropped  behind  their  ponies 
and  shot  from  under  cover.  They  shot  so  well 
that  the  Indians  galloped  off  with  their  dead  and 
wounded  men  as  suddenly  as  tliey  had  come ;  and 
there  I  still  sat  on  my  pony  among  our  dead 
horses  and  two  wounded  Mormons,  thanking  my 
stars  that  none  of  the  Indians  had  picked  me  oS 
my  horse  in  the  thick  of  the  fight. 

"You  oan  just  bet  that  learned  me  to  be  more 
careful,  and  the  next  time  there  were  Indians 
around  I  took  a  hand  in  the  fight." 

'*'  The  closest  call  I  ever  had,"  began  a  cowboy, 
"  was  in  New  Mexico,  and  it  wae  two  calls  for  one 
life. 

"I  had  been  riding  up  and  down  the  Guada- 
lupe MonntaioB,  looking  tor  some  stray  stock, 
and  at  last  I  got  into  an  old  Indian  burial  gronnd. 
I  was  about  starting  to  build  a  fire  when  a  bullet 
whistled  near  my  head.     I  had  just  time  to  jump 


on  my  pony  and  go  kiting  down  the  ravine  with 
half  a  dozen  redskins  after  me.  I  turned  and 
gave  them  a  taste  of  my  six-shooter  whenever  I 
had  a  chance,  but  for  awhile  it  was  nip  and  tuck 
whether  I'd  be  speared  through  from  behind  or 
spilt  headforemost  on  the  rocks.  If  I  had  not 
winged  the  Indian  pony  close  behind  me,  and  it 
my  pony  had  not  happened  to  be  shod,  I  could 
never  have  got  away." 

"Per  dies,  seDorea "  began   the  vaquero. 

But  the  cowboy  cut  him  short,  saying,  "  Hold  on ; 
you  haven't  heard  the  end  yet. 

"When  the  Indians  dropiied  behind  I  kept 
right  on  for  an  hour  or  so,  because  if  you  start  to 
run  you  might  as  well  put  a  safe  distance  between 
you.  I  did  not  ride  far,  though.  While  I  was 
loping  along,  my  pony  all  wet  with  sweat  and 
foam,  I  suddenly  heard  somebody  sing  out  in 
S|)anish,  and  in  the  same  minute  I  was  jerked  off 
my  pony  with  a  lasso,  and  three  or  four  of  the 
toughest-looking  Mexicans  piled  onto  me.  One 
of  them  wanted  to  kill  me  at  once,  but  the  others 
held  him  back  and  dragged  me  off  to  the  nearest 
tree.  Then  it  came  out  that  they  took  me  for  a 
horse  thief  whom  they  had  been  looking  for  over 
a  week. 

"  I  tried  to  beg  off,  and  told  them  they  would 
have  to  suffer  for  this  by  the  time  the  boys 
from  our  ranch  got  after  them ;  but  they  only 
swore  and  joked  in  Spanish,  and  then  bound  me 
hand  and  foot,  and  stood  me  ap  under  the  tree 
with  a  lasso  around  my  neck.  I  tell  you,  parda,  I 
thought  it  was  all  over  with  me. 

"  '  Let  the  Norte  Americano  say  his  last  prayer !' 
said  the  leader,  who  had  been  covering  me  with 
his  gun  all  the  while. 

"'I  won't  pray,*  said  I,  'becanae  I'm  not  a 
praying  man,  GoA  help  me  I  But  if  yon  fellers 
don't  believe  that's  my  pony  I  juat  aak  you  to 
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take  oft  hiB  eaddlo  and  bridlo 
lutd  let  him  run  loose,  and 
we'll  Bee  whether  ho  don't 
come  back  to  me.  That'll 
sliov  jou  I  ain't  u  lioi-sa 
tliicf.' 

'"Let  the  liorso  go,' said 
the  chief,  still  pointing  the 
muzzle  of  hia  gun  at  my  ejea, 

"  They  took  off  my  pinto'e 
saddle  and  bridle,  and  gave 
him  a  chp-over  the  ehanks  go 
that  ho  lit  out  like  a  jack 
rabbit. 

"  I  waited  till  he  waa  three 
or  four  rods  off,  with  the  dust 
flying  np  behind,  and  then  I 
let  out  a  whistlo  that  I  knew 
would  bring  him  up. 

"You  ought  to  have  seen 
that  pony  turn  and  come  gal- 
loping toward  me  with  his 
ears  pricked  and  his  tail  up 
in  the  air !  It  I  hadn't  been 
tied  I  could  have  hugged  him. 

"Tliebig  Mexican  lowered 
his  gun  without  a  word,  and 
you  would  have  smiled  to  see 
the  politeness  and  the  scra^t^ 
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ing  of  those  gentlomeii  as 
tJicy  uutied  me  and  gave 
mo  back  my  saddle  and 
kit. 

"  No  OS  Terdad,  seflor  1" 
exclaimed  tlie  cowboy,  aa 
he  slapped  the  vaquero 
heartily  on  tlio  back. 
"That  was  a  purty  close 
cull." 

"Horses  robbers,  thoy 
bad    meu  I"  growled   the 
mau  whose  almond-shap- 
ed eyes  had  shone  with  au 
unholy  light  during  the 
last   of   these    recitals. 
"  Bad  men,  but  much  good  ritloi  ^, 
In  Russia,  once,  the  Goidiera  o.it<-ii 
bad  horses  robbers,  hundre<l  all 
at  once.    The  gouverneur  he  a.i> 
•Not  put  in  prison,  not  send  to  'Li- 
beria, make  soldiers  from  them  ' 
Horses   robbers  have   to  put  on 
uniform  and  figlit  against  Turk. 
Fight  better  than  other  Boldiirs — 
fight   like  devils.     When  Wiir  is 
over  and  soldiers  come  homt  tlie 
Czar  hold    review  over    all     liis 
soldiers,   and    the   cavnlerie    lide 
before   him  with  all   its   horses. 
Wlien  Cossacks  come  they  fly  like 
wind,  and  the  Czarina  she  aaya. 


UEXICAN  SADDLE— COWBOY  FUN. 
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*  Who  be  those  riders  which  ride  so  wonderful  like 
wind  ?' 

**Then  the  gonvemeur  he  salutes  Czar  and 
Czarina,  and  says,  proud :  *  That  is  my  Cossack 
horses  robbers  I  That  is  best  soldier  of  all  the 
world,  which  will  ride  to  Constantinople/ 

''  When  Cossacks  hear  that  they  feel  such  pleas- 
ure they  stand  on  their  heads  on  saddle  and  shoot 
off  rifles  in  air." 

The  Spahi  officer,  who  had  been  silently  smok- 
ing one  cigarette  after  the  other,  slowly  leaned 
forward,  and  said  in  French  :  "  The  Faithful  are 
still  guarding  Stamboul,  praise  be  to  Allah  !  and 
so  long  as  an  Arab  horse  is  left  in  Araby,  and  a 
Mussulman  in  the  land  of  the  Prophet,  no  Cos- 
sack shall  behold  our  minarets  nor  hear  the  muez- 
zin's call.  The  Cossack  is  a  good  horseman,  and 
his  horses  are  fleet,  but  no  Giaour  can  outride  the 
Spahi,  for  he  rideth  with  the  wind.  The  father 
of  the  Spahi  met  the  father  of  the  Cossack  when 
the  Englishman  and  the  Frenchman  made  war 
on  the  Tartar,  and  the  father  of  the  Cossack  fled 
in  vain  before  the  wind. 

''  The  Tartar  chideth  his  horse  with  the  knout, 
but  the  Spahi's  pride  is  fed  from  the  hand  of  his 
beloved.  The  Tartar's  horse  goes  unkempt,  and 
feeds  on  the  thistles  of  the  road,  but  the  Spahi's 
war  horse  is  as  beautiful  as  the  well  in  the  desert, 
and  he  eateth  of  barley  all  he  wants. 

''  His  eye  is  like  that  of  the  gazelle,  and  his 
feet  are  like  the  wings  of  the  falcon.  Nothing 
can  tire  him.  When  the  English  horses  hunt 
with  those  of  the  Spahi  they  stumble  and  fall 
lead  after  the  second  day,  but  the  horse  of  the 
desert  is  still  nnfleck^d  with  foam.  Abd-el-Ka- 
der's  horse  could  run  sixteen  parasangs  (flfty 
miles)  from  sunriee  to  sunset,  thirty  times,  with- 
out need  of  lying  by  a  single  day. 

"When  the  Giaonrs  made  war  in  Oran  many 
years  ago  a  Oiaour  high  oflicer  wanted  to  send 
warning  to  TIemsen,  seventy  leagues  away.  The 
ground  was  rough.  A  Spahi  set  out  from  Chatean- 
neuf  at  the  rising  of  the  sun,  and  when  the  sun 
rose  again  he  had  returned  from  TIemsen. 

"  Know  ye  not,  my  friends,  that  the  horse  of  the 
desert  is  the  parent  of  the  best  horses  in  the  land 
of  the  Oiaour  ?  When  a  horse  is  cursed  by  a  bad 
mark,  or  when  his  color  does  not  find  favor  in 
the  eyes  of  his  lord,  he  is  given  to  the  English- 
man, and  the  Englishman's  heart  rejoiceth,  for 
he  knows  that  the  Spahi's  horse  is  a  courser.  All 
these  horses  here  be  the  grandchildren  of  our 
horses,  but  behold  !  Allah  has  taken  from  them  all 
save  their  strength.  The  Spahi's  horse,  praise 
be  to  Allah,  hath  lost  no  part  of  his  beauty  since 
the  days  of  the  Prophet." 

There  was  silence  around  the  camp  fire,  and  we 


saw  through  the  seams  of  the  canvas  that  the  first 
gray  light  of  morning  was  stealing  in.  The  old 
trapper's  son,  Indian  wise,  lay  face  downward  on 
the  floor,  fast  asleep.  Old  Nelson  himself  lazily 
blinked  his  eyes  when  the  keen  morning  breeze 
blew  the  smoke  down  from  the  narrow  opening 
in  the  top  of  the  tepee.  ' 

''This  here  bragging  about  the  Ayrab  horse 
makes  me  tired!"  exclaimed  AntoniaEsquival, 
the  Mexican  vaquero,  who  spoke  Spanish  like  a 
grandee  of  Castile,  and  English  like  a  Chicago 
bootblack.  ''  Your  Ayrab  horse  mebbe  all  right, 
but  you  don't  know  how  to  ride  him.  Yessur," 
he  added,  emphatically,  driving  his  spur  into  the 
warm  ashes,  ''you  needn't  blow  the  smoke  out  of 
your  nose  and  smile  so  contemptuouslike.  I  tell 
yez  them  Ayrabs  and  Booshians  don't  know  how 
to  ride.  They  stick  on  all  right,  and  they  go 
through  all  sorts  of  monkey  shines ;  but  how,  I  ax, 
kin  they  help  it,  with  such  saddles  as  that?  Why, 
they  ride  like  as  if  their  ponies  was  camels,  or  as 
if  they  was  babies  tied  onto  a  burro.  It's  all  bal* 
ance  and  stirrups  with  them,  and  when  the  horre 
rares  they  hang  on  by  the  lines.  If  it  warn't  for 
the  pummels  you'd  see  daylight  under  their  seats 
all  the  time.  I've  watched  you  Kooshians  ride, 
too  I"  he  exclaimed,  tauntingly,  tossing  a  package 
of  cigarettes  to  the  Cossack,  "  and  I've  seen  how 
you  do  it.  When  you're  pretending  to  stand  on 
the  saddle  you  have  your  feet  in  the  stirrups,  and 
when  yon  make  believe  that  yez  stand  on  your 
head  you've  got  your  shoulder  braced  agin  the 
pummel  and  your  fists  in  the  stirrups.  You  can't 
fool  me." 

"  Doth  not  the  herder  of  the  new  deserts  ride 
with  a  high  saddle  and  with  mighty  stirrups  P" 
mocked  the  Spahi,  pointing  to  a  heavy  Texas 
saddle  that  encumbered  one  of  our  host's  couches* 

" That's  all  right," rejoined  the  vaquero ;  "but 
some  of  us  can  do  without  them  traps  just  like 
the  Indian,  who  can  ride  a  pony  better  than  any 
man  living,  barring  a  Mexican. 

"  Bless  your  souls,  pards,  it's  easy  to  run  your 
horse  and  plunk  a  couple  of  bullets  into  a  tele- 
graph pole  with  a  gun  that  don't  weigh  no  more 
than  a  tomahawk ;  but  with  a  bow  and  ar^ow  a 
snre  aim  on  horseback  is  quite  another  trick. 
Yet  the  way  some  of  these  redskins  shoot  is  a 
caution.  In  the  same  way  it's  an  easy  matter  to 
drop  down  from  a  saddle  and  pick  up  a  hat  or  a 
whip  when  you  can  stick  a  spur  in  the  saddle 
flap,  and  just  trust  to  that  for  getting  back 
again  ;  but  the  way  a  naked  Sioux  will  fling  him- 
self from  his  pony  and  yet  manage  to  hang  on 
somehow  just  floors  me." 

"  The  Yankee  Mexican  he  boast  skill  of  others," 
remarked  the  Cossack,  with  a  sarcasm  that  was 
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scathing.     "When  the  Cossack  boasts  skill  with  bars  in  front,  and  well  have  Bome  fan  in  the 

horse  he  boaats  by  doings  of  himself."  arena." 

Antonio's  dark  face  flushed  a  ricli  red.  Nobodj  moved,  and  we  all  exchanged  glances, 

"I'll  show  you  what  I'll  do,"  he  declared,  ria-  wondering  whether  Antonio  was  in  earnest  or 

ing  to  his  feet,  "  and  if  yon  kin  do  it  yerself  not. 

yon're  as  good  a  rider  as  I  am.     Afy  knees  are  "I  reckon  we  had  better  tarn  in  and  go  to 

atill  ^e  from   the   time   the  colt  di-agged  me  sleep,"  remarked   the  old   trapper;  "and  yon, 

turoand  the  yard,  and  my  hands  are  still  burnt  Tonio,  had  better  quit  this  fooling,  or  everyone 

from  the  rope ;   but  if  you  gentlemen  help  me  will  think  yon  crazy  drunk." 


i  COBSACK  REVrCW. 


Ill  go  right  among  the  buffalo  herd  and  straddle 
the  wildest  of  the  lot.  If  you  don't  want  to  help 
me  111  try  my  luck  single-handed,"  he  remarked, 
defiantly,  as  he  stooped  to  stop  out  of  the  tepee. 

One  by  one  we  all  followed,  and  emerged  into 
the  garish  light  of  early  morning.  Ko thing 
stirred  in  the  camp,  and  the  buffaloes  in  the  in- 
cloBure  were  quietly  mnnching  their  cud. 

"  One  of  yon  fellows  tease  the  old  bull  into  the 
little  corral,  then  we'll  shut  the  gate  behind  him, 
and  I'll  drop  on  his  back.    Then  yon  pull  out  the 


"Per  dios,  let  'em  tliink  it !"  angrily  shouted 
the  vnqtiero  as  he  cleared  the  fence.  "  I'm  going 
to  straddle  that  bull  or  die  I"  With  that  he  threw 
a  clod  at  the  buffalo,  who  was  already  pawing  the 
ground  with  tail  erect.  "Viva  la  corrida  de 
toro  t"  shouted  the  vaquero,  and  then  ran  for  his 
life,  for  the  bull,  with  a  bellow  of  fury,  was 
charging  madly  after  him. 

All  was  done  so  quickly  that  we  scarcely  had 
time  to  ace  the  vaquero  fling  himself  over  the 
fence,  into  which  the  frenzied  bull  crashed  amid  a 
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cloud  of  dtist,  Somcbotly  !j.-id  llio  prcsenco  of 
mind  to  sliut  tlio  strong  gate  wliiuli  closed  llio 
narrow  way  out  of  tlio  corral,  and  tlio  btilfalo  was 
penned  in. 

"  Now  draw  the  bars  ao  Uiat  lie  can  get  out," 
slionted  Estjnival,  "or  else  he'll  scrongc  my  soro 
knees  Against  this  hero  fence."  And  with  lliat  ho 
climbed  on  the  fence  and  dropped  astride  of  tlio 
bnll,  clinging  to  his  thick  wool  for  dear  life.  TI:o 
bars  were  drawn  ont,and  the  bull  ditslied  straight 
into  the  empty  arena,  bellowing  and  snorting  like 
a  demon. 

Wo  all  crowded  into  the  entrance  to  the  arena, 
espeettng  the  Mexican  to  bo  thrown  and  gored 
any  minute.  Some  of  us  drew  our  revolvers  to 
shoot  the  hcost  if  necessary, while  another  vaquero, 
who  had  been  awakened  by  the  noise,  ran  to  fetch 
his  horse.  In  tlio  meanwhile  the  infuriated  bison 
was  rearing  niid  charging  hither  and  tiiither,  now 
trying  to  buck  the  desperate  man  off,  now  trying 
to  gore  one  of  his  legs  by  u  side  thrust  with  Iits 
liorna.  It  seemed  but  a  question  of  time  when 
the  Mexican,  who  -was  once  or  twice  nearly  un- 
seated, would  dually  bo  flung  over  the  buffalo's 


bushy  head  and  fall  a  prey  to  his  fury.  When 
the  other  raqucro  rode  into  the  arena  the  hull  at 
ouco  charged  him.  The  raqucro  turned  hispony'd 
head  and  ma<le  straight  for  the  general  door  at 
which  we  were  stationed.  When  the  fleeing  rider 
and  the  buffalo  with  the  dcs]>erate  man  on  his  back 
were  nearly  upon  ns  Antonio  suddenly  slipped  to 
the  ground  and  ran  for  tiic  high  fence  encircling 
the  arena  just  as  the  mounted  Mexican  dashed 
through  the  opening.  The  heavy  (koon  of  tho  gato 
were  swung  to  almost  stimultaneonsly.  Tho  bull 
stopped  short,  na  though  wavering  between  the 
gato  and  tho  man,  and  tiicu  quickly  wheeled  and 
rushed  after  Antonio  with  Ore  in  his  eye.  With 
the  hclii  of  half  n  dozen  strong  arma  tho  Mexican 
was  hoisted  over  the  fence  and  into  safety  beforo 
the  fierce  animal  could  reach  him. 

"  Now  are  you  aatisfied  ?"  asked  the  panting 
rnqiiero,  as  the  Cossack  strode  up  to  wliere  ho 
was  resting. 

"You  are  brave  man,"  said  the  Russian,  sim- 
ply. "  On  our  steppes  you  would  been  a  big  het- 
man.  Come  into  tent  with  me  and  drink  my 
vodka.     Yon  arc  my  friend." 


BPAHia  AND   ARABS   OV   MOROCCO. 


A    COWARD'S    PART. 


B*  Judith 

" '  It  was  roaoB,  roses,  iJl  the  wny/  "  she  quoted, 
laughing  lightly,  ns  they  passed  together  down 
the  garden  path. 

Her  handsome  escort,  bending  over  her,  thought 
the  roses  in  her  fair  young  cheeks  more  beautiful 
than  the  frugrant  clusters  that  noddod  to  them  in 
the  evening  breeze  from  the  trellises  on  either 
side  of  the  va.\k. 

"  I  want  just  Olio,"  she  said ;  "but  it  must  be 
the  most  perfect  of  them  all.  And  there  it  is — 
that  very  highest  one;  and  I  cannot  reach  it  I 
Why  id  it  that  everything  a  woman  wants  is  al- 
ways a  little  way  beyond  her  reach " 

.Saisiug  himself  to  his  full  height,  and  towering 
far  above  her  dainty  feminine  form,  Douglas 
Vol.  XXlTin.,  No.  1—3. 


Campbell  picked- the  rose  she  coveted,  and  smiled 
to  see  the  little  flush  with  which  she  took  it. 

'■ — And  always  has  the  cruelest  bidden  thorn 
when  she  finally  gets  it !''  she  added,  laughing,  as 
she  raised  a  dimpled  finger  to  her  lips.  "Ah,  yon 
men  have  the  advantage  over  us  in  your  length 
of  arm,  as  in  all  else,"  the  young  girl  went  on, 
gayly.  "Nothing  you  really  want  seems  ever  be- 
yond your  reach  ;  and  as  for  roses" —  as  he  dis- 
carded the  one  he  had  idly  plucked  a  little  while 
before  for  a  fresher,  lialf-hlowu  bud — "as  for 
rosea,  you  pick  a  dozen  before  yon  find  one  worthy 
of  your  coat ;  while  we  treasure  the  one  wa  have 
chosen  first,  and  find  sweetness  even  among  its 
withered  leaves !" 
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He  had  tnrned,  and  was  Bmiliag  down  apon 
her.  He  thoaght  that  he  nuderstood  her  veiled 
reproach)  and  the  witchery  of  the  time  and  place 
was  strong  upon  him. 

''Agnes/' he  said^  tenderly,  ''will  yon  believe 
me  when  I  say  I  have  never  been  nnfaithfnl  to 
my  earliest  love  ?  I  may  choose  many  roses,  bat 
only  one  beantifal  girl  to  love  through  all  my 
life  ;  and,  Agnes,  that  one  is  you.  Surely  you  must 
have  guessed  that  long  ago  ?  Confess  now  that 
you  have  learned  to  love  ni&  in  return — that  yon 
are  content  to  be  my  very  own  T' 

The  moon  had  risen,  and  the  garden  was  flooded 
with  its  silvery  light.  He  could  see  the  sudden 
happiness  which  flashed  over  her  fair  young  face. 

"You  love  me  f  she  murmured.  "Oh,  but 
are  you  sure  ?  I  tboifght  you  were  only  playing 
with  me — that  yon  oared  for  some  one  else.'' 

"And  were  you  jealous,  my  own  V*  he  said,  as 
he  drew  her  to  him  and  looked  down  tenderly 
into  her  happy  eyes.  "  Know,  then,  my  little 
doubter,  that  though  Douglas  Campbell  has  flirted 
with  many  girls,  he  loves  only  Agnes  Haven  !'' 

He  bent  and  kissed  her  with  a  lover's  passion ; 
and,  like  an  awakening  child,  she  passed  her 
pretty  hands  across  her  eyes. 

"Am  I  not  dreaming T'sfae  said.  "Oh,  I  am 
so  happy  I  Can  it  be  true  ?  Douglas,  I  have 
loved  you — ^always ;  and,'' with  a  little  laugh,  "  I 
have  been  so  madly,  unreasoitahly  jealous  of  that 
beautiful  Ida  Sands  I  You  don't  know  how  I 
have  suffered — I  wonder  if  I  ought  to  let  you 
know  ?  I  am  so  happy,  I  really  don't  know  what 
I  am  saying !  Ob,  but  you  mustn't,  Douglas  I 
There — oh,  not  another  one — ^antil — until  you 
have  seen  papa !" 

"  And  just  the  one  night  of  all  the  year  when 
I  want  to  see  'papa'  he  hasn't  come  up  from 
town !" 

"  Dear  papa,"  said  Agnes,  softly,  "  he  has  al* 
ways  been  fond  of  you,  Douglas ;  and  how  glad 
he  will  be  to  have  his  little  girl  so  happy  !  I  wish 
he  had  come  home.  Oh,  I  hate  those  telegrams ! 
They  always  mean  that  some  pet  plan  of  mine 
must  stand  aside  for  some  stupid  business  meet- 
ing. Why,  to-night  we  were  to  have  had  a  cozy 
little  dinner  at  half-past  five,  and  then  I  was  go- 
ing to  take  him  for  a  drive  in  my  new  phaeton  ; 
and  we  were  to  see  the  full  moon  rise,  from  Prim- 
rose Hill " 

"  And  in  that  case,  when  I  arrived,  at  eight- 
fifteen,  Miss  Haven  would  not  have  been  at  home, 
and  I  should  still  be  in  doubt  as  to  the  feelings 
of  my  'queen  rose  of  the  rosebud  garden  of  girls.' 
So  I,  on  the  contrary,  bless  that  telegram  and 
the  '  stupid  business '  which  detained  '  papa '  in 
town  r 


They  laughed  with  the  selfish  happiness  of 
bvers,  and  the  minutes  sped  swiftly,  until  Gamp- 
bell  found  with  surprise  that  he  had  barely  time 
to  catch  the  townward  train. 

'^I  will  see  'papa'  thfe  first  thing  in  the  room- 
ing," were  his  last  words  as  they  parted ;  "  and 
then,  my  sweet  Agnes,  with  his  consent  yon  will 
be  irrevocably  mine  I  And  moreover,  I  warn  you, 
if  'papa'  asks  me,  I  shall  come  out  with  him  to 
dinner." 

/'Yes,  Douglas,  you  must  see  papa  the  very 
ftni  thing  of  all !  I  have  been  terribly  indiscreet, 
I  fear,"  with  a  bewitching  smile ;  "  but  I  take 
back  everything  I've  said.  Remember,  I  am  not 
yours  yet ;  and  you  are  not  even  to  know  that  I 
care  for  yon  until  papa  has  given  his  consent !" 
m  m  m       .      m  «  « 

It  was  later  than  usual  the  following  morn- 
ing when  Douglas  Campbell  arose,  and  havi«ig 
dressed  himself  with  leisurely  core,  he  went  to  his 
favorite  ea/e  for  breakfast.  His  mind  was  full 
of  self-oongratulation  as  he  thought  of  pretty 
Agnes  and  her  unconditional  surrender.  She  was 
less  brilliant,  less  dashing,  perhaps,  than  that  im- 
perious beauty  Ida  Sands,  who  had  fascinated 
him  for  a  brief  season,  and  of  whom,  it  seemed, 
poor  Agnes  had  been  really  jealous.  But  he  felt 
that  he  had  chosen  wisely,  for  Agnes  was  a  sweet 
and  winning  little  girl,  and  evidently  adored 
him  ;  while,  if  her  father  had  not  quite  the  wealth 
of  the  multimillionaire  John  Sands,  he  had  but 
this  one  child  whom  he  idolized,  and  who  must, 
sooner  or  later,  inherit  his  entire  fortune. 

In  spite  of  his  assurance  to  Agnes  that  he 
should  see  her  father  the  first  thing  in  the  morn- 
ing, it  was  not  his  intention  to  seek  him  out  un- 
til the  hour  for  luncheon,  and  then,  over  a  bottle 
of  champagne,  he  would  ask  Haven  for  his  daugh- 
ter's hand ;  and  he  knew  there  was  every  chance 
of  a  favorable  reply.  Mr.  Haven  had  always  been 
flatteringly  friendly  to  the  younger  man,  and 
Douglas  Campbell,  young,  handsome  and  with  a 
comfortable  little  fortune  of  his  own,  was  fully 
conscious  of  being  a  desirable  partu 

He  gave  his  breakfast  order  calmly,  and  un- 
folded the  newspaper  with  which  he  always  filled 
in  the  waiting  interval.  Suddenly  he  started. 
He  could  not  believe  his  eyes,  and  as  he  read  his 
breath  came  thick  and  fast : 

"Goodwin  Haven  a  Defaulter.— $490,000  of  the  Trust 
Funds  Gone. — Said  to  have  Absconded. ;~De tec tiven  Al- 
ready  on  his  Track." 

He  scanned  the  columns  rapidly,  sefiit  out  for 
other  papers  and  read  on,  leaving  his  breakfast 
to  grow  cold  untasted.  An  acquaintance  stopped 
at  his  elbow  for  a  moment  and  spoke  of  **old 
Haven's  rascality"  in  scathing  terms.  * 
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''  Bad  thing  for  hiB  daughter/'  the  man  said  in 
oonclusion.  *'  The  old  fellow  onght  to  have  kept 
things  covered  until  he  got  her  off  liis  hands. 
This  will  seriously  affect  her  market  value '^ 

"There's  nothing  against  her — she's  a  nice 
girl !"  Campbell  broke  in»  hotly. 

"Oh^  I've  no  donbt  of  that!"  returned  the 
other.  "  I  don't  say  one  word  against  her.  Only, 
it'll  be  a  brave  man  who  will  walk  up  and  marry 
her  now,  in  the  face  of  these  astounding  revela- 
tions." 

With  that  he  passed  on,  and  left  Campbell  to 
follow  out  his  hideous  train  of  thought.  And  the 
longer  he  dwelt  upon  it  the  more  impossible  it 
seemed  for  him  openly  to  stand  forth  as  the 
champion  of  one  whose  name  was  so  dishonored. 
Campbell  was  a  brave^  man  physically,  but  he 
shrank  with  a  coward's  fear  from  the  thought  of 
Unding  himself  to  the  daughter  of  a  rogue,  how- 
ever innocent  the  girl  herself  might  be.  And  it 
was  only  last  night  that  he  had  asked  her  to  be 
his  wife !  If  he  had  only  waited  ! — if  one  of  those 
thousand  little  obstacles  which  change  the  current 
of  a  man's  whole  life-  had  prevented  those  words 
which  fell,  unpremeditated,  from  his  lips ! 

The  moonlight,  the  fragrance  of  the  roses,  her 
girlish  beauty,  her  reproach — all  had  united  to 
lead  him  on,  and  at  the  moment  he  had  be- 
lieved himself  sincere;  but  now  he  clearly  saw 
that  he  had  given  way  to  the  witch^y  of  the 
hour,  and  he  felt  that  he  would  gladly  give  ten 
years  of  his  life  to  be  free  from  that  irksome 
bond. 

Free  I  The  parting  words  ol  Agnea  suddenly 
oame  back  to  him.  ^'  Remember,  I  am  not  yours 
yet/'  she  had  said  ;  ''  and  yon  are  not  even  to 
know  that  I  care  fbr  you  until  papa  has  given  his 
consent !" 

Tliat  consent  conld  neither  be  asked  nor  given 
BOW,  and  Agnea  would  be  the  first  ta  see  things 
in  their  true  and  proper  light*  Why,  he  had  been 
a  fool  not  to  think  of  that  before !  He  was  sorry 
for  her;  she  was  an  awfully  nice  girl,  and  so 
pretty,  especially  in  the  moonlight!  He  won- 
dered if  there  was  not  something  he  could  do  for 
her.  He  would  write — but  no ;  a  letter  from  him 
nnder  the  circumstances  would  be  very  embar- 
rassing. He  would  wait,  and  she  would  write  to 
him,  of  course.  He  would  receive  a  brief  note 
during  the  day,  most  probably,  in  which  she 
would  formally  free  herself  from  the  slight  un- 
derstanding, and  then  he  would  reply  with  a 
friendly^  regretful  letter,  and  the  affair  would  be 
ended  without  anyone's  ever  knowing  of  the  nar- 
rowness of  his  escape. 

But  the  day  passed,  and  no  letter  from  Agnes 
came  ;  yet  still  he  waited. 


The  weeks  went-  by,  and  Goodwin  Haven  was 

tracked  down,  arrested  and  put  in  prison*  After 
numerous  delays  the  trial  came  on,  and  on  the 
day  that  Haven  was  found  guilty  and  sentenced 
to  many  long  years  of  imprisonment — IHie  full 
penalty  of  the  law — the  engagement  of  Ida  Sands 
to  Douglas  Campbell  was  announced,  and  made 
an  almost  equal  stir  in  the  sdtdal  worlds  • 

The  marriage  took  place  almost  immediately  ; 
and  after  a  brilliant  reception  the  newly  wedded 
couple  went  abroad  to  spend  the  regulation  hou^ 
eymoon. 

It  was  a  strange  and  stormy  honeymoon,  though 
the  skies  above  wem  mb&ar^  Who  shall  say  what 
Campbell's  thoughts  were  when  he  discovered 
that  his  handsome  bride  was  more  than  indiffer- 
ent to  him,  and  that  she  had  married  him  out  of 
pique,  and  to  punish  the  man  she  loved,  with 
whom  she  had  jealously  quarreled  ? 

Perhaps  he  realized  then  that  he  was  reaping 
something  of  what  he  had  sown,  and  he  was  very 
indulgent  to  his  cold,  capricious  wife.  But  their 
return  was  put  off  from  montli  to  month.  Per- 
haps Campbell  did  not  care  for  their  sharp-eyed 
friends  to  discover  how  inharmonious  their  mar^ 
riage  was. 

In  Florence,  the  following  winter,  their  little 
son  was  born.  If  CampbeH  had  hoped  that  his 
young  wife's  interests  and  affections  would  centre 
with  his  own  upon  this  child  he  was  again 
doomed  to  disappointment.  She  was  impatient 
of  the  bondage  put  upon  her,  and  though  she 
sonHetimes  lavished  fondness  upon  it  in  a  passion- 
ate, fitful  way,  yet,  as  the  time  went  on,  she 
seemed  to  harden  herself  against  it  more  and 
more. 

The  boy  was  nearly  three  years  old  when  his 
beautiful,  unhappy  mother  gave  up  the  struggle 
tod  threw  name  and  fame,  honor  and  duty  to 
the  winds,  deserting  her  husband  and  child  for 
the  man  whose  early  fascination  over  her  had 
never  abated. 

And  the  man  who  had  played  a  coward's  part 
to  escape  tlie  shame  of  a  connection  with  one 
whose  name  had  been  disgraced  had  this  deepest 
disgrace  of  all  now  openly  thrust  upon  him  by 
the  woman  who  should  have  kept  herself  above 
reproach — for  the  sake  of  her  little  child. 

The  boy  was  a  comfort  to  him,  though,  and  as 
the  years  went  on  the  child  became  his  father's  in- 
separable companion ;  and  at  times  Campbell 
could  almost  think  with  pity  of  the  woman  who 
had  willfully  thrown  away  the  treasure  of  such 
affection. 

But  at  last  there  came  a  night  of  agony  when 
the  boy  lay  stricken  with  a  sudden  mortal  disease, 
and  at  dawn,  as  Campbell  sat  beside  the  deathbed 
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of  bis  son,  the  bitterness  of  kis  sorrow  seemed 

more  than  he  con  Id  bear. 

«  «      .     «  «  •  * 

Ten  jears  had  elapsed  since  the  hour  when 
Campbell  had  felt  himself  willing  to  give  ten 
years  of  his  life  to  escape  the  fancied  disgrace  of 
marrying  the  innocent  girl  whose  father  had 
proved  a  felon,  when  at  last  he  set  foot  again  on 
his  native  shore. 

In  those  ten  years  he  had  suffered  deeply.  He 
had  drained  the  cup  of  private  sorrow  and  pub- 
lic ignominy  to  the  dregs.  He  had  reaped  a  brtr* 
ter  harvest  from  the  seeds  of  selfish  cowardice 
and  pitiful  false  pride.  And  now  his  thoughts 
were  turning  irresistibly  to  the  woman  he  had 
so  wronged.  Her  face  had  haunted  him  through 
all  those  years,  and  now  that  he  was  free  from 
every  earthly  tie — for  the  courts  had  given  him  a 
divorce  from  his  faithless  wife  long  years  before — 
his  one  desire  was  to  seek  her  out  if  she  were 
living,  and  make  full  reparation — if  he  could  ! 

All  that  ho  could  learn  of  Agnes  Haven,  in  his 
guarded  inquiries,  was  that  she  was  still  unmar- 
;ried,  and  was  leading  a  life  of  entire  seclusion  in 
the  country  home  where  he  had  seen  her  last. 
The  place  was  her  own,  it  seemed,  part  of  her  in- 
heritance from  her  mother,  who  had  been  a 
woman  of  wealth.  Her  father  was  still  in  prison, 
serving  out  his  term. 

It  was  not  long  before  Campbell  was  on  his  uray 
to  her,  and  as  he  left  the  train  and  turned  down 
the  familiar  road  he  felt  the  old  emotions  stir- 
ring strongly  within  hin),  strangely  mingled  now 
with  shame,  sorrow  and  regret. 

It  was  a  night  in  June,  just  such  a  night  as 
that  on  which  he  had  seen  her  last.  As  be  en- 
tered the  gJEtte  he  involuntarily  took  the  path  to 
the  rose  garden — sure  that  he  would  find  her 
there.  And  there  upon  a  rustic  bench  she  was 
sitting,  the  moonlight  full  upon  her;  and  she 
looked  as  fair  aiid  sweet  and  lovable  as  ho  re- 
membered her  ten  years  before.  In  her  hands 
she  held  a  single  rose,  and  on  her  face  there  was 
n  far-away,  wistful  look  that  smote  him  with  a 
keener  sorrow.  Was  she,  too,  thinking  of  that 
night  so  long  ago — thinking,  perhaps,  of  him  ? 

*' Agnes  r 

She  cast  a  swift  look  around  her,  and  seeing 
his  tall  figure,  she  rose  hastily. 

''Agnes,''  he  said,  coming  nearer,  ''do  not  go.. 
It  is  I — Douglas.  I  have  come  back  to  you  at 
last !" 

"At  last  V*  she  said,  and  placing  her  hands  in 
his  extended  palms,  she  looked  up  doubtfully  into 
his  dark,  bearded  face. 


He  bent  and  kissed  the  small  white  hands,  and 
then,  as  she  sat  down  upon  the  rustic  seat,  he 
knelt  before  her. 

"Agnes,  I  have  suffered  as  deeply  as  I  have 
sinned,''  he  said,  with  deep  emotion.  "I  played 
a  coward's  part  ten  years  ago,  and  the  punish- 
ment has  been  as  severe  as  you  could  wish,  even 
if  you  despised- Btes" 

"  You  despisewl' Bii»'P  she  softly  said. 

"No,  Agnes,  uoV  I  loved  you.  But  I  was  a 
despicable  coward  !  In  looking  back  now  I  can 
see  that  I  always  loved  you." 

"I  always  loved  you!*'  she  echoed,  with  a 
dreamy  smile. 

"And  you  forgive  me  ?"  he  pleaded,  eagerly. 
"Agnes,  tell  me  that.  I  sinned  against  yon 
deeply,  but  by  all  that  I  have  suffered  I  have  ex- 
piated my  fault.  I  have  come  back  now  to  ask 
your  pity,  your  forgiveness  and  your  love.  Sweet 
angel  of  mercy,  tell  me  that  you  forgive  me  !" 

She  had  risen^  and  stood,  pale  and  beautiful 
in  the  moonlight,  looking  down  upon  him. 

"  Forgive  you  !"  she  said,  in  a  slow,  strange 
tone  of  wonder.  "What  have  I  to  forgive?  I 
have  forgotten " 

There  was  a  rustling  among  the  bushes,  and  a 
white-capped  figure  appeared  in  the  shadowy 
background.  Agnes  turned  at  the  approaching 
footfalls,  and  with  a  ringing  peal  of  laughter  that 
smote  discordantly  upon  him  she  glided  away  and 
vanished  down  the  garden  path. 

He  did  not  follow" her.  He^  stood  *  looking 
dumbly  after  her,  with  a  new  cold  horror  clutch- 
ing at  his  heart.  The  white-capped  woman  ap- 
proached and  eyed  him  curiously. 

"I  am — an  old  friend,"  he  stammered.  *«  I 
have  been  away — for  years.  What  docs  it  mean  ? 
Tell  me,  I  beg  you— all  !" 

'^  Poor  thing  !"  the  woman  Siiid.  "  There  is 
but  little  to  tell.  She  has  been  this  way  so  long 
now  that  the  doctors  have  given  up  all  hope." 

"  But — the  cause  of  it  ?"  gasped  Campbell, 
clutching  now  as  a  drowning  man  at  the  slightest 
straw  of  hope.     "  Was  it — her  father  ?" 

"  No,"  the  nurse  replied  ;  "  it  was  not  that, 
although  it  must  have  been  a  terrible  blow  to  her. 
The  physicians  all  agree  that  she  must  have  had 
a  lover,  and  that  he  deserted  her  in  that  hour  of 
need."  A  groan  broke  from  him,  but  the  woman 
went  on,  not  heeding,  perhaps  not  hearing  it : 
"However  that  may  be,  she  steals  away  alone  to 
the  rose  garden  every  night  at  about  this  hour, 
as  if  she  were  still  expecting  that  he  might  come. 
But  even  if  he  came  it  is  too  late — she  would 
not  know  him  now." 
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SALMON   FISHING   IN   CANADA. 

Bv  Lbe  J.  Vance. 

The  Eeoson  for  casting  flies  for  lalmon  opens  and  hunting  privileges  in  Canada  are  near);  all 
in  the  month  of  June,  when  the  noble  fish  leave  taken  up  by  clubs  and  private  pi^servea,  bo  that 
the  saltf  iraters  of  the  eea  and  come  into  the  one  cannot  cost  a  fly  or  shoot  game  without  run- 
Canadian  rivers  to  spawn.  Kow  it  is  Uo  for  ning  the  risk  of  being  arrested  and  fined.  Both' 
the  salmon  1  the  king  of  American  waters  ;  for  it  the  Dominion  Government  and  the  fishing  clubs^ 
is  generally  conceded  that  the  salmon,  in  strength 
and  conrage,  cunning,  fighting  and  brains,  easily 
leads  all  other  game  fish  that  are  taken  with  rod 
and  line. 

Tliia  is  the  reason  why  genuine  fishermen,  who 
admire  game  qualities,  prefer  killing  salmon  to 
any  other  fish  in  our  waters.  The  different  kinds 
of  fisliing  have  their  devoted  followers,  bitt 
salmon  fishing,  so  we  are  told  by  those  who  ought 
to  know,  "spoils  one  for  everything  else."  Quite 
true  :  just  as  tiger  hunting  may  he  said  to  spoil 
one  for  rabbit  hunting.  In  most  cases  the  fislier- 
man  who  has  killed  a  thirty-pound  salmon  in  an 
hour's  fight  is  ever  afterward  apt  to  find  bliick 
bass  or  trout  fishing  very  tame,  flat  and  unprofit- 
able. 

If  yon  want  all  the  fun  and  joy  and  excitement 
of  killing  salmon  you  must  go  to  the  rivers  of 
Canada.  Time  was  when  salmon  were  caught  as 
far  south  as  the  Hudson  River,  and  some  are 
taken  every  season  from  the  Connecticut.  TJie 
most  southern  point  where  they  are  found  iti  any 
number  is  in  the  Kennebec,  Maine. 

Even  if  you  go  to  Canada  there  is  little  likeli- 
hood that  you  will  ho  allowed  to  fish  for  Ealmcn 
in  the  various  rivers  and  streams.  Why  ?  Sim- 
ply because  the  waters  are  preserved.  It  is  not 
generally  known,  but  it  is  tme  that  the  best  fishing 
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employ  game  wardens  whose  duty  it  is  to  see  that 
the  rigbta  of  owners  are  protected. 

In  truth,  salmon  fishing  in  this  country,  as  in 
all  parts  of  Europe,  is  a  luxury  so  expensiro  ibst 
the  humble  disciple  of  old  Izaak  Walton  Imbho 
chance  to  indulge  in  his  beloved  sport.  Anything 
like  an  extensive  privilege  to  fish  in  the  salmon 
streams  is  now  worth  anywhere  from  tl,000  to 
t5,000.  The  extent  of  the  sport  can  bo  inferred 
from  the  fact  that  a  million  of  dollars  is  invested 
in  fishing  facilities  along  the  rivers,  streams  and 
lakes  of  Canada.  The  most  extensive  privileges 
are  owned  by  clubs,  while  lesser  ones  are  held  by 
wealthy  individuals. 

Some  of  the  larger  clubs  have  a  national  rep- 
utation by  virtue  of  having  eutertaiaed  Presi- 
dents of  the  United  States,  Peers  of  Great  Srit- 
sin,  Senators,  Congressmen,  Judges,  OovBmora  of 
Staties  and  Mnyors  of  cities.  Along  such  well- 
known  salmon  rivers  as  the  Kestigouche,  the 
Kiramichi,  the  Sagueuaynnd  the  Ste.  Marguerite 
are  dozens  of  fishing  privileges,  some  of  them 
owned  by  rich  sportsmen  of  New  York,  Boston 
and  Philadelphia,  and  all  of  them  of  great  finan- 
cial value. 

.  Tboee  who  own  lands  along  salmon  streams 
hold  their  properties  at  what  seem  extravagant 
figures.  Every  season  these  fishing  privileges  are 
offered  for  sale  or  rent,  and  the  following  adver- 


tisement taken  from  a  sporting  journal  this 
spring  will  give  the  reader  some  idea  of  the  value 
pUoed  on  tfatm: 

"To*  Bai*.— aslnon  fishing  on  the . Butigonche  ;  a 
flKking  lodgO'for  foiirrodii;  meoouaaodttioat-toi'miper- 
sm ;  frov  Jul;  til)  (o  Septanber  Ift.  Frioe  for  the 
MMn,  <1,0D0.    ■AMKMt.A.-B.  (tiiu  office)." 

Like  the  dnck-shooting  clubs  on  the  Chesa- 
peake, these  salmon  clubs  are  "exclusive"  in 
every  sense  of  the  word.  More  than  one  fishing 
club  might  be  truly  called  a  "  millionaires'  clnb"; 
for  enrolled  on  the  list  of  members  are  men  whose 
worldly  possessions  are  denoted  by  six  figures. 

Those  who  belong  to  the  salmon  clubs  usually 
have  to  bny  at  least  one  ehare  of  stock,  which,  in 
the  case  of  the  Bestigouche  Salmon  Clnb,  will 
cost  some  five  or  six  thoasand  dollars.  There 
are,  perhaps,  forty  fishing  clubs  in  Canada,  com- 
posed wholly  or  in  part  of  Americans,  and  some 
mention  of  these  clubs  may  here  be  made. 

We  begin  with  the  Bestigouche  Salmon  Club. 
It  is  the  most  notable  fishing  club  in  the  Domin- 
ion of  Canada.  It  has  forty-one  members,  aud 
niost  of  them  are  Americans.  Among  the  mem- 
bars  are  William  K.  Vunderbilt,  Robert  Goelet. 
John  S.  Kennedy,  Dr.  S.  Weir  Mitchell,  Eev. 
W.  S.  Bainaford,  N.  K.  Fairbank,  Frederick  L. 
Ames,    Francis    L.  Higginson,    H.  B.  HoUina, 
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Pliilip  3chu^,  a.  G.  Dam,  Hebcr  R.  Bishop, 
William  P.  CI^  John  L.  Cadwal&der,  J.  Hut 
Welch,  and  Arthnr  D.  Weekes,  a»cr«tary  of  the 
club. 

The  Restigrada  Salmn  Ckb  «*«•  ia— dm 
tracts  of  woodad  Uttdi  al«ig  the  »an  liw  sad 
its  tribatariee,  and  vhat  k  not  •roed  it  hal& 
under  lease  from  indiTidvala  and  the  ItaauBiaR 
GoTernment.  Thaa,  ihm  fidung  prinlagai «( tlw 
KeBtigouche  Clnb  extsnd  fram  tba  Vitiprrfiia 
along  the  main  riTer  to  the  Patapedia,  a  distance 
of  fifty  siiles.  ISajmntm.  ezn^acinb  laiiiatw 
or  iniit^d  gneat  ia  a&o««d  t*  OMt  a  Ij  is  ikaa 
stretch  fif  watw.  Year  fay  -jms  Aa  dab  is  is- 
creoaingr  its  hoIdncL  TluK.,.apriB(  a  tract  «f 
land,  near  whflrt  tka  Palayi^B  joiaa  the  Barta- 
goucbe,  :waa  pnTrhaawd  at  aaffMi  •(  tttiMO. 

In  orjder  to  pratoot  ita  wail  itaetod  aahnca 
pools,  the  nsitji— chi  H^waa  Oab  aniataiaa 
twelve  gnn*  variMB  at  a  Tsuly  axpeaa  <f 
tS.OOO.  '  These  men  patrol  the  river  da;  and 
night  daring  the  fishing  season^     Each  wardea 


has  a  oertain  sectiin  of  territorf  to  gnard.  He  >s 
armed  with  a  Wincdteaiiar  and  a  Colt's  revolver, 
and  is  ready  to  dabad  himself  if  the  poachers 
show  Sght.  Th«  Tai'dcaa  Kre  io  camps  along  the 
idvar,  ud  thrsogii  tbav  vijplance  the  poaching 
•(  Ite  BBtawes  and  the  laJiatic  has  been  broken 

It  is  fli^withiB  the  paatfear  or  five  years  that 
^Aaaf  yn<(3eg«  in  Canadiaa  waters  have  been 
Aeinitdj  settled.  In  yean  goioa  by  the  govern- 
ntaiA  (AaimtA  As  «xrinrive  right  to  sell  or  lease 
iafang  fcrrilagea  aa  aiQ  DoniitioQ  waters.  On 
U»  atkia  hxoA,  tha  pe^de  wvining  along  the 
nvora  aafl  atr— s  iasiBted  «m  their  right  to  Gsh 
IB  front  at  their  pnpntty.  Tbe  ^nestion  did  not 
bmjuaiii  ft larjr  JMiptrtaaxt  asae  antil  fishing  privi- 
i^ea  nana  ^Aad  at  tboosanda  of  dollars.  Then 
ntdrpfada  ^>1  nftaba  Idmt  pud  lor  exclusive 
figbn,  wUA  A^  -£4  ■#  fBtt  wanted  some  pro- 
teotmi.  .^- 

The  dispute  finally  narrowed  down  to  a  con- 
teet  between  the  government  and  the  owners  of 
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property  niong  the  river,  A  prominent  New  York 
aportsman  made  a  test  case  by  being  arrested 
wliile  fishiDg  in  waters  he  had  leased.  The  mat- 
ter was  carried  into  the  courts,  where  it  was  de- 
cided in  favor  of  the  riparian  rights  of  the  owner ; 
that  is  to  ssy,  the  person  owning  or  leasing  the 
river  banlc  has  the  sole  riglit  to  fish  in  the  ivatets 
floiving  in  front  of  his  property.  Conseqnently 
tlio  salmon  eltibs  Lave  settled  their  privileges  by 
bnying  or  leasing  the  lands  opposite  the  desirable 
fishing  places. 

Most  of  llie  salmon  poaching  i^  done  at  night, 
when  the  pools  are  quickly  dragged  or  netted,  or 
when  the  fiah  are  speared  by  torchlight.  The 
poachers  "  spot "  the  places  whero  the  salmon  lore 
to  hide  and  seek  during  hot  summer  days.     They 


watch  for  their  opportnnity.  They  follow  the 
movemonts  of  tho  wardens.  When  the  coast  is 
clear  two  men  will  push  out  ou  the  river  in  n 
canoe  ;  one  man  poles,  while  tJie  other  vilIi  tho 
spear  takes  his  place  in  the  how.  When  tho 
poachers  arrive  at  the  pool  tho  torch,  which  is 
made  of  birch-bark  strips,  is  liglited.  The  spears* 
man  looks  down  ia  the  water,  and  sees  his  game. 
Quick  as  a  flash  the  spear  ia  hurled,  and  the  salm- 
on ia  pinned  and  mode  prisoner.  As  tho  result 
of  an  hour's  work  tho  poachers  will  take,  perhaps, 
a  dozen  big  fat  fcUnivs  neighing  twentyand  thirty 
pounds.  Of  course,  the  exciting  time  comes  when 
the  wardens  give  chase.  Then,  out  go  the  lights  I 
and  the  poachers  usually  escape  under  the  cover 
of  darkness. 
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uoura  OF  tub  bte. 

Bnt  the  most  eerioua  danger  that  salmon  fisher-  The  home  of  the  ReBttgoache  Salmon  Club  is 
men  havo  to  contend  with  in  Canada  is  tho  draV-  eituated  near  where  the  Uatapedia  joins  the  main 
ing  of  seines  at  tho  months  of  tho  risers.  Under  river.  Here  the  Restigonche  widens  and  flow^ 
the  present  law  tho  netmen  are  allovrod  to  draw  around  eeTeral  little  islands.  The  cliibhouEO  is 
their  nets  every  day  in  the  week,  except  from  six  a  large,  handsome  structure,  and  there  is  a  grand 
o*clocl(  Saturdav  night  to  six  o'clock 
Monday,  when  all  nets  must  bo  up. 
Where  tho  Restigonche  flows  into  the 
Jl.tie  desGhulenrs  it  strotchcs  otit  like 
l!io  sea,  and  hero  tons  and  tons  of 
Ktlnion  are  hanled  out  every  day  dur- 
ing the  Bcosou.  Some  of  the  famous 
Jiaiila  hare  reached  ten  thousand  in 
0110  day,  not  counting  tlie  other  kinds 
of  figli  thus  caught.  Tlio  ealmon  are, 
of  course,  the  most  valuable,  and  they 
arc  at  onco  taken  to  tlic  largo  packing 
and  canning  Jionsca. 

Tliid  industry  gives  employment  to 
a  considerable  number  of  peoplu,  and 
on  this  account  it  has  been  able  to 
spoil  tho  best  fishiug  iu  the  world. 

The  salmon  clubs,  and  sportBrnon 
generally,  have  been  trying  to  have 
the  present  law  changed.  They  have 
been  nnsnccessfnl  owing  to  ccrtiiin 
conditions  and  considerations,  some 
social  and  some  political.  It  is  only 
fair  to  say  that,  if  tho  indiscriminale 
drawing  of  seines  is  allowed  to  go  on 
OS  at  present,  tho  fishing  privilegroif 
farther  up  the  ealmon  rivers  will  bo  of 
small  account,  the  glory  of  the  Itcs.i- 
gouche  will  soon  depart,  and  tho  story 
of  great  catches  with  rod  and  lino  bo- 
come  part  of  tho  tradition  of  the  past.  at  thb  bomb  fool  conAOc 
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view  of  the  river  valley  from  the  veranda.  Many 
of  the  clabmen  bring  their  wives  and  families. 
Some  of  the  ladies  become  quite  adept  with  the 
rod  and  reel,  and  a  few  of  them  have  surprised 
themselves  and  their  brothers  by  landing  big 
catches. 

The  members  who  go  for  the  sport  do  not  spend 
much  of  their  time  at  the  clabhonse.  They  are 
out  whipping  the  salmon  pools  from  the  flush  of 
dawn  till  the  set  of  sun.  The  pools  are  fished 
from  the  river  bank.  And  from  canoes  or  flat-bot- 
tomed boats.  The  fishermen,  breaking  in  small 
parties  of  four  or  five,  take  their  fishing  tackle, 
boats,  camping  outfits  and  guides  to  different 
points  along  the  river.  The  Restigouche  Club 
has  six  or  seven  stations  about  six  or  eight  miles 
apart.  At  each  station  there  is  a  camp  or  lodge 
for  the  clubmen  and  their  companions.  Here 
they  make  their  headquarters,  and  when  they  are 
'^fished  ouf  the  party  returns  to  the  clubhouse 
with  their  spoils  and  trophies.  Usually  some  of 
the  finest  specimens  are  packed  in  ice  and  shipped 
io  friends  at  home,  who  get  what  vicarious  pleas- 
ure they  can  by  reading  the  letters,  or  by  listen- 
ing to  the  stories,  of  those  who  are  so  fortunate 
as  to  have  the  time  and  money  to  enjoy  the  sport. 

But  when  you  come  to  records  the  members  of 
salmon  clubs  are  silent.  They  are  averse  to  mak- 
ing known  the  scores.  Some  idea  of  the  number 
of  salmon  killed  by  the  Bestigonche  Club  aajbe 
gained  irom  the  report  of  the  New 
Ck>mmiMioner  of  Fisheries  for  IWI. 
to  this  report  for  the  period  of  tmm. 
ifli,  from  1881  to  1890  iaelntive— the  meesberi  «C 
t^e  Bestigonche  Club  killed  4,494  salacMMi  and 
5i)3  grilse,  of  a  total  weight  of  84,960  poniida. 
The  average  weight  of  the  salmon  wm  a  trifle 
over  19  pomide.  /  Nine  bhhdrad  mA  Sttj-bmr 
salmon  were  killed  that  weighed  25  pounds  and 
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over.  '  . 

The  season  of  1891  wssa  a  poor  one,  only  392 
salmon  being  killed,  and  the  average  weight ««aa 
ai)out  17  pounds.  In  1892  and  1893  the  fiaher- 
nlen  along  the  BeaAigouche  :had  splendid  sport 
Tlhrongh  the  courtesy  of  Mr.  Artliur  D.  Weekes, 
s<cretary  of  the  Bestigonche  Salmqu  Olub,  the 
w  riter  is  enabled  to  say  that  the  avierage  weight 
oi  salmon  killed  last  year  by  the  members  of  the 
club  was  21  pounds,  and  that  162  salmon  weighed 
25  |)onnd8  and  oirer.  Mr.  Weekes  himeelf  broke 
the  club  record  by  killing  13  salmon  in  one  day. 
One  salmon  per  day  for  all  the  days  during  tlie 
season  is  a  fineaivecage  for  any  one  fisherman. 

The  catches  of  Ae  individnab  who  own  or  leaee 
Ashing  priviljE^gpas  along  the  Besiigoneheareeaidom 
o^er  100  fish  in  the  season.  The  Wilmot  water 
leased  by  Mr.  Breese  scored  that  number  last  year. 


There  is  quite  a  difference  in  the  size  of  the  salmon 
in  the  different  rivers.  The  salmon  caught  in 
the  Bestigonche,  in  the  Saguenay,  and  in  its 
tributary,  the  Ste.  Marguerite,  run  larger  than 
those  taken  in  most  of  the  other  salmon  streams. 

Many  individuals  own  or  lease  valuable  fishing 
privileges  along  the  Bestigouche  and  its  principal 
tributaries,  as  the  Matapedia,  the  Patapedia,  the 
Upsalquitch  and  the  Eedgewick.  A  large  num- 
ber of  these  privileges  is  held  by  Americans.  At 
the  mouth  of  the  Upsalquitch  is  Camp  Harmony, 
the  lodge  of  Dean  Sage,  of  Albany,  who  owns  long 
stretches  of  property  on  both  sides  of  the  river. 
Near  by,  on  the  New  Brunswick  side  of  the  Besti- 
gonche, are  the  wooded  lands  belonging  to  Mr. 
W.  H.  Sage,  of  Ithaca,  N.  Y.  He  also  owns  ex- 
tensive privileges  along  the  Miramichi,  another 
great  salmon  river  of  New  Brunswick. 

The  waters  of  the  Miramichi  and  its  various 
branches  are  all  preserved.  There  is  a  fine  club- 
house near  the  Clearwater,  on  the  southwest 
branch.  Joe  Jefferson  has  a  comfortable  lodge 
ill  this  region.  The  Benons  Biver,  a  branch  of 
the  Miramichi,  is  the  haunt  of  salmon,  and  tip 
the  river  there  is  plenty  of  speckled  trout.  Mr. 
Emil  Hurtzig,  of  New  York,  has  a  lease  of  lauds 
stretching  along  the  river  for  a  distance  of  some 
twenty  miles.  He  has  built  several  lodges  for 
the  accommodation  of  the  fishermen  who  como 
every  season  from  the  States. 

The  Tobique  Salmon  Club  has  its  headquarters 
on  ^he  river  of  that  name. :  It.  has  about ;  twenty 
members,  and  most  of  them  are  AmMicans.  The 
olub  leases  land  from  the  government  along  the 
Tobique  Biver,  and  a  long  stretch,  of  territory 
owned  by  the  New  Brunswick  Bailroad.  At  pres- 
ent the  members  put  up  in  the  lodges,  and  some 
day  hope  to  have  as  fine  a  clubhouse  as  any  salmon 
club.  On  the  Tracadie  Biver  the  Tracadie  Club 
has  its  headquarters,  and  many  of  its  members 
hail  from  the  States.  The  club  has  very  deaira- 
ble  fishing  privileges,  and  the  pools  are  well 
stocked  with  game  fish. 

On  the  Nipisiquit  Biver,  about  four  miles  above 
the  place  where  it  joins  the  Baie  des  Chaleurs,  is 
Camp  Adams,  a  lodge  as  comfortable  as  many  a 
city  house.  It  is  the  property  of  Mr.  Heni:y 
Sampson,  of  New  York,  who  owns  valuable,  fish- 
ing privileges  along  the  river  for  miles,  ^e  is  a 
veteran  salmon  fisherman,  and  one  of  tbOifisst  ar- 
rivals on  the  stream.  The  salmon ;  come  in  the 
Nipisquit  early  in  the  season,  and  usually  run 
large.  The  only  fault  Mr.  Sampson  has  to  find 
is  with  the  men  who  draw  seines  at  the  mouth  of 
the  river. 

There  are  several  American  fishing  clubs  in  the 
Province  of  Quebec.     Next  to  the  Bestigouche^ 
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the  Saguenaj  is  the  largest  and  noblest  salmon 
stream  in  Canada.  On  a  branch  of  this  last- 
named  riTer  is  situated  a  flonrishing  fishing  club 
—the  Ste.  Marguerite  Salmon  Olab.  The  main 
building  belonging  to  this  club  is  a  large,  well- 
appointed  structure,  intended  for  the  comfort 
and  convenience  of  the  members.  It  is  sitiuited 
at  the  lower  forks  of  the  Ste.  Marguerite,  and  the 
scenery  round  about  is  wild  and  rugged  in  the 
extreme.  There  are  lodgea  at  each  of  the  fine  sta- 
tions, which  have  been  located  about  six  miles 
apart.  The  officers  are :  President,  James  Orant ; 
Tice  president,  Arthur  L.  Barney ;  secretary  and 
treasurer,  W.  B.  Williams.  Its  members  are  mostly 
New  York  men,  and  include  D.  B.  Van  Emburgh, 
Walter  S.  Gurnee,  General  Ripley,  H.  S.  Wilson 
and  Dr.  Ashton. 

The  Paradise  Fin  and  Feather  Club  is  another 
American  club.  Its  clubhouse  is  located  in  the 
centre  of  the  Lac  des  Grandes,  about  a  hundred 
miles  north  of  the  city  of  Quebec.  Many  of  the 
members  are  well  known  in  theatrical  circles,  and 
the  list  includes  ex- Judge  H.  A.  Gildersleeve^ 
H.  C.  Miner^  Augustus  Pitou,  J«  Kline  Emmet, 
Jr.,  and  Grover  Cleveland  as  au  honorary  member. 
Among  the  mother  American  fishkig  clubs,  we 
may  name  the  Metabetchonan  Fishing  Club,  on 
Cedar  Lake^  with  Senator  0.  H.  Piatt  as  presi* 
dent ;  the  Springfield  Fish  and  Game  Club ;  the 
Philadelphia  Fishing  Club,  with  Amos  R.  Little 
as  president  and  the  late  George  W.  Chtlds  as 
one  of  the  members,  and  the  Megantic  Fish  and 
Game  Clnb — all  having  yalnaUe  fishing  or  hunt- 
ing privileges^  and  all  controlled  more  or  less  by 
Amerioans. 

The  'foregoing  will  give  the  reader  some  idea  of 
the  variety  and  extent  of  our  fishing  interests  in 
Canada.  No  other  sport,  perhaps,  has  attracted 
so  many  people,  or  has  so  much  invested,  as 
salmon'  fishings  It  is  reckoned  that  every  salmon 
taken  on  the  Sestigouche  costs  its  captor  at  least 
$50  apiece.  But  what  is  that,  when  the  pleasure, 
the  fun,  the  excitement  and  the  recreation  are  all 
taken  into  account  ? 

The  annual  migration  of  the  salmon  takes 
place  in  June.  Why  the  salmon  leave  the  salt 
waters  and  seek  the  fresh  watera  inland  is  a  mys- 
tery. It  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  phenom- 
ena in  natural  history.  The  salmon  work  their 
way  upstream  very  gradually,  and  their  object  is 
to  reach  the  shallow  waters  at  the  head  of  the 
stream,  where  they  spawn.  Many  surprising 
tales  are  told  of  their  efforts  to  reach  the  spawn- 


ing beds.  Salmon  will  jump  over  sand  bars  and 
rock  in  the  way ;  they  even  attempt  to  leap  over 
high  dams,  springing  again  and  again  at  the 
height.  There  is  a  popular  notion  that  when 
the  fish  jump  they  take  their  tails  in  their 
months.  This  odd  oonoeit  has  been  expressed  in 
rhyme  by  the  poet  Drayton,  thus  : 

'*  Forced  hy  the  xiBiag  rooks  that  there  his  oonrfle  op- 
pose, 

Here,  when  the  laboring  fish  does  at  the  foot  nrriye. 
And  finds  that  by  his  strength  he  does  bat  Tainly 

strive, 
His  tail  takes  in  his  month,  and  bending  like  a  bow 
ThaVs  to  full   compass  drawn,   aloft    himself  doth 

throw — 
Then  springing  at  his  height,  as  doth  a  little  wand, 
That,   bended  end  to  end   and  started  from  mau^s 

hand. 
Far  off  itself  doth  cnst,  so  does  the  salmon  vaolt ; 
And  if  at  first  he  fails,  his  second  somersault 
He  instantly  essays.** 

On  the  way  to  the  head  watera  the  favorite 
resting  places  of  the  salmon  are  the  deep,  cool 
pools  shaded  by  the  overhanging  boughs  of  trees 
along  the  bank.  Here^  on  a  hot  summer's  dny^ 
the  big  fellows  congregate ;  and  here  the  fisher- 
man casts  his  flies  for  a  rise.  It  is  an  open  ques- 
tion among  experts  whether  the  salmon  takes  the 
'fly  in  sport  or  in  anger  ;  for  it  is  certain  they  take 
no  food  On  their  journey  up  the  river. 

There  are  two  kinds  of  flies  unon  the  Resti- 
gonehe— -those  that  the  fish  bite  and  those  that 
bite  the  fisherman.  The  latter  are  sometimes  a 
great  annoyance  and  affliction.  Veils  must  be 
worn  over  the  face  and  gloves  on  the  hand  if  you 
wish  to  escape.  Of  the  other  kind  of  flies  tlie 
salmon  seem  to  have  a  choice.  Much  depends  on 
the  capricious  humor  of  the  fish.  The  flies  most 
used  to  lure  are  Silver  Doctor,  Jock  Scot,  Dusty 
Miller,  Black  Doe,  Dark  and  Orange  Fairies,  etc. 

Lovers  of  the  rod  and  reel  think  there  is  no 
pastime  so  excellent  as  that  of  salmon  fishing, 
joined,  of  course,  with  the  eJEhilaration  that 
comes  from  whipping  pools  where  salmon  are 
known  to  hide,  rising  before  daybreak,  floating  in 
the  canoe  or  wading  in  the  stream,  coming  in 
tired  and  hungry,  and  camping  out  at  night. 
What  a  relief  it  is  to  get  away  from  town  after 
the  winter's  work  and  worry !  In  the  heart  of 
the  Canadian  woods  the  salmon  fisherman  finds 
such  mirth  as  Izaak  Walton  loved — '^  mirth  that 
does  not  make  friends  ashamed  to  look  upon  one 
another  next  morning/^ 
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Etertbodt  knows  that  carrier  pigeons  were 
im])reefied  into  the  service  of  seroral  ot  the  newB- 
pn|ier8  to  bring  informfltion  of  tlie  Vigilant- 
Valkyrie  yacht  race ;  (ind  though  perhaps  tliey 
did  not  do  na  much  oa  was  expected  of  them,  they 
nevertheless  demonstrated  the  possibilities  of  such 
u  service  at  other  limes. 

The  conditions  of  the  race,  however,  enabled 
t!ie  telegraph  to  beat  the  birds,  whose  speed,  after 
r.ll,  is  limited,  although  an  average  flight  of  be- 
tween forty  and  fifty  miles  an  hour  whicli  they 


can  do  ia  wonderful  enough  to  make  ns  open  onr 
eyes. 

A  large  news  association  and  one  of  the  chief 
afternoon  papers  borrowed  the  flock  of  carrier 
pigeons  owned  by  Mr.  Alfred  de  Cordova,  the 
well-known  and  popniar  Wall  Street  broker,  ona 
of  the  authorities  on  the  birds,  and  a  pioneer  ia 
their  practical  use  in  this  country.  The  difflcnlty 
in  this  case  was  that,  instead  of  flying  to  the  citv* 
the  birds  had  to  travel  to  their  country  home,  oa 
Mr.de  Cordova's  country  house,  "Chetolah,''near 
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14'orth  firancli,  "S.  J.     Tlio  neareat  telcgi-apli  eta-  At  first  it  was  intended  to  havo  the  bors  on  the 

tion  is  over  two  tnilea  from  their  homo,  and  with  farm  waiting  to  mount  ready-saddled  horsea  mid 

time  as  tho  element  to  bo  eliminated  in  getting  givllop  for  all  they  were  worth  to  the  station  ;  but 

the  information  to  the  iiapei-H  the  prospect  did  that  would  waste  between  five  and  ten  minutes, 

iintseem  liopeful ;  bntwheu  ueceasity saja  "niuat,''  and  everybody  knows  that  such  a  delay  might  lio 

tho  way  is  soon  found.  fatal  to  the   chance  of  being  Gist  m  the  field. 
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the  one  thonght  which  animated  eTery  news 
agency  and  newspaper  in  those  days  of  enthusi- 
asm and  excitement,  when  the  whole  country  was 
burning  with  desire  to  have  every  scrap  of  in- 
formation on  the  contesfc. 

A  few  minntes' thought  suggested  other  means, 
and  eventually  it  was  decided  to  tap  the  tele- 
graph wire  which  runs  near  Mr.  de  Cordova's 
farm  and  erect  a  temporary  telegraph  office  there. 

A  few  yards  of  wire  were  got,  a  set  of  instrn* 
nients  brought  up  from  the  depot,  and  with  ths 
aid  of  a  pair  of  pinchers  the  communication  was 
made.  A  common  deal  table  was  fetched  from 
the  house  and  placed  under  a  very  old  and  large 
apple  tree,  which  formed  at  once  a  shelter  for  the 
operator  and  a  pole  for  the  wire,  and  with  a  chair 
the  little  office  was  complete,  and  it  was  within 
two  minutes'  drive  from  the  coop. 

The  birds  were  sent  up  to  the  city,  and  taken 
on  board  the  Republic  by  Mr.  Erceldoune  de  Cor- 
dova, a  nephew  of  their  owner.  Yonng  de  Cor- 
dova is  an  expert  pigeon  fancier,  and  knows  as 
much  about  the  birds  as  his  uncle. 

The  doves  in  their  basket  were  the  most  attract- 
ive objects  on  the  steamer,  and  the  interest  they 
exqite^  was  great.  Everybody  wanted  to  know 
something  about  them  ;  everybody  had  questions 
to  ask,  as  is  so  frequedtly  the  case  ;  everybody's 
questions  were  often  amusing,  while  the  Indies 
were  all  anxious  to  be  allowed  the  privilege  of 
starting  the  little  messengers  on  their  long  jour- 
ney home. 

No  other  man  had  a  show  with  the  fortunate 
young  fellow  wearing  the  red  and  blue  yachting 
cap,  who  had  the  captain's  room  placed  at  his  dis- 
posal, on  the  ground  probably  that  the  best  was 
good  enough  for  the  beautiful  little  red  and  blue 
feathered  pets,  which  were  mora  noticed  when 
they  made  their  appearance  than  the  prettiest 
girls  on  the  ship. 

The  correspondents  who  were  on  board  wrote 
their  messages  on  sheets  of  paper  of  very  fine 
quality  and  handed  them  .to  Mr.  di  Cordova,  who 
selected  his  bird  from  the  basket,  and  holding  it 
with  both  wings  pressed  firmly  to  the  body, 
turned  it  belly  upward  with  a  dexterous  move- 
ment of  the  wrist,  and  handed  it  to  some  one  to 
keep  it  in  that  position. 

The  message  had  already  been  folded  into  a 
narrow  slip  about  an  inch  and  a  half  long  by  a 
quarter  of  an  inch  in  width,  and  carefully  select- 
ing a  strong  tail  feather  which  would  not  be  likely 
to  drop  out,  it  was  firmly  attached  to  the  feather 
by  several  turns  of  fine  iron  wire  along  its  length. 
Then  some  lady  who  bad  asked  to  be  allowed  to 
dispatch  him  was  given  the  bird.  It  was  placed  in 
both  of  her  hands,  with  the  instruction:  ^' Throw 


it  np  as  high  as  yon  can."  As  she  complied  the 
crowd  that  had  gathered  round  expressed  its  ad- 
miration at  the  graceful  way  in  which  the  pigeon 
rose  away  above  the  masts,  and  circling  high  in 
•the  air,  as  a  rule,  flew  off  in  the  direction  of  the 
Jersey  coast.  Sometimes,  however,  the  birds,  in- 
stead of  rising,  would  fly  low — so  low  as  almost 
to  touch  the  water — and  eircling  awhile  there, 
woold  then  mount  rapidly  and  hasten  off  in  the 
right  direction. 

It  seemff  as  though  they  were  getting  their 
bearings  from  the  surface  of  the  water,  and  when 
they  did  this  it  was  noticed  the  atmosphere  was 
somewhat  hazy. 

How  the  birds  do  know  in  what  direction  their 
home  is  is  a  question  which  has  often  been  dis- 
cussed, but  no  definite  oondnsion  has  been  ar- 
rived at.  One  theory  is  that  the  pigeon's  eye  is 
constructed  in  such  a  way  that  it  is  marvelously 
telescopic  in  its  power  ;  but  certainly  more  data 
in  proof  of  this  point  are  required  when  it  is  re- 
membered that  they  have  returned  home  after 
having  been  liberated  hundreds  of  miles  at  sea, 
and  with  high  hills  intervening  between  the  coast 
and  their  home. 

Surprise  was  often  expressed  that  the  message 
was  put  on  the  tail,  for  picture  books  and  valen- 
tines have  always  represented  the  birds  with  a 
neat  little  envelope  suspended  by  a  string  aroand 
the  neck,  and  other  people  believe  that  the  mes- 
sage is  affixed  to  the  wing. 

It  is,  however,  always  to  the  tail,  in  spite  of 
pictures  and  popular  impressions. 

As  soon  as  the  bird  arrived  at  **  Chetolah  "  and 
had  gone  into  the  coop  it  was  taken  out,  its  mes- 
sage removed,  and  a  boy  drove  down  to  the  **  Che- 
tolah Telegraph  Station "  vrith  it,  where  it  waa 
put  on  the  wixe  and  hustled  into  the  city.  In 
this  way  messages  were  received  in  New  York  an 
hour  and  twenty  minutes  after  they  were  dis- 
patched from  the  steamer. 

Mr.  de  Cordova  is  more  than  ordinarily  fond  of 
his  feathered  pets,  which  have  served  him  splen- 
didly, and  he  has  built  them  a  home  which  fur- 
nishes them  with  everything  the  heart  of  a  pigeon 
could  poemUy  desire.  Their  coop  is  kept  scrupu- 
lously dean,  the  floor  is  sanded  regularly,  and 
there  is  a  trough  in  which  fresh  water  is  always 
mnning,  so  that  they  have  practically  a  little 
river  in  their  home.  The  coop  is  divided  off  from 
the  entrance  hall,  as  it  might  be  called,  by  a  little 
wire  partition,  so  that  as  soon  as  a  bird  comes 
home  it  is  easily  eaught  without  disturbing  the 
others,  and  the  message  is  quickly  removed.  Be- 
fore this  method  was  adopted  it  entered  the  coop 
and  had  to  be  caught  with  a  net  like  that  used  by 
butterfly  collectors,  after  it  was  spotted  by  the 
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ml^ssage  on  its  tail.  This  created  a  regnlar  *'  flut- 
ter in  the  dovecote,^'  and  frightened  the  other 
birds  needlessly. 

All  tills  is  obviated  by  the  new  device,  and  as 
soon  as  a  bird  returns  and  enters  the  hall  a  door 
drops  and  ring^an  electric  bell  in  the  house,  and 
this  conrtinnes  ringing  nntil  some  one  goes  for 
the  message. 

Mr.  de  Cordova  never  wearies  of  talking  about 
his  birds,  and  has  nnmerons  anecdotes  to  tell  of 
their  wonderful  instinct.  He  has  been  keeping 
'them  for  practical  purposes  for  over  five  years, 
and  believes  he  is  the  first  who  has  used  them  as 
a  regular  means'  of  communication  between  his 
business  and  his  home. 

He  finds>  however,  as  he  says,  that,  ''  though  a 
bird  is  sure  to  come  home,  it  will  not  always  go 
into  the  coop  at  once.  Birds  are  as  peculiar  in 
this  respect  as  human  beings ;  some  of  them  will 
do  just  what  you  want,  and  others  will  not.  Some 
"will  go  into  the  house  the  moment  they  arrive, 
bnt  others  will  fly  around  or  sit  on  the  roof  sun* 
ning  themselves  or  stretching  their  win^s  for  ten 
or  twenty  minutes,  even  an  hour,  in  spite  of  every 
effort  to  get  them  to  enter,  and  despite' die's  anx- 
iety  to  obtain  the  message.  There  is  no  account- 
ing for  this  \  it  is  just  a  question  of  individuality, 
or  idiosyncrasy,  and  as  it  cannot  be  cured  it  must 
be  endured. 

**  My  stock  of  birds  is  for  the  most  part  de- 
scended from  the  finest  homers  bred  in  Antwerp, 
all  of  them  with  long-distance  records.  These 
were  given  to  me  by  my  friend  the  late  G.  F. 
Woerishoffer  shortly  after  I  gave  up  yachting  for 
farming,  and  exchanged  the  navy  blue  and  lob- 
ster red  for  emerald  green  and  varied  tints. 

''As  soon  as  a  bird  is  put  into  the  coop  I  put 
around  one  of  its  legs  a  silver  band,  on  whioh  my 
initials  and  a  number  are  engraved.  This  iden- 
tifies it  as  my  property,  and  the  number  corre- 
sponds with  a  name  which  is  invariably  after  one 
of  my  friends.  Thus  I  have  a  pigeon  called 
'Vera  Belita,'  named  after  my  little  niece — and 
this  bird  did  some  very  fine  work  during  the 
yacht  races — and  so  on.  I  have  often  lent  my  birds 
to  friends  who  were  going  to  Europe  and  the  West 
Indies,  to  send  me  a  farewell  from  the  sea,  and  I 
have  had  them  constantlv  at  work  between  Wall 
Street  and  home,  but  never  before  did  I  under- 
take to  test  their  speed  in  delivering  messages  in 
which  the  whole  world  was  interested. 

"I  was  particularly  interested  myself  in  the  re- 
sult, having  been  for  years  a  yachtsmati,  and  as  I 
was  not  in  the  city,  my  birds  enabled  me  to  follow 
the  races  quite  well,  and  I  got  a  great  deal  of  in- 
formation before  the  evening  papers  could  reach 
North  Branch.     I  believe  I  have  been  the  recipi- 


ent of  more  messages  by  carriers  than  any  other 
man  living,  and  I  have  two  birds  each  of  which 
has  flown  over  forty-five '  thousand  miles  with 
messages. '^ 

Mr.  de  Cordovans  home  "Ghetolah'' ought  to 
be  called  Liberty  Hall,  to  borrow  the  title  of  the 
popular  play,  for  everybody  who  goes  there  is  aK 
lowed,  nay,  expected,  ta  do  just  what  he  likes, 
and  if  he  does  not  have  a  happy  time  it  is  cer- 
tainly not  the  fault  of  his  host  or  his  wife* 

It  is  not  only  in  pigeons  Mr.  de  Cordova  is  in- 
terested, for  he  is  a  keen  pursuer  of  every  kind 
of  sport,  and  he.  still  retains  his  old  fondness  for 
yachting.  Indeed,  Mr.  de  Cordova's  most  inti- 
mate friends  frequently  call  him  "  commodore,'' 
in  honor  of  the  &ct  that  he  once  occupied  that 
coveted  post  in  the  "  American  Steam  Yacht 
Club."  This  was  a  few  years  ago,  when  sach 
powers  in  the  financial  world  as  Mr.  Connor 
owned  the  Utowanda,  and  the  late*  Jay  Oould, 
the  Atalanta.  Although  he  has  given  up  life  on 
the  ocean  blue  for  the  landlubber's  career,  Mr. 
de  Cordova  is  still  devoted  to  the  sea,  and  can 
spin  a  yarn  of  his  adventures  afioat. 

"I  remember  once,"  said  he,  '^ an.  interesting 
little  episode  occurred  on  board  my«  yacht  the 
Prmnise  when  she  flew  the  commodore's  pennant, 
as  it  exemplifies  the  late  Mr.  Gould's  quaint 
humor.  We  had  arranged  a  race  for  steam 
yachts— the  first,  by  the  way,  that  ever  took  place 
in  America  —  at  New  London.  Mr.  Connor's 
boat  was  not  built  for  speed,  and  was  to  start  in 
another  class  ;  but  he  was  very  anxious  to  see  the 
end  of  the  race,  and  so  came  on  board  my  yacht 
to  get  permission  for  the  smaller  boats  to  start  so 
as  to  be  on  the  spot  for  the  finish. 

"  It  was  after  dinner  that  the  request  was  made, 
and  although  the  smaller  craft  could  reach  New 
London  in  time  with  a  couple  of  hours'  start, 
Mr.  Gould  looked  up  in  a  very  bland  manner, 
with  a  quiet  smile  in  his  eye,  and  asked,  in  his 
peculiar  way:  '  Well,  Mr.  Connor,  why  don't  you 
start  now  T 

"  On  another  occasion  I  was  fortunate  in  being 
among  the  first  to  welcome  the  Goddess  of  Lib- 
erty to  our  shores.  Steaming  down  the  bay  with 
a  party  of  friends,  among  whom  was  General  Col- 
lis,  we  saw  the  here  coming  up,  and  after  ex- 
changing salutes,  we  escorted  her  to  her  anchor- 
age, and  General  Collis  went  over  and  invited 
Captain  Dissaun  to  dine  with  us  on  the  Promise, 
The  captain  accepted  the  invitation,  but  on  his 
arrival  we  found  he  could  not  speak  a  word  of 
English,  and  our  French  was  certainly  not  that 
known  in  Paris.  With  the  aid  of  a  few  bottles 
of  champagne,  however,  we  soon  equaled  the 
captain's  condition,  for  we  forgot  that  we  c<^v>}A^ 
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speak  Euglishy  so  often  did  we  toast  the  Goddess 
and  her  protector. 

''  When  the  time  came  for  him  to  return  to  the 
Jsere  we  all  accompanied  him,  and  he  made  ns 
go  on  board  to  toast  the  Ooddess  once  more  on 
his  own  qnarter-deck.  We  did,  and  I  am  sure 
every  member  of  that  party  has  a  vivid  recollec- 
tion of  the  headache  which  sncceeded  the  en- 
trance of  Liberty  into  New  York  harbor/' 

Mr.  do  Cordova  was  born  in  Kingston,  Ja- 
roaica,  and  his  love  for  animals  showed  itself  at 
a  very  early  age  ;  he  kept  a  cote  full  of  common 
pigeons,  and  had  two  or  three  goats  which  were 
not  only  kept  for  ornaments  but  for  use,  as  they 
were  harnessed  to  a  little  cart  and  driven  about 
the  grounds.  This  was  only  the  precursor  of  a 
greater  ambition,  for  lie  soon  set  his  heart  on  the 
possession  of  a  pony.  He  saved  his  pocket  money, 
and  in  time  was  able  to  purchase  a  horse  ;  but  the 
young  enthusiast  had  forgotten  in  his  zeal  that, 
if  he  wanted  to  ride,  a  saddle  and  a  bridle  were 
necessary ;  and  when  he  called  his  father  and 
mother  to  go  with  him  to  the  stable  and  admire 
his  new  acquisition  he  was  astonished  when  the 
old  gentleman  asked  if  ho  meant  to  go  in  exclu- 
sively for  bareback  riding. 

"  N-no,  sir,"  he  replied.     "  Why  r 

*'  Because  I  don't  see  any  saddle.'' 

'^  Oh,  I  quite  forgot  all  about  the  saddle !" 

*'  Then  I  suppose  I  must  come  to  the  rescue," 


said  the  old  gentleman;  and  he  furnished  the 
outfit 

At  an  early  age  he  came  to  New  York,  and  was 
put  in  an  office  where  he  was  expected  to  do  any- 
thing he  was  told.  He  soon  decided  this  was  not 
good  enough,  and  betook  himself  elsewhere,  finally 
drifting  into  the  petroleum  business,  where  be 
made  a  little  money,  and  then  started  out  on  liia 
own  account  in  the  same  business.  During  thia 
time  he  made  his  first  acquaintance  with  Wall 
Street,  and  in  partnership  with  a  friend  suc- 
ceeded in  beating  the  market  of  quite  a  little 
sum. 

Then  he  determined  to  buy  a  seat  on  the  Stock 
Exchange,  and  although  very  young,  he  8uccee<Ied 
in  his  desire.  At  once  his  bright,  open  counte- 
nance and  genial  manner  attracted  men  to  him, 
among  them  being  the  late  Mr.  G.  J.  Osborne, 
who  gave  the  new  member  quite  a  large  portion 
of  his  business,  and  gradually  Mr.  de  Cordova's 
skill  as  an  execator  of  commissions  b^gan  to  be 
remarked  on  all  sides,  and  he  soon  took  a  position, 
which  he  has  always  kept,  as  being  one  of  the 
most  skillful  operators  on  the  floor. 

His  success  shows  what  may  be  aocompliahed 
by  perseverance  and  zeal,  aided  by  an  agreeable 
personality,  founded,  of  course,  upon  strict  in- 
tegrity, a  desire  to  do  justice  to  everyone,  aud  to 
make  everything  as  pleasant  as  possible  for  those 
with  whom  he  is  brought  in  contact. 


LYS    DANS    LA  VALLEE. 

{Afier  the  French  of  Edouard  Pailleron,) 
By  Henry  Tyrrell. 

Whicn  Loye  sliall  fiud  Ihee,  thou  exquisite  child, 

How  to  unrest  will   thy  sweet  soul  awake  ? 

Kot  snddeu   passion    can  such  calmne&s  shake, 
Nor   lightning  flash   of  saumer  tempest  wild 
Affright  thy  morn   so  limpid-pure  and  mild. 

Ah,  no!  with   thee,  Love   shall  the  semblance  take 

Of  a  white   lily,  bom   beneath  a  lake 
Whereon  the  sunlight  never  yet  hath  smiled. 

As  in  that  lake  the  lily,  so  thy  heart 

Hideth  its  flower,  tremulous,  unseen : 
Below,  the  dreaming  bud  may  thrill  and  start, 
The  surface  still  unruffled  and   serene — 

TiU  from  the  depths  it  £preets  one  day*s  sunshine, 
Emerging  full-blown  for  the  kiss  divine. 


'  na  poiMTED  TO  A  caAiit  o 


THERE   WAS   DAUT 


A    MAN    ABOUT   TOWN. 


BV    W.    DE   ■ 

The  gnmmer  wns  OTer,  and  Jack  Donnld,  fol- 
lowing the  cugtom  of  grand  aociety,  Imd  retiirneil 
to  bis  qnarters  in  town.  A  fitiiit  fragrance  oC 
flowers  in  the  air,  a  wnrmtli  in  tho  sunaliine,  a 
flnttering  liazo  in  the  unfathomed  bine  abovo, 
lingered  in  town  still,  and  tuned  the  mind  to  rom- 
inisccncea  of  the  anmrner.  It  was  toward  enn- 
down,  after  one  of  tliose  treacherons  warm  days 
in  autnmn,  that  the  Rev.  Charles  Snmmera  wns 
ushered  into  Jack  Donald's  bachelor  rooms.  He 
was  a  tall,  sparo  man,  past  middle  nge,  with  a 
conntenance  that  expressed  a  resignation  to  all 
aniiety,  with  a  certain  severity  abont  tho  thin 
lips  and  6rmnegs  of  chin  that  gavo  power  to  an 
otherwise  weak  face. 

"  I  am  fortnnato  to  find  you  at  home,"  lio  said, 
stiffly,  as  Donald  pushed  a  chair  from  the  window 
into  the  shadow  of  the  room. 

"I  am  always  in  my  rooms  abont  this  time. 
This  is  an  unexpected  pleasnro." 

The  clergyman  did  not  appear  to  hear  what  his 
Fol.  IlXVin.,  No.  1-4 


host  had  said,  but  sank  wearily  into  tho  chair  an 
looked  tho  younger  man  over  with  eager  curi- 
osity. 

"So  you  are  Jock  Donald  !"  he  said  at  last, 
with  something  of  irony  in  his  tone. 

"  Yes  ;  and  you,  I  know,  are  the  fiither  of  Miss 
Diuay  Summers,  whom  I  met  last  August  at  Cold- 
apring,     I  hope  your  daughter  is  quite  well  ?" 

"The  last  time  I  saw  her  ahe  was  in  excellent 
health,"  replied  tho  clergyman,  not  without  an 
apparent  eSort  to  bo  calm. 

Jack  Donald,  being  a  man  of  the  world,  waa 
not  slow  to  catcli  the  measured  tones  and  to  no- 
tice tJio  stony  reserve  of  liis  gueat,  but  wiaely  ap- 
peared lo  iguoro  cither.  lie  felt  that  thecp  wiia 
something  alarmingly  unusnal  in  this  visit  from 
n  miin  whom  he  had  never  met,  and  whom  he  rec- 
ognized aa  tho  father  of  a  girl  whom  ho  bad  not 
yet  forgotten — {>erhap3  bccauso  he  did  not  care  to 
forget  her.  The  season  had  not  sufficiently  ad- 
vanced to  make  tho  summer  a  simple  memory. 
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There  was  an  awkward  pause. 

''Can  I  offer  yoa  anything,  Mr.  Summers? 
You  look  tired/' said  Jack  Donald  at  hist. 

''May  I  ask  what  your  occupation  in  this  great 
city  is  ?**  asked  the  eider  man,  with  a  decision  of 
manner  that  defied  the  further  offer  of  courtesies. 

"  Certainly.  I  unfortunately  am  not  a  man  of 
much  occupation,  but  I  hare  an  interest  in  busi- 
ness, and  a  business  man  who  looks  after  it  for 
me.     Wiien  my  money  runs  out  I  go^to  him." 

"  Tlien  you  are  not  merely  an  artist  ?** 

"I  am  not,"  replied  Jack,  simply. 

"  I  am  glad,  becairae,  you  see^  Daisy  had  an  im- 
pression that  yon  were/' 

For  the  first  time  Donald  looked  lit  his  guest 
with  unconcealed  anrpriae. 

"She  did T' he  said,  at  last,  in  a  diplomatic 
query. 

"  Yes.  I  can  tell  her  when  I  see  her  that  what 
you  said  was  not  true." 

He  spoke  with  a  degree  of  relief,  as  if  some 
settled  gloom  in  his  heart  had  begun  to  disap- 
pear. 

"I  do  not  quite  follow  your  meaning,"  said 
Jock,  politely. 

"My  child  was  always  truthful,  sir,"  said  the 
old  gentleman,  with  undisguised  pride ;  adding, 
as  he  drew  himself  up  with  dignity; "and  she  ex- 
acts it  from  others." 

Really,  Mr.  Summers,  your  manner  and  your 
words  puzzle  me.-    Please  speak  out  plainly.'' 

"  The  customs  of  city  life  were  not  familiar  to 
me  till  within  the  last  few  days,  sir,  and  you 
must  be  lenient  with  me.  I  have  been  rector  at 
Coldspring  since  I  was  quite  a  young  man,  and 
I  have  lived  there  ever  since.  Our  ways  in  the 
country  are  simple,  but  they  ore  honest." 

The  speech  was  delivered,  as  if  it  wore  a  para- 
graph from  some  sermon,  with  all  the  deliberate 
emphasis  of  pnlpit  oratory. 

"  I  have  not  urged  this  topic,"  said  Jack  Don- 
ald, coolly. 

"I  married  in  Coldspring,  Mr.  Donald.  Daisy's 
mother  is  buried  there,  and  this  is  only  my  sec- 
*  end  visit  to  the  city  since  my  marriage." 

"And  the  purpose  of  this  visit,  sir  ?'*  asked  the 
younger  man,  witli  just  a  touch  of  annoyance  in 
hi3  tone. 

"To  seek — your— Jissistance,"  replied  the  clergy- 
man. He  spoke  witli  diflScnlty.  As  he  rose  and 
walked  toward  the  window  with  studied  dignity 
he  added,  in  a  voice  that  was  full  of  subdued  grief, 
**  Perhaps  you  will  not  iielp.me.'* 

Donald  was  toudied  by  the  evident  sincerity  of 
his  guest.  He  had  not  seen  much  of  the  seamy 
aide  of  life,  but  there  is  a  kinsJiip  ia  the  whole 
human  family  when  sorrow  speaks. 


"  My  dear  sir,  if  yon  are  in  trouble,  allow  me 
to  offer  any  help  in  my  power." 

The  old  man  turned  from  the  window,  and 
facing  Donald,  said,  simply  : 

"  My  daughter  lores  you." 

He  said  it  hopelessly,  as  if  it  were  a  doom  fate 
had  compelled  him  to  announce.  If  Jack  Don* 
aid  had  been  a  man  of  ordinary  nature  his  vanity 
would  have  entered  a  stronger  plea  than  his  heart 
in  judgment  of  anch  a  confession.  But  he  dif- 
fered from  most  of  his  kind,  from  the  fact  that 
his  manhood  was  the  spirit  of  his  character  ;  so  in 
tha  impulse  of  his  sympathy  he  answered,  help- 
lessiv  :'"I  am  sorry,  Mr.  Summers." 

"  Ah  !  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  that — it  makes 
me  feel  that  there  is  some  good  in  you,  after  all/' 

Tlie  old  gentlematr  was  so  earnest  in  his  blunt 
frankness  tlmt  Donald  took  no  offense  at  this 
queer  opinion  and  said  nothing.  The  clergyman, 
with  that  touch  of  sympathy  that  gives  the  spirit- 
ual-tone to  his  office,  stood  gaxing  helplessly  out 
of  the  window  at  the  moving  crowd. 

"This  must  be  a  dreadful  place  at  night — this 
monstrous  city,"  he  said,  soliloquizing. 

"  Is — is — Miss  Summers  in  town  ?"  asked  Jack, 
in  response  to  what  the  elder  man,  he  knew,  was 
thinking  about. 

"Yes;  you  will  help  me  to  find  her?"  he 
asked  again,  with  almost  childish  persistency. 

"  You  don't  know  where  she  is  ?"  said  Jack, 
gently. 

"  No,"  answered  the  other.  He  took  off  his 
spectacles  and  wiped  them  slowly  with  his  hand- 
kerchief.- He  was  doing  his  best  to  act  as  men 
will  do  when  tragedy  is  in  their  hearts.  "  She 
left  a  letter  saying  she  was  going  to  town  to  look 
for  you." 

"For  me !" 

"  Yes.  She  is  young,  you  see,  and  somehow  or 
other  she  thinks  she  loves  you.  Has  she  not  been 
here  ?    Have  vou  not  seen  her  ?" 

"  No,  sir,"  answered  Jack,  overwhelmed  Wawh 
the  serious  aspect  of  the  facts  as  they  were  i*e- 
vealed  in  forceful  simplicity  to  him. 

"  Of  course  if  she  had  consulted  me  it  would 
have  been  better,"  continued  the  elder  man  in 
the  monotone  that  grief  assumes.  "  I  know  that 
you  are  a  man  of  tlie  world.  You  did  not  realize 
that  she  would  believe  all  you  said  to  her.  She 
was  not  schooled  in  the  insincerities  of  life."' 

"  You  are  sure  she  came,  to  the  city  ?"  asked 
Jack,  anxiously. 

"lam  afraid  her  letter  told  the  trnth*.  You 
exchanged  no  promises  ?" 

"  None  whatever,  sir.  Have  you  reported  the 
matter  at  Police  Headquarters  ?"  asked  Donald, 
sufficiently  practical. 
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With  a  sigh  the  old  gentleman  answered  : 

''The  disgrace  is  great  enough.  Mj  poor 
child  !     My  poor  Daisy  V* 

His  reserve  was  gradually  breaking  down,  and 
the  huskiness  of  voice  told  too  well  the  misery  of 
heart. 

Presence  of  mind  at  this  moment  was  restored 
to  both  men  by  a  knock  at  the  door,  which,  to  a 
summons,  was  answered  by  a  messenger  with 
a  telegram  for  Donald.  Mechanically  he  un- 
folded the  paper  and  silently  read  : 

"  WiU  call  to-night.     Daisy." 

He  read  it  twice,  so  as  to  assure  himself,  and 
then  slipped  the  message  in  his  pocket. 

**  From  her  V*  asked  the  clergyman. 

''Yes.  Come  back  to-night.  In  the  meantime 
I  will  do  my  best,''  said  Jack. 

"  But  where  shall  I  go  ?"  he  asked,  helplessly. 

"  To  some  hotel,  and  wait  there  till  I  send  for 
you.'' 

"Very  well.  The  ways  of  the  city  are  not 
such  a  mystery  to  you.  I  have  confidence  that 
you  will  find  her."  He  had  taken  his  hat  and 
cane,  and  standing  at  the  door,  he  turned  and 
looked  for  the  space  of  a  minute  keenly  at  Don- 
ald, then  he  said  :  "  She  is  coming  here  ?" 

"  Perhaps." 

*'  You  will  restore  her  to  me  ?" 

"She  will  be  glad  to  return  with  you — I  prom- 
ise," said  Jack  Donald.  "  Here  is  the  address  of 
a  hotel  near  by.    Wait  there  till  I  send  for  you." 

And  so  they  parted. 

Donald  took  the  telegram  from  his  pocket,  and 
read  and  reread  the  few  words  of  the  message. 

"She  is  coming  here  to-night;  but  she  will 
never  see  me  again." 

*  ***** 

Three  hours  later  four  dissipated-looking  men 
wore  seated  at  a  square  table  in  Donald's  rooms, 
playing  curds.  The  atmosphere  about  them  was 
thick  with  tobacco  smoke ;  the  glare  of  the  gas- 
light from  a  chandelier  overhead  made  the  heat 
oppressive.  The  men  had  noticed  the  warmth  of 
the  room  at  any  rate,  for  they  had  taken  off  their 
coats.  Beside  each  player  on  a  little  stand  was  a 
huge  tumbler  filled  with  brandy  and  soda,  and  as 
the  play  progressed  they  drank  to  congratulate 
their  luck  or  to  defy  their  misfortunes. 

"Jack  has  all  the  luck  to-night,"  said  one,  en- 
viously, during  the  interval  of  a  new  deal. 

Donald  smiled,  filled  his  tumbler  again  with 
the  coveted  liquor  and  sorted  his  cards  in  silence. 
When  the  call  was  made  he  was  again  the  winner. 

"  How  do  you  do  it  ?"  asked  one  of  the  players, 
with  sinister  emphasis  upon  the  question. 


"  Drink,  my  boy— drink  !  Here's  to  the  Queen 
of  Spades !" 

Donald  had  just  raised  the  glass  to  his  lips, 
when  the  door  was  opened  unceremoniously,  and 
on  the  threshold  stood  Daisy  Summers. 

"Egad,  here  she  is!"  said  another  of  the 
party  ;  and  inspired  by  the  good  cheer  of  the  mo- 
ment, the  players  rose  simultaneously  from  their, 
chairs,  and  holding  their  tumblers  aloft,  speaking 
together,  repeated  Donald's  toast :  "  To  the 
Queen  of  Spades !"  Then  they  laughed  boister- 
ously, and  Jack,  without  formality,  moved  un- 
steadily toward  the  door.  Instinctively  the  girl 
drew  back  into  the  deeper  shadow  of  the  hallway. 

"Come  in — ^you — youshll  be  my  mascot," said 
Donald,  with  ill-assumed  gallantry. 

"  I — I — have  made  a  mistake,"  said  the  young 
girl,  in  half-frightened  tones,  shocked  and  em- 
barrassed at  the  novelty  of  such  a  scene.  "I 
want  to  find  Mr.  Donald's  rooms,"  she  added. 

"Don't  you  recog-cognish  me  ?*' asked  Donald, 
holding  on  to  the  back  of  a  chair  to  steady  him- 
self. 

"Jack  !" 

"Come  right  in — introdush-h  you  to  some 
friends  of  mine." 

For  an  instant  she  hesitated,  viewing  the  scene 
with  alarm ;  then,  as  she  came  in  slowly,  she 
said  : 

"  Did  you  not  get  my  telegram  ?" 

"  Can't  remember — very  sorry,"  replied  Jack, 
waving  his  arm  wildly  toward  an  easy  chair. 
"  Sit  down." 

By  this  time  one  or  two  of  the  men  were  put- 
ting on  their  coats,  ready  to  leave. 

"  Don't  go,  gentlemen.  This — my  friend  Mish 
Simpson — old  friend,  yon  know — 'lows  me  priv- 
ileges.    Sit  down  and  le's  finish  game." 

Mechanically  Daisy  Summers  accepted  the  prof- 
fered seat,  not  knowing  what  else  to  do.  Here 
her  plans  had  reached  their  climax.  It  had  not 
occurred  to  her  to  think  beyond  this  point,  her 
only  aim  being  to  reach  the  man  she  loved. 

But  was  this  half-drunken,  unmannered  being 
the  man  ? 

What  a  foolish  thing  she  had  done  !  How  could 
she  get  out  of  the  place  ?  All  the  glamour  of  those 
summer  days  at  Coldspring,  where  Jack  had 
seemed  to  her  the  man  above  all  meu,  faded  in 
the  close,  coarse  atmosphere  of  this  room.  He 
had  at  least  had  sufiicient  sense  to  forget  her 
name.  His  witless  grace  had  saved  her  some 
humiliation.  She  looked  from  one  face  to  the 
other,  and  for  the  first  time  noticed  the  callous 
air  of  dissipation  in  the  face  of  the  man  she  loved. 
The  man  she  loved  ?  No  !  that  had  been  a  fancy 
— a  dream.    Struggle  as  she  would,  howex«t,^>5^«^ 
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oold  reason,  stray  words  and  thoughts  uttered  in 
those  country  lanes  came  bock  to  her^  and  she 
found  the  panorama  of  the  heart,  being  the  valley 
of  sentiment,  more  beautiful  to  wander  in  than 
to  ponder  the  knowledge  of  stern  facts  that  ar- 
rayed themselves  in  rigid  horror  to  her  vision. 

In  a  little  while  the  men,  absorbed  in  their 
game,  had  forgotten  her,  and  she  wondered  what 
they  were  playing  that  made  them  so  serious. 
Once  she  said,  ''Jack — I  want  to  speak  to  you. 
Jack  !''  but  no  one  heard  her,  and  so  she  sat  dazed, 
overcome  with  the  temerity  of  her  act,  too  fright- 
ened to  move.  Nature,  the  kindly  mother  of  all 
human  ills,  intervened  for  her  safety,  and  soothed 
the  tumult  of  emotions  to  rest  in  sleep. 

Some  time  passed  while  the  Rev.  Charles  Sum- 
mers waited  patiently  at  his  hotel  for  news  of  his 
daughter.  He  had  believed  Donald  because  his 
instinct  had  revealed  to  him  in  this  careless 
bachelor  a  man  of  honor  among  men,  and  he  be- 
lieved also  that  he  did  not  love  Daisy  Summers. 
To  him  it  had  been  a  summer  flirtation  ;  to  her, 
a  lesson  dearly  learned.  As  time  wore  on  and 
the  bustle  of  the  streets  settled  down  to  the  quiet 
of  the  night  he  grew  anxious,  and  finally  set  out 
for  Donald's  chambers.  They  were  not  far  away, 
and  he  found  them  easily.  Twice  he  knocked  on 
the  door  without  response  from  within,  then  he 
entered.  At  a  glance  he  took  in  the  disordered 
condition  of  the  room  :  The  table  with  its  litter 
of  cards;  a  chair  was  overturned;  a  tumbler 
rolled  away  from  his  feet  on  the  floor. 

The  smoke  was  stifling. 

Jack  Donald  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room, 
his  hands  in  his  pockets,  staring  idly,  dreamily 
into  vacancy.     The  others  had  gone. 

With  some  alarm  the  old  gentleman  approached 
Donald. 

"Your  daughter  is  here,  sir  T'  said  Jack, 
quietly.  '^  She  is  asleep.''  And  he  pointed  to  a 
chair  on  his  right. 

There  was  Daisy  Summers.  Her  hat  had  slip- 
ped to  the  floor  during  her  sleep ;  her  hair  had 
loosened,  and  hung  negligently  about  her  shoul- 
ders ;  in  her  dress  a  huge  scarlet  rose  drooped, 
emblematic  of  her  spirit,  while  she  lounged  un- 
conscious of  her  surroundings. 

"Alone — in  your  rooms — at  this  hour  !"  said 
tlie  father,  sternly,  yet  in  so  low  a  tone  as  not  to 
wake  her. 

"  She  has  been  there  all  the  evening — I  have 
not  spoken  to  her,"  said  Jack. 

He  turned  his  back  as  the  old  gentleman  gently 
put  his  arms  around  her,  and  so  she  awoke.  It 
was  some  minutes  before  a  thorough  conscious- 
ness revealed  the  little  drama  in  which  she,  Daisy 
Summers,  was  the  heroine. 


"Father,  forgive  me!'  were  her  first  words, 
which  heralded  an  overflow  from  the  heart  in 
tears. 

"  Come,  Daisy,  let  us  go  home,  child,"  said  the 
father,  tenderly,  leading  her  toward  the  door. 

Jack  had  lighted  a  pipe,  and  when  she  saw  him 
he  was  stretched  half  on  the  floor,  half  on  the 
chair,  near  the  doorway.  A  side  glance  at  him 
was  sufficient  to  make  her  tremble  visibly. 

"  Good  night,"  murmured  the  old  gentleman, 
by  force  of  habit.  He  would  have  been  courteous 
to  a  stone  image. 

Donald  raised  himself  with  mucA  apparent  dif- 
ficulty to  his  feet  and  stumbled  toward  them. 
Raising  the  pipe  in  one  hand  in  imitation  of  a 
glass,  he  mumbled,  with  mock  gallantry,  ''To 
the  Queen  of  Shpades  !"  He  stood  there  looking 
blankly  into  the  shadow  without  till  the  two  had 
gone.  Then  he  roused  himself.  He  threw  the 
pipe  angrily  away  till  it  scattered  in  clay  frag- 
ments on  the  hearth  ;  then  he  slammed  the  door. 
As  he  did  so  he  picked  a  rose  from  the  floor, 
where  it  had  fallen  from  her  dress.  The  next 
minute  he  was  busy  finding  a  vase  and  water  for 
its  stem  ;  then  he  set  the  flower  in  the  centre  of 
his  mantelshelf.  Just  then  he  caught  sight  of 
himself  in  the  looking  glass.  His  hair  was  di- 
sheveled, his  coat  was  off,  his  linen  was  ruffled, 
and  he  presented  a  picture  of  untidiness. 

"Jack  Donald,  are  you  proud  of  your  conduct 
to-night  ?"  he  said,  aloud.  But  the  reflection 
gave  no  answer  except  to  mock  the  usual  fastid- 
ious appearance  of  a  gentleman.  He  looked  at 
the  rose,  freshened  by  the  care  it  had  received, 
and  in  a  way  the  flower  seemed  to  offer  a  reward 
in  its  soft,  rich  beauty.  Perhaps  it  was  the 
inspiration  of  the  rose — or  could  it  have  heeu  a 
hidden  secret  in  Donald's  heart  ? — that  made  the 
Rev.  Charles  Summers  wipe  his  spectacles,  he- 
cause  there  was  a  genuine  mist  in  his  eyes,  the 
next  evening,  when  he  read  the  following  note  : 

"  Mt  Deab  Sib  :  I  trnst  that  yon  returned  to  Coldspring 
in  safety,  and  that  Miss  Summers  is  none  the  worse  for  her 
experience.  I  haTO  not  read  the  tract  which  you  kindly 
left  upon  my  table,  because  I  cannot  sympathize  with  the 
nature  of  such  literature,  perhaps  because  I  am  not  a  Chris- 
tian.  I  realized,  however,  after  your  first  visit,  that  I  bad 
done  a  young  girl  an  injury  through  sheer  carelessnesB.  I 
have  endeavored  to  repair  the  result  of  on  accident. 

'^  Your  mission  as  a  minister  of  the  gospel  is  one  I  pro- 
foundly respect,  yet  I  was  enabled  to  preach  a  sermon  my- 
self last  night  that  you  would  have  refused.  This  leads 
me  to  think  that  a  knowledge  of  the  world  may  utilize  a 
vice  to  ennoble  a  virtue. 

**  I  trust  you  wiU  give  credit  to  a  symptom  of  honor  in 
human  nature  that  rarely  receives  credit— the  honor  of  a 
man  of  the  world.  BespectfuUy  yours, 

"John  S.  Donau>.»» 
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SOMETHING   ABOUT   SIAM 


By    MAHY    TlTCOMB. 


Involved  in  a  mist  of  strange  romance  ia  the 
history  of  aucient  Siam.  Myths  and  legends 
are  fantastically  mingled  with  traditions  which 
stretch  back  five  hundred  years  before  the  Chris- 
tian era,  hopelessly  interlacing  fact  and  fable. 
Stories  of  the  dazzling  splendor  of  Ayuthia,  the 
ancient  royal  residence,  and  of  the  fabulous 
wealth  of  the  Siamese  kings,  vie  with  tales  of  the 
"Arabian  Nights." 

Ayuthia  was  probably  founded  about  1350, 
though  tradition  gives  a  much  earlier  date.  The 
beautiful  Menani,  "Mother  of  Waters,"  flowed 
through  the  city  ;  substantial  bridges  spanned  tlio 
stream;  canals  and  aqueducts  abounded;  liun> 
dreds  of  temples  and  palaces  raised  their  glittering 
domes  and  spires  toward  the  sky  ;  beautiful  gar- 
dens, glowing  with  tropical  luxuriance,  surrounded 
the  sacred  and  royal  edifices.  Such  was  its  beauty 
that  Aynthia  was  called  the  "Terrestrial  Para- 
dise." But  it  was  continually  exposed  to  /ittacks 
from  surrounding  barbarous  races ;  and  Jionder- 
ouB  gates,  turreted  walls  and  wide,  deep  moats 
were  only  necessary  protections.  lu  one  success- 
ful contest  against  Cambodia  tlio  King  of  Siam 


took  Ankor  the  Great,  the  ancient  capital  of  that 
province,  and  brought  back  to  Ayuthia  enormous 
treasures  of  gold,  with  which  he  erected  a  re- 
markable pagoda,  that  still  bears  the  name  of  the 
"Goldeu  Mount."  The  name  of  one  king  ia 
famous — Phra  Rama  Thibodi — because  in  hia 
reign  was  cast  a  great  golden  image  of  Buddha, 
75  feet  higli,  for  which  a  temple  of  the  purest 
wliito  marble  was  erected.  Another  image  of 
gold  was  said  to  have  weighed  141,000  pounds. 

The  wealth  and  successes  of  Siam  aroused  the 
jealousy  of  otiier  potentates.  On  one  occasion 
the  King  of  Pegu,  hearing  that  there  were  seveu 
white  elephants  in  the  royal  stables  of  Ayuthia — 
too  many,  he  thought,  for  one  king — demanded 
that  two  of  these  be  sent  him  as  a  "token  of 
esteem."  But  tlie  sovereign  of  Siam  considered 
it  sacrilege  to  part  with  any  of  the  sacred  beasts. 
A  war  followed,  and  four  of  the  elepjiants  were 
captured  by  the  King  of  Pegu.  It  is  related  that 
in  tliis  contest  the  Queen  of  Siam,  after  her  hus- 
band was  wounded,  took  his  place,  and  fought 
fearlessly  until  she  fell  dead  from  the  elephant 
on  which  she  was  mounted.     About  Owis  \siv!v*iS» 
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of  the  sixteenth  century  Siamese  territory  was  in- 
vaded and  hiid  under  tribute  by  a  Burmese  king ; 
and  later,  a  band  of  Japanese  were  secretly 
brought  into  the  country  by  a  native  conspirator, 
who  had  conceived  the  idea  of  dethroning  the 
monarch,  Phra  Narai.  This  project  was  frus- 
trated and  tlie  Japanese  expelled  from  Siam. 

One  of  the  strangest  stories  linked  with  the 
history  of  Ayathia  in  the  flush  of  her  greatest 
glory  is  that  of  Constautine  Phaulcon,  a  young 
Grecian,  whose  remarkable  fortunes  were  almost 
without  a  parallel  even  in  that  golden  age  of  ad- 
ventures. Phaulcon  belonged  to  an  ancient  and 
honorable  family,  his  father  being  governor  of 
Cephalonia,  but  poor.  Ambitious  to  better  his 
condition,  he  sailed  for  the  East  Indies,  and 
finally  purchased  a  ship  and  began  trade  on  his 
own  account*  During  a  storm  he  was  wrecked 
on  the  coast  of  Mailabar,  whero-nso  runs  the  sUH-y 
— a  mysterious  personage  appeared  to  him  in  a 
vision,  directing  him  to  go  to  a  certain  spot,  where 
he  found  some  Siamese  ambassadors  who  were  re- 
turning from  Persia.  With  them  be  went  to 
Aynthia,  was  introduced  at  the  Siamese  court, 
and  on  account  of  his  accomplishments  and  dip- 
lomatic skill  became  a  favorite  of  the  King,  and 
was  finally  made  Prime  Minister.  After  several 
years  Phaulcon  induced  King  Phra  Narai  to  send 
an  embassy  to  the  court  of  Louis  XIV.,  and 
when  in  turn  French  ambassadors  came  to  Siam 
this  young  Grecian  was  in  a  position  to  receive 
them  with  the  King  and  his  nobles.  Friendly  in- 
tercourse was  thus  established  between  the  two 
nations.  French  missionaries  settled  in  Slain  ;  a 
French  bodyguard  served  the  King,  one  of  whom 
was  appointed  for  Phaulcon's  special  protection. 
Under  the  skillful  administration  of  this  young 
Prime  Minister  commerce  increased,  agriculture 
was  encouraged  and  the  laws  improved ;  gorgeous 
temples  and  palaces  were  built,  and  the  whole  city 
surrounded  by  a  strongly  fortified  wall.  But  from 
such  heights  of  power  Phaulcon  was  destined  to 
fall.  Jealous  murmurings  arose  among  the  Si- 
amese nobles ;  the  eagerness  of  the  French  am- 
bassadors to  convert  the  King  to  Christianity  ex- 
cited suspicion,  and  the  alleged  intrigues  of 
Phaulcon  to  establish  the  supremacy  of  the 
French  resulted  in  his  violent  death  and  the  ces- 
sation of  friendly  relations  with  Siam. 

However  much  fiction  may  be  mingled  with 
fact,  there  is  abundant  evidence  that  Phaulcon^s 
career  was  most  extraordinary  ;  and  a  glimpse  of 
the  scheme  which  might  have  given  France  a 
hold  on  the  wealth  of  Siam  more  than  two  hun- 
dred years  ago  is  invested  with  peculiar  interest 
in  view  of  the  recent  concessions  forced  upon 
Siam  by  the  Franco-Siamese  treaty. 


Ayuthia,  long  an  impregnable  citadel,  was  at 
length  captured  by  the  Burmese,  after  a  siege  of 
two  years,  and  utterly  destroyed,  in  1767.  A  few 
years  after  this  calamity  the  capital  was  estab- 
lished at  Bangkok.  Old  Ayuthia  is  now  a  crnm- 
bling  mass  of  ruins,  although  a  new  town  of  some 
importance  has  sprung  up  on  its  site. 

During  the  fourteenth  century  Siam  invaded 
Cambodia  and  captured  its  splendid  capital.  An- 
kor  the  Great ;  and  because  of  its  exposure  to  at- 
tacks the  city  was  soon  after  abandoned  by  the 
Cambodians ;  and  now  its  stupendous  ruins, 
buried  in  forests,  lie  on  Siamese  territory,  a  few- 
miles  north  of  the  **  OreaA  Lake.''  Three  walls  en- 
circled this  ancieut  city,  the  outer  one  thirty  feet 
high.  According  to  tradition,  its  royal  treasure 
heuses  stretched  over  '^ three  hundred  miles  of 
ground  ";  its  war  forces  consisted  of  70,000  ele- 
phants, 200,000  horsemen  and  6,000,000  foot 
soldiers  I  Here  and  there,  above  the  tropical 
foliage  now  covering  these  magnificent  ruins,  rise 
the  domes  and  spires  of  palaces  and  pagodas. 
The  outer  wall  of  the  city  is  well  preserved,  being 
built  of  volcanic  rock  which  must  have  been 
brought  from' a  distance  of  thirty  miles,  and  the 
blocks  of  stone  were  closely  fitted  together,  appar- 
ently without  mortar. 

Not  far  away  from  Ankor  is  the  great  temple 
called  Nagkon  Wat — one  of  the  most  extraordi- 
nary architectural  relics  in  the  world.  No  descrip- 
tion can  convey  an  adequate  idea  of  this  mighty 
structure,  which  still  remains  in  a  remarkable 
state  of  preservation.  The  outer  walls  are  abont 
three  miles  in  circumference,  with  four  gstewnys 
— the  main  one  leading  through  a  long  stone 
causeway  to  the  principal  entrance  of  the  temple 
itself,  which  is  surrounded  by  a  dense  forest  of 
palms.  The  unique  and  grand  succession  of  col- 
umns, colonnades,  corridors,  porticoes  and  pavil- 
ions, terraces  and  towers  —  all  constructed  of 
sculptured  stone  in  the  most  massive  style — is 
marvelous.  The  bas-reliefs,  representing  games 
and  combats,  and  all  sorts  of  festive  and  fantastic 
scenes,  are  finely  executed.  It  is  said  that  upon 
the  walls  of  the  Wat  are  not  less  than  100.000 
separate  figures,  and  that  there  are  over  5.000 
solid  columns  in  the  temple  and  its  surrounding 
inclosures.  ' 

Who  built  Nagkon  Wat,  and  when  was  it 
built,  are  queries  which  have  never  been  satis- 
factorily answered.  The  Cambodians  date  it  back 
about  2,400  years,  and  relate  vague  traditions  of 
its  being  founded  by  giants,  or  by  a  celestial 
prince,  or  by  an  Egyptian  king  who  was  after- 
ward changed  into  a  leper  as  a  punishment  for 
sin.  There  is  certainly  a  colossal  statue  of  the 
"Leper  King/'  well  preserved,   near  the   inner 
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gate  leading  to  the  royal  palace  of  Aukoi%  about 
which  the  Siamese  have  a  suggestive  legend. 

In  the  golden  age  of  Time,  when  sorrow  and 
disease  had  not  entered  the  world — according  to 
this  legend — the  gods  descended  to  earth  by  way 
of  Mount  Menu,  which  touched  the  Celestii^  Par- 
adise,  and  angels .  mingled  with  mankind.  But 
far  away  there  lived  a  Dragon  of  great  power,  an 
enemy  of  man,  w1k>  sought  to  bring  evil  upon 
him.  As  ages  rolled  on  the  god  of  the  Sun  re- 
solved to  send  one  of  the  gods  to  earth  to  teaeh 
the  people  spiritual  wisdom.  Somanuas  was  born 
of  a  lovely  princess,  and  grew  up  among  men. 
When  a  youth  he  was  taken  into  paradise  to 
learn  the  mysteries  of  the  soul  and  spiritual  life, 
and  then  returned  to  human  life  to  teach  the  peo- 
ple wisdom.  A  beautiful  palace  was  built  for 
Somannas,  and  he  lived  among  the  people,  and 
they  were  virtuous  and  happy,  and  death  only  a 
change  into  higher  being.  But  the  King  of  the 
Lotus  Land,  far  away,  worshiped  the  Dragon,  and 
the  Dragon  commanded  him  to  visit  Somannas. 
He  came  with  chariots  and  elephants,  and  So- 
mannas received  him  kindly.  But  by  and  by  the 
King  of  the  Lotus  Land  told  Somannas  that  there 
was  important  knowledge  which  he  did  not  pos- 
sess— the  knowledge  of  evil.  Thinking  all  knowl- 
edge desirable,  Somannas  asked  how  he  might 
obtain  this  new  knowledge.  But  when  the  King 
of  the  Lotus  Land  replied,  ^'  Worship  the  Dragon 
and  you  will  learn,''  the  young  prince  recalled  the 
instruction  of  the  Celestial  Paradise,  and  realized 
that  with  the  hidden  knowledge  of  evil  he  would 
lose  his  higher  knowledge  and  love  for  good. 

''  You  are  tempting  me  to  evil,'' he  said.  '^  It 
is  a  poison,  and  the  evil  in  thy  heart  shall  poison 
thee,  because  thou  hast  tempted  me." 

Then  the  evil  in  the  heart  of  the  King  of  the 
Lotus  Land  began  to  poison  him.  White  spots 
came  on  his  body  ;  his  flesh  dropped  off.  Every- 
body shunned  him,  and  finally  he  died. 

Then  Somannas  said  :  ''  Let  the  youth  forever 
remember  the  Leper  King.  We  are  never  bound 
by  evil  until  we  come  to  know  it.  It  is  true  wis- 
dom never  to  know  it."  And  he  turned  the  Jjeper 
King  into  stone  and  placed  it  at  the  palace  gate, 
that  the  people  might  take  warning  from  it  and 
shun  the  knowledge  of  evil. 

The  boundaries  of  Siam,  which  is  almost  en- 
tirely surrounded  by  Chinese,  British  and  French 
possessions,  are  very  indefinite,  or  have  been  un- 
til recently.  Nearly  a  century  ago,  by  treaty 
with  Annam,  sufficient  territory  was  ceded  to 
France  to  render  her  influence  predominant  in 
Lower  Cochin  China ;  but  after  a  time  a  hostile 
government  overpowered  this  treaty.  In  1862 
France  seized  three  provinces,  and  in  1874  three 


more,  making  a  second  treaty  with  Annara.  In 
1884  she  took  Tongkong,  having  already  obtained 
control  of  Cambodia.  Then  France  established  . 
a  protectorate-over  the  other  divisions  of  Annam.' 
The  western  boundary  of  the  Empire  of  Annam 
was  indefinite,  Siam  and  China  as  well  as  Annum 
claiming  the  territory  between  the  River  Mekong 
and  the  mountain  range  running  parallel  with 
that  river  and  the  coast.  In  1891  the  Fxench 
formally  claimed  the  whole  country  ea^t  of  the 
Mekong;  and  early  in  1893  this  contested  section 
was  occupied  by  French- Aunamese  troops — the 
Siamese  offering  no  armed  resistance.  The.  strip 
of  country  is  chiefly  inhabited  by  Laotian  tribes, 
who  are  tributary  to  Siam,  and  who  have  ati  an- 
cient hostility  to  their  Annamese  neighbors  across 
the  mountains.  Before  long  they  made  an  at- 
tack upon  the  French  garrison,  during  which  a 
French  official  was  massacred.  Pecuniary  rejv 
aration,  with  a  cession  of  the  territory  claimed, 
was  demanded  by  the  French  Consul  at  Bangkok. 
The  Siamese  Government,  while  disclaiming  re- 
sponsibility for  the  affair,  expressed  regret,  and 
willingness  to  make  reparation  and  punish  the 
guilty,  but  refused  to  concede  the  territory  de- 
manded. Whereupon  France  made  military  prep- 
arations to  enforce  her  claim  ;  and  Siam,  conscious 
that  she  could  not  alone  resist,  was  compelled  to 
submit  to  the  demands  of  France.  These  not  only 
included  the  surrender  of  all  the  territory  east  of 
the  Mekong,  but  concessions  regarding  Siamese 
territory  west  of  that  river,  and  in  other  parts  of 
the  country. 

The  commercial  importance  of  Cochin  China 
arises  from  itaadvantag^us  position  aaan  avenue 
of  commnnication  with  the  rich  and  populous  sec- 
tions of  Middle  China;  and  in  making^  a  treaty 
with  Siam,  France  fully  realized  the  advantage  of 
gaining  control  of  the  Mekong  throughout  its 
course  of  1,500  miles,  and  the  monopoly  of  the 
trade  of  which  that  river  is  the  outlet. 

Siam. is  a  wonderfully  rich  country.  Its  enor- 
mous resources  need  only  to  be  developed.  The 
Valley  of  the  Menam  is  fertilized  by  its  annual 
overflow,  so  that  the  production  of  rice  on  the  en- 
riched soil  is  almost  unlimited.  The  long  mount- 
ain ranges  are  full  of  valuable  ores — iron,  copper, 
antimony,  tin,  silver.  Gold  is  also  found,  and 
certain  mountain  peaks  are  noted  for  their  emer- 
alds, topazes  and  sapphires.  White  marble  is 
quarried  quite  extensively.  Dense  forests  of  cosily 
woods  abound — ^teak,  sappan,  eaglewood,  iron- 
wood,  as  well  as  oak,  pine,  chestnut  and  many 
dye  woods  and  resinous  trees.  The  palm  and  cq- 
coanut  also  flourish,  and  ivory,  wax,  indigo,  cot- 
ton, sugar,  silk,  lime,  salt  and  sulphur  are  among 
other  useful  productions. 
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UEVIRW  OF  THE  HOIAL  OUAKD 


The  present  King  of  Sinm, 

OliiilaloiiBkoni — liia  full  title, 
Prnbftt  Somdetcli  Plira  Para 
tncnde  Mnlin  Cliulslongkorn 
Knte  Kloii  Choiv  vn  Hiio,  is 
too  poiiuerouB  lor  commou  use 
— IS  an  intelligent,  progressiTO 
man,  who  Iflvora  the  introtiuc- 
tioii  of  foreign  improvements 
into  his  roalm.  His  father, 
Mnhn  Mongkut,  was  the  mo«t 
progressive  of  all  Siam's  pre- 
vious rulers. 

Tlie  story  of  Maha  Mong- 
kut  is  interesting.  Born  in 
1804,  he  was,  being  the  King's 
oldest  son,  proclaimed  heir 
apparent  to  the  throne,  al- 
though in  Slam  no  prince  has 
nn  absolute  title  to  succeed  to 
the  crown  ;  but  the  election  of 
the  eldest  royal  prince  is  ex- 
pected, unless  for  some  special 
cause  tho  Seuabodeo,  or  Grand 
Council,  consider  him  ineligi- 
ble, Mongkut  was  but  twenty 
years  old  when  his  father  died, 
and  the  throne  woe  then  seis- 
ed by  a  half-brother,  who 
promised  that  he  would  hold 
the  reins  of  government  only 
until  the  rightful  ]icir  was  old 
enough  to  manage  them,  Ap- 
parently  the  usurper  forgot 
his  [iromise,  for  he  ruled  Siam 
twenty -seven    years.      Mean- 
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irliHe,  Mongkut,  fearing  the  power  and  jealousy  on  the  tlironabyn  poirorfiilpnrty,  andbiayonngflr 
of  the  King,  mode  do  effort  to  secure  bta  rigiita,  brother,  Ramose  Mahigwaree,  n  man  of  remarko- 
btit  retired  to  a  moaastery,  derotiiig  hiuiBelf  to     bio  abilities,  witsiimde  Second  King,  a  subordinate 


investigating  the  philosophy  of  Buddba,  to  Bci-  office,  not  very  clearly  defined.  The  Second  King 
ence  and  to  political  economy.  On  the  death  of  was  surrounded  by  mucli  the  same  royal  insignia 
tbe  King,  inlSSl,  MahaMongkut  was  established    as  the  Supreme  King,  but e"*^irely  subject  to  bim- 
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Maha  Mongktit  confirmed  Irit  power  at  home  and 
his  prestige  abroad  by  a  wise  and  carefol  admin* 
istration.  Heveral  important  treaties  were  made 
during  his  reign,  a  superb  palace  bnilt,  and  the 
whole  country  bore  a  prosperous  aspect  under  the 
influence  of  growing  civilization  and  foreign  trade. 
But  in  his  private  character  he  displayed  many 
revolting  traits,  being  unjustly  suspicions  of  the 
Second  King  and  subjecting  him  to  mean  espion- 
age, while  in  his  harem  he  often  enaatad  the  part 
of  a  barbarous  despot. 

Maha  Mongknt  was  very  shrewd  iu  dealing  with 
foreigners,  especially  with  speculators  and  advenU 
urers  who  became  importunate  in  demanding  at- 
tention or  patronage.  In  1867  he  wrote  sad  had 
printed  and  distributed  a  **  notice,''  in  which  hn- 
nior,  irony  and  truth  were  qnaintly  blended  with 
his  consciousness  of  ''being  bored.''  In  this  he 
states  that  a  rumor  prevails  among  ''  foreigners '' 
that  Siam  "  is  under  quite  absolute  monaroby," 
and  that  **  the  treasury  of  the  sovereign  is  full  for 
money  like  a  mountain  of  gold  and  silver" ;  that 
the  ''reigning monarch  is  shallow-minded  and  an 
admirer  of  almost  everything  of  curiosity,  and 
most  admirer  of  European,  customs,  sciences,  art 
and  literature,  withont  limit,"  so  that  there  am 
many  "  opportunities  to  be  embraced  for  drawing- 
money  from  idle  royal  treasury  ";  and  that,  in  be* 
lief  of  snch  mmors,  foreigners  snere  "  alluring, 
flattering  fliMt<  deoeivin^  him,  and  boldly  writing' 
letters  bo  himitor  moncqp."  He  then  adds  that 
foreigners'  mast  consider  htm  only  as  '*a  mad 
king  of  a  wild  land/'  and  requasla  that  those 
"  who  please  to  write  him  for  the  aforeasid  pur- 
pose know  suitable  rsuaon  for  writing  him,  and 
shall  not  urge  him  as  they  would  a  madman." 
Maha  Mongknt  had  an  almost  sapersldtions  fear 
of  the  Fpsnoh,  and  tiiongh  irritated  and<  dis- 
tressed by*  their  encroachments  upon  the  remoter 
provinces  of  Siam,  he  dared  not  attempt  resist- 
ance. "Siara  is  like  a  mouse  before  an  ele> 
phant,"  was  the  impetuous  expression  of  Ids 
feeling. 

This  remarkable  ruler  died  in  October,  1868, 
his  son  Ghulalongkbrn  succeeding  him  ;  while 
the  eldst  son  of  the  Second  King,  bearing  the 
name  "  George  Washington,"  with  half  a  dozen 
Siamese  titles,  filled  the  subordinate  throne^iis 
father  having  died  in  1865.  At  this  time  Chula- 
longkorn  was  about  fifteen  years  old — intelligent, 
thoughtful,  full  of  generous  impulses  and  noble 
purposes.  He  had  received  an  excellent  educa- 
tion, under  the  instruction  of  an  English  govern- 
ess who  had  resided  at  the  court  of  Siam,  and 
from  English  tutors.  Yet  the  general  civil  and 
social  condition  of  the  Siamese  at  that  time,  and 
the  semi-barbarous  customs  which  still  prevailed. 


must  bavo  been  disheartening  to  this  enthasiastic 
young  King,  if  he  in  any  wise  realised  the  task  he- 
vaguely  desired  to  acoomplish.  His  youth  and 
inexperience  would  lead  ns  to  suppose  he  little 
understood  how  slow  arc  the  steps  of  progress 
among  a  race  long  oppressed  by  despotic  mle  and 
wedded  to  ancient  customs. 

The  Siamese  are  by  nature  inactive,  patient, 
submissive ;    although   they  call    their    country 
"  Mnang  Thai,"  "  the  kingdom  of  the  free,"  they 
have  long  been  under  the  bondage  of  custom  and 
blind  subservience  to  royalty — ^until  a  recent  date 
the  majority  of  the  people  in  a  state  of  absolute 
slavery.    Prisoners  of  war  were  the  King's  slaves ; 
slaves  were  acquired  by  purchase  from  certain 
tribes ;  young  girls  were  sold  to  supply  the  harems 
of  kings  and  nobles ;  husbands  sold  their  wives ; 
debtors  were  made  slaves  in  default  of  payment, 
and  men  and  women  sold  themselves  voluntarily 
for  various  reasons.     Soon  after  Chulalongkom 
was  placed  upon  the  throne  he  urged  the  aboli- 
tion. «f  slavery.     The  proposition  met  with  grave 
objections  from  the  Senabodee  and  the  Prime 
Minister — ^it  would  endanger  the  state,  they  said. 
But  finding  the  young  King  determined  to  at- 
tempt some  changes  in.  the  system,  they  finally 
yiflldedf.  and.  a^  proclamation  was    issued    that 
"  after  January  Iat»  187^2,  slavei^  should  cease  to 
he  an  institttftion:  in  Siam^"    The  sesalt  of  Chula- 
longkom's  efforts  has  bean  a  partial  abolition  of 
the  system.     As  now  existing  it  is^mainiy  the  re- 
sult of  the  laws  in  relataon  to  debt     Ilaa  indi- 
vidual: cannot  pay.  his  dabt^his  oreditor  mmg^  make 
bin.  Ik  slave  for  the  mmaindav  of  liis  life ;  for, 
however  foithfnlly  ha  may  work,  he  can  never 
psf  fluue  tiiaa  the  interest — the  legal  rate  being 
thirty  per  oent;     Only  when  some  friend    pays 
the  prinoipal.  is  the  debtor  released.     Yet  slaves 
are  treated  so  kindly  that  many  are  perfectly  will- 
ing to  live  in  riavery.     The  mass  of  the  common 
people  are  indolent,  and  do  not  want  to  make 
any  extra  eflEort.     They  are  contented  with  their 
condition,  whatever  it  may  happen   to  be,  and 
this  is  one  great  bar  to  progress,  the  utter  lack  of 
wholesome  ambition  being  most  demoralizing. 

Formerly  everybody  in  Siam — the  Second  King 
alone  excepted — crawled  on  hands  and  knees  in 
the  presence  of  the  Supreme  King.  Prince,  ruler, 
noble  or  slave,  it  mattered  not,  all  mast  remain 
prostrate  before  the  monafel^and  inferiors  bo- 
fore  all  superiors.  ChulalongkorlMhowed  his  dis- 
approval of  this  degrading  custom  AJMI'^^^'S^  *^' 
who  would  adopt  a  semi-Europeau  dreSi?  ®^ 
erect ;  and  now  his  ministers  and  nobles  jC^**° 
their  petitions  standing,  or  sit  in  his  pre^ 
The  custom  of  prostration  is  not  wholly  a1 
doned  in  the  palaces  of  nobles  and  princes  * 


ice. 


80METHINO   ABOUT  81  AM: 


59 


to  a  considerable  extent  a  i^espectable  diofttame 
takes  the  place  of  the  scanty  garb  of  former  times 
— ^at  least,  among  tbe  better  classes. 

The  first  railway  in  Siam.  connecting  Bangkok 
with  Paknam — a  distance  of  between  twenty  and 
thirty  miles — was  opened  by  the  King  in  person 
in  April,  1893.  Another  railway  has  also  been 
projected  between  Bangkok  and  Korat,  in  a  rich, 
nndeveloped  rice  district,  which  won  Id  facilitate 
the  transfer  to  Bangkok  of  prod  nets  of  the  Lao- 
tian states  as  well  as  of  China.  In  March,  1892, 
public  ceremonies,  preliminary  to  beginning  work 
on  this  railway,  were  held  in  Bangkok.  There 
was  a  great  gathering  of  the  native  and  foreign 
population,  addresses  were  made  by  the  King  and 
his  Prime  Minister,  and  then  the  King  himself 
turned  up  a  sod  of  earth  with  an  elegant  spade  of 
solid  silver  and  ivory.  He  put  this  sod  into  a 
sort  of  wheelbarrow  made  of  ebony  and  silver, 
and  the  young  Grown  Prince  wheeled  it  to  the 
designated  spot  and  dumped  it  on  the  ground. 
After  the  priests  had  sprinkled  the  sod  with  holy 
water,  and  the  Siamese  band  had  played  the  na- 
tional air,  everything  was  ready  for  the  workmen 
to  begin  the  railroad.  The  recent  claims  of  the 
French,  however,  indicate  that  they  will  make 
every  effort  to  divert  trade  to  Saigon,  the  capital 
of  French  Cochin  China. 

The  King  is  enormously  wealthy,  and  spends 
vast  sums  in  carrying  out  his  faivorite  pn^^ts; 
yet  he  gives  personal  attention  to  expenditares, 
keeping,  as  it  were,  the  keys  of  his  treasury 
in  his  own  hands.  Foreign  speculators  besiege 
him  with  all  sorts  of  scheinesr  for  alleged  impttyre- 
ments ;  but  though  the  King  hears  them  freely, 
he  acts,  apparently,  quite  independently.  Ruling 
bis  kingdom  with  abK>hite  airtbority,  be  yet  rules 
it  ill  general  wisely  and  well,  considering  every- 
thing. He  has,  of  course,  no  hetp  from  his  sub- 
jects concerning  improvements ;  they  are  quite 
content  as  tliey  are,  never  question  his  right  to 
do  as  he  pleases  and  accept  passively  whatever 
changes  he  makes.  It  is  said  that  he  often  wan- 
ders about  the  streets  of  Bangkok,  even  at  night, 
to  learn  the  real  condition  of  things,  and  so  insti- 
tute needed  improvements.  He  mingles  safely 
with  the  people,  for  in  Siam  the  King  is  not  only 
obeyed,  but  revered,  and  he  is  quite  safe  to  go 
alone  anywhere  in  his  realm. 

Ohulalongkorn  adopted  a  liberal  policy  at  the 

beginning    of   his   reign.     As  the   6,000,000  or 

^,000,000  inhabitants  of  Siam  include,  besides  the 

•Siamese   proper,   Malays,   Chinese,   Cambodians, 

Xjaotians,  Karens,  Peguans,  and  a  host  of  races 

Jiving  remote  from  the  capital,  his  early  procla- 

:v7iation  that  ''no  man  should  despise  or  molest 

another  on  account  of  religious  difference,  or  any 


other  difference  of  opinion,  cnstom  or  nannera,^^ 
indicated  his  tolerant  spirit.  Moreover,  he  coun- 
seled his  people  to  ''seek  a  true  religion"  which 
would  be  a  refuge  in  this  life,"  %nd  not  to  adopt 
it  **  with  a  shallow  mind  after  slight  investiga- 
tion, or  even  becanse  of  its  tradition,"  but  because 
of  "  their  own  deep  faith  in  its  excelt^iee."  Bet- 
ter counsel  conld  scarcely  be  given  by  a  Christian 
monarch. 

Buddhism,  the  prevailing  religion  of  Siam,  is 
not  practiced  in  its  original  purity,  but  is  cor- 
rupted by  a  general  worship  of  spirits.  Yet  many 
of  the  Buddhist  maxims  are  quite  good  enough  to 
be  adopted  in  Christian  countries,  and  some  excel- 
lent lessons  of  unselfishness,  reverence  and  kind- 
ness might  he  learned  from  the  poor  Siamese. 
But  superstitions  of  various  kinds  have  a  profound 
hold  upon  this  Oriental  race,  though  the  advance 
of  civilization  seems  to  have  shaken  a  little  some 
old-time  beliefs.  Siam  lias  long  borne  the  fanciful 
title  of  "  Land  of  the  White  Elephant,"  and  the 
flag  of  the  "  White  Elephant "  floats  over  iU  pal- 
aces, because  of  the  belief  tliat  Buddha  was  once 
reborn  as  a  white  elephant.  All  white  animals 
are  reserved,  according  to  the  belief  of  the  Sia- 
mese, for  the  temporary  abode  of  the  good  and 
great  in  their  many  transmigrations;  but  the 
white  elephant  is  supposed  to  be  animated  by  the 
spirit  of  some  noble  king  or  hero.  In  fact,  in 
Siam  all  animals  are  sacred,  as  they  are  considered 
to  be  the  rebirth  of  souls.  One  gciod  resnlt  comes 
from  this  superstition :  there  is  no  need  for  a^ 
**  society  for  the  prevention-  of  efnelty  to  animals'^, 
—-everybody  is  kind  to  them. 

Sevetal  white  elephants  are  always  kept  in  the 
royal  stables  for  use  on  state  occasioBS ;  bat,  if; 
reports  are  tme,  the  King  himself  has  lost  a  little 
of  tho  superstitions  reverenee  once  bestowed  on< 
this  four-footed  lord  of  the  country.  Yet,  the 
people  in  general  still  hold  it  in  the  greatest  ven- 
eration. It  would  be  scarcely  possible  to  pene- 
trate the  dangerous  jungles  and  treacherous 
marshes  of  Siam  without  this  sagacious,  long-en- 
during creature.  But  the  terra  "white,"  as  ap- 
plied to  it,  is  rather  a  misnomer.  The  only  really 
white  elephant  in  Siam  is  said  to  be  th^  one  upon 
the  national  flag.  Occasionally  a  dusky-gray  or 
dingy  coffee-colored  one  is  caught,  and  then  great 
is  the  rejoicing.  It  is  sent,  with  much  pomp,  to 
the  King.  The  captor  is  handsomely  rewarded, 
and  the  venerated  creature  is  put  into  an  apart- 
ment of  the  royal  stables,  and  an  attendant  de- 
votes his  whole  time  to  the  care  of  him.  He  is 
petted  and  pampered,  loaded  with  ornaments,  and 
upon  bended  knees  his  adorers  approach  him,  of- 
fering fruits  and  all  sorts  of  delicacies.  In  fact, 
it  often  happens  that  the  unfortunate  stranger. 
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tinacoDatomed  to  such  luzuriea,  falls  sick  and  dies 
— an  event  wbicli  is  regarded  M  a  dire  calamity. 

Among  curious  Siamese  oastoms  is  the  oero- 
mony  of  hairciitting,  vliioli  is  performed  vith  ai 
ninch  pomp  and  publicity  as  jiossiblo  vhen  tlie 
Sinmese  boy  or  girl  arriros  at  adult  age.  Until 
then  the  hair  is  worn  in  n  topknot,  and  must  not 
be  cut  at  all.  Tbere  was  a  magniScent  celebra- 
tion vlien  Chulalougkorn  Imd  his  topknot  cut. 
The  entire  royal  eetabliabment  participated  in 
the  ceremouiea,  and  boys  and  girls  from  all  parts 
of  the  kingdom  appeared  in  the  performances.  A 
grand  procession  of  the  nobility   common  people 


only  a  bint,  ended  with  the  presentation  of  rich 
gifts  to  the  prince. 

Another  costly  custom  is  cremation — that  la, 
costly  when  one  of  the  royal  family  is  cremated. 
The  embalmed  body  is  deposited  iu  a  golden 
casket,  richly  ornamented,  and  showing  all  the 
insignia  of  rank,  and  placed  in  the  royal  temple, 
where  special  religions  services  are  doily  per- 
formed over  it  for  six  months,  or  in  the  case  of  a 
queen  or  king  ton  or  twelve  months.  Great 
preparations  are  made  for  the  elaborate  ceremo- 
nies of  cremation,  which  occupy  several  days.  It 
is  said  that  it  cost  CUnlalongkorn  tSOO  000  to  cre- 
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slaves  and  foreigners,  nil  gorgeously  attired,  wns 
headed  by  the  young  prince,  borne  iu  a  golden 
sedan  chair.  Afterward  there  was  an  elaborate 
dmma,  in  which  Kiug  Maiia  Mongkut  and  his 
nobles  took  the  chief  parts  ond  about  9,000  young 
women  subordinate  parts.  A  beautiful  jmgoda 
hod  been  erected  on  nn  artilicial  hill,  and  into  an 
inner  apartment  of  this  the  prince  was  finally 
conducted,  with  many  mystic  rites.  On  the  third 
day  the  royal  topknot  was  shaved  off,  tho  prince 
baptized  with  holy  water  and  clothed  in  white 
silk,  and  a  grand  banquet  was  served  to  every- 
body.    The  ceremonies,  of  which  we  have  given 


mate  his  Gist  queen,  who  died  some  years  ago.    No 

royal  display  is  more  imposing  than  the  crema- 
tion of  a  Siamese  king  or  qneeo. 

Bankok,  the  modern  capital  of  Siam,  is  very 
picturesqne.  Along  the  banks  of  the  beautiful 
Menam  stretch  the  houses  of  the  noble  and 
wealthy,  presentiug  a  curious  mixture  of  Eu- 
ropean ond  Oriental  architecture.  The  dwellings 
of  the  poor  iloat  on  the  bosom  of  the  river  itself. 
Long  ago,  it  is  said,  cholera  so  often  invaded  the 
city,  originally  wholly  on  the  banks,  that  the 
King  commanded  the  common  people  to  build 
on  the  water,  to  secure  greater  cleanliness. 
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Theso  littlo  houses  lining  the 
bniiks  for  inilcs  nro  cotstnicted  on 
rnfts  of  bamboo  polea,  anil  linked 
topether,  are  60  anchored  as  to  rise 
and  fall  with  the  ti  Ic  tiany  of  these 
fitructures  are  tastefully  designed  and 
gayly  painted  ,  and  the  ooiintlesa  boats 
and  ci'jifts  of  ^altona  kin's  that  are 
constantly  passing  through  the  watery 
avenues  of  tfais  floating  city  make  a 
strange  and  busy  scene 

Above  ail  this  nver  population  lies 
Bangkok  proper  siirionnled  by  a  bat 
tlcmentcd  wall  within  which  are  two 
otbor  waits  Ihe  innermost,  high 
and  broad,  incloses  the  roynl  harem 
and  protects  it  from  all  entrance 
This  is  in  fact  a  city  of  itself  nliero 
iiono  but  women  and  children  live 
Here  are  tlio  d  vcUinga  of  the  rnval 
pi  incGsses,  the  wives  and  concubines 
of  tho  King  and  of  tlieu  slaves  and 
attendants.  Into  this  sancti  m  no 
man  is  permitted  to  enter  except  the 
King,  and  priests  foi  religions  oflices. 
Iq  the  time  of  Malta  Mongktit  this 
inner  city  numbeied  about  9  000  The 
Siamese  King  is  allowed  to  have  two 
qneens,  whose  children  are  recognized 
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as  legitimate,  and  nn  indefinite  number  of  concu- 
biues.  Maba  Mongknt  availed  himself  of  all  bis 
righta.  He  bad  81  clilMren,  of  wbom  70  were 
living  at  the  time  of  bis' death.  Princes,  nohles 
and  all  wjio  desire  the  royal  favor  are  eager  to  have 
their  most  beautiful  daughters  belong  to  the  royal 
harem.  Many  of  the  Siamese  women  are  really 
beautiful,  and  would  be  far  more — to  foreign  eyes, 
at  least — were  it  not  for  the  odiona  habit  of  chew- 
ing the  betelnut,  which  blackens  the  teeth,  dis- 
figni-es  the  mouth  and  causes  the  lips  to  crack. 
This  nut,  the  product  of  the  palm,  is  about  the 
size  of  a  walnut,  and  astringent.  It  is  cut  and 
mixed  with  lime  und  tobacco.  Everybody  chews 
the   betelnut — men,  women,  children — even  bo- 


King  Ghnlalongkorn  has  two  queens  and  sev- 
era!  legitimate  children,  the  eldest  of  whom, 
ISomdetch  Chowfa  Maba  Vajimnhis,  born  in  1878, 
haa.  been  designated  as  Crown  Prince.  The  pres- 
ent royal  liarum  is  reported  to  be  less  extensive 
than  iu  previone  reigns;  but,  in  fact,  nobody 
outside  the  harem  knows  anything  definite  about 


the  number  within.  All  Siamese 
princes  and  nobles  have  their  harems, 
restricted,  usually,  only  by  tbeir 
u leans.  The  establishment  of  the 
St'cond  King  was  formerly  large  and 
magnificent.  But  there  is  no  Second 
King  now ;  Krom  Phra  Rajowang 
Bobora  Stham  Mongol,  otherwise 
known  aa  "  George  Washington,"  died 
in  1865,  and  aa  no  one  has  been  ap- 
pointed in  his  place,  the  ofiBce  seems, 
for  the  present,  abolished.  Custom 
has  varied  regarding  Siamese  rulers. 
There  have  been  periods  when  three 
kings  reigned  with,  it  ia  said,  nearly 
equal  power,  althongh  how  they  roan- 
aged  it  it  not  easily  understood.  And 
there  have  also  been  previona  periods 
when  there  wna  no  Second  King. 
"  George  Washington,"  who  adopted 
the  Ameriosn  portion  of  his  name  be- 
came of  his  admiration  for  this  coun- 
try, waa  a  great  student,  and  exceed- 
ingly fond  of  the  sciences.  He  did 
not  participate  much  in  affairs  of  the 
government,  but  had  a  fine  palace  and 
an  ample  allowance  from  the  revenuee 
of  the  kingdom. 

The  magnificent  new  palace  wliich 
became  Oiiutaloiigkorn's  residence  in 
1882  was  eight  years  in  process  of  con- 
struction, and  cost  ahont  tl, 800,000, 
and  the  furnishing  (4^,000  more. 
Siamese  kings  are  lavish,  and  Cbnla- 
longkorn  is  no  exception  to  the  general  rule.  His 
palaces  cover  many  acres  and  are  a  gorgeous  com- 
bination of  Siamese  and  European  architecture. 
Four  gold-covered  elephants  guard  the  wide  en- 
trance to  the  palace  prGi>6r.  Chulalongkom  nsu- 
ally  receives  his  Cabinet,  which  is  chiefly  com- 
posed of  his  half-brothers,  in  a  large  audience 
room,  he  himself  reclining  on  a  couch.  When 
foreign  ambassadors  are  admitted  he  wears  a 
handsome  military  dress,  and  receives  his  guests 
quite  in  European,  or  ratlier  in  American,  style. 
But  the  King's  ordinary  court  dress  is  made  in 
Siamese  style,  most  richly  embroidered  and  orna- 
mented. 

There  are  in  Bangkok  three  large  government 
schools  where  English  is  taught.  The  city  has 
numerous  modern  conveniences — electric  lights, 
telegraphs,  telephones,  street  cars,  a  mint,  post 
office  and  newspapers;  there  are  also  commodi- 
ous government  buildings,  banks  and  hospitals. 
A  fine  drive  has  been  made  about  the  walls,  in- 
side the  city,  where  the  King  himself  takes  a  fre- 
quent airing.  Notwithstanding  all  these  improve- 
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rnents  in  Bangkok,  it  is  trae  that  outside  of  this 
anil  a  few  other  cities  there  are  scanty  traces  of 
advanced  civilization^  the  people  remaining  in 
the  almost  semi-harbarous  condition  of  a  century 
or  two  ago. 

Pechaburi,  a  watering  place  on  the  banks  of  a 
river  of  the  same  name,  is  frequented  by  Euro- 
peans, as  well  as  by  the  native  nobility,  and  is  re- 
garded as  the  royal  sanitarium.  It  is  about  one 
hundred  miles  from  Bangkok,  near  the -range 
of  mountains  dividing  Siam  from  Tenassarim. 
Maha  Mongknt  built  a  beautiful  palace  on  the 
summit  of  a  hill  near  the  town,  and  the  King 
and  a  part  of  his  court  usually  spend  a  portion  of 
the  summer  there. 

Chantabon,  near  the  Cambodian  frontier,  is  an 
important  commercial  town,  which  is  now,  at 
least  temporarily,  in  praotioal  possession  of  the 
French.  Chiengmai,  in  Northern  Siam,  is  also 
a  flourishing  town  of  growing  importance  for  its 
trade. 

About  thirty  miles  from  Bangkok  is  Meklong, 
near  the  mouth  of  the  Meklong  River,  a  town 
noted  as  the  birthplace  of  the  famous  Siamese 
Twins,  Chang  and  Eng.  They  wera  brought  to 
this  country  by  a  New  England  sea  captain  in 
1829,  being  at  that  time  about  eighteen  years  old. 
The  singular  way  in  which  they  were  joined  to- 
gether at  the  side  attracted  great  attention  from 
the  public  and  from  scientific  men.  For  many 
years  they  were  exhibited  publicly ;  but  having 
gained  a  moderate  fortune,  they  settled  quietly  on 
a  farm  in  North  Carolina,  and  married  two  sistera. 
After  the  war,  needing  money/  they  gave  exhi- 
bitions on  their  own  accDunt;<  but  soon  returned 
to  North  Carolina,  where  they  lived  until  their 
death.  They  wei-e  intelligent,  and.  able  to  do 
many  kinds  of  work.  Apparently  they  thought 
alike,  and  acted  in  unison,  but  this  was  believed 
to  be  the  result  at  habit.  Scientific  men  were  of 
the  opinion  that  the  connection  between  them 
could  not  be  safely  severed,  though  they  advised 
the  experiment  in  case  of  the  death  of  either. 
The  twins  did  not  wish  to  be  separated  ;  they 
even  directed  in  their  wills  that  tliey  should  not 
be  parted  in  death.  Chang  was  at  length  at- 
tacked with  partial  paralysis,  and>  on  January 
17th,  1874,  suddenly  became  .worse  and  died. 
When  Eng  found  his  lifelong  companion  was 
dead  he  was  seized  with  such  fear  and  agony  tlrat 


he  became  insane,  and  died  two  hours  after  his 
brother,  the  twins  being  then  about  sixty-three 
years  old. 

Scattered  here  and  there  throughout  the  city 
of  Bangkok  rise  the  glittering  spires  of  number- 
less pagodas,  one  of  the  most  noted  of  which  is 
the  Wat  Cheng.  Bell-shaped,  with  a  tapering 
spire  about  250  feet  in  height,  its  exterior  is 
wrought  into  fantastic  mosaic,  with  pieces  of  brill- 
iantly colored  glass,  porcelain  and  marble  set  in 
plaster  to  form  figures  of  animals  and  plants.  In 
the  Wat  Poh  is  the  gigantic  image  of  the  Sleep- 
ing Idol,  150  feet  long  and  40  high,  overlaid  with 
plate  gold,'  the  soles  of  the  huge  feet,  16  feet 
long,  being  inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl,  in  curi- 
ous designs. 

The  Wat  Phra  Kean,  or  Temple  of  the  Emerald 
Idol,  is  the  most  remarkable  and  gorgeous  in 
Bangkok.  Walls,  columns,  roofs  and  windows  are 
overlaid  with  gold  and  mother-of-pearl.  Mytho- 
logical figures  cover  the  ceiling.  The  altar  is  a 
marvel  of  magnificence — a  pyramid,  terminating 
in  a  golden  spire,  100  feet  high,  and  surrounded 
by  not  less  than  a  thousiand  curious  and  precious 
idols.  Prominently  placed  in  a  niche,  at  a  height 
of  60  feet,  is  the  noted  Emerald  Idol,  an  im- 
age only  about  12  inches  high  by  8  wide,  but  a 
glittering  mass  of  gems.  Apparently,  all  sorts  of 
precious  stones  were  mixed  in  the  metal  while  ytt 
molten,  making  a  combination  of  extreme  rich- 
ness. ,  There  is  a  legend  current  among  the  Si- 
amese that  Buddha  himself  alighted  in  the 
form  of  a  great  emerald  upon  this  adored  effigy, 
and  by  a  sudden  flash  of  lightning  conjured  the 
temple  and  thc^ltar  from  the  earth,  to  inclose 
and  enthrone  himself. 

.The  floor  about  the  altar  is  paved  with  polished 
brass,  brilliantly  reflecting  the  lighted  tapers 
which  have  burned  tiuqnenched  for  more  than  a 
century.  The  reigning  monarch  worships  in  the 
Temple  of  the  Emerald  Idol.  Here,  entering  by  a 
private  pa6S;ige  from  the  royal  harem,  tjie  women 
of  the.  court  como  for  special  religious  services; 
here.tiie  nobles  take  the  oath  of  allegiance  to  the 
King;  and  here  are  performed  certain  important 
ceremonies  connected  with  the  royal  family; 
while  the  priests,  with  never-ceasing  vigilance, 
watch.tho  sacred  fire  that  burns  before  the  altar, 
the  going  out  of  which  would  be  regarded  as  a 
calamity^of  direful  import  to  Siam. 
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THE    SILVER    SHAFTS.* 

By  FRANCES  SWANN  WILLIAMS. 


Chapter  X, —  (Continued). 


J  HE  clock  in  the  gloomy 
^>  upper  hall  struck  half- 
put  three  when  Marion 
uiid  Oscar  stood  before 
the  priest  in  the  library. 
He  vaa  the  rector  of  the 
clinrcb,  to  which  Oscar 
contrlbtited  largely.  Hia 
pale,  grave  cotnitenaiice 
ct'inced  a  sense  of  the 
Bolemnity  of  the  occasion. 
Oscar  looked  nncomfortable  and  out  of  temper, 
while  Marion  evinced  the  triumph  of  emancipatioJi 
from  bonds.  She  exulted  in  the  golden  perspec- 
tivr,  with  no  Ihonglit  of  fuith  and  tenderness  to 
the  man  she  vowed  to  honor  and  love.  Througli 
nil  llie  gorgeous  vistit  Marion  bore  in  mind  solely 
his  money.  Mrs.  Melvern  bent  her  head  with 
great  reverence  and  furtively  watched  the  coal 
bnrii  out.  The  snow  fell  steadily.  The  flakes 
beat  a  depressing  monototie  on  the  window  panes. 
Nobody  smiled  in  overweening  joy.  Everybody 
shivered  in  the  drear  chill  of  tlio  December  snow. 
TJie  two  guests  proSered  congratulations,  which 
Oscar  received  with  an  effort  at  politeness.  Mrs. 
Melvcrn,  efltisivcly  affected,  wiped  her  eyes,  while 
filie  moved  a  silken  cushion  out  of  harm's  way. 
Marion  alone  seemed  in  radiant  beauty  and  charm- 
ing good  humor.  She  talked  of  their  tour  South, 
•»■  and  made  piqnant  replies.  Her  annt  rendered 
herself  a  valuable  auxiliary  at  dinner.  The  good 
cheer  and  costly  wine  warmed  her  sordid  soul  into 
affectionate  gush  and  flippancy  toward  all  parties. 
"And  now,"  she  observed,  as  the  guests  at 
lost  drove  away,  "I  will  baie  all  those  good 
ToL  IXXVnL,  Ko.  1—5.  •  Began  in  the 


things  carried  to  my  room.  Yon  see,  I  just  turned 
the  keys  in  the  dining-room  doors  to  keepout  the 
servants.  Tiiey  haven't  had  a  morsel  of  auything, 
and  they  won't  get  it  V 

She  drew  tho  keys  from  her  pocket  in  eager 
glee.  Mrs.  Melvern  meant  to  havo  quitted  the 
room  to  see  after  her  plunder,  when  her  purpose 
for  the  time  was  thwarted.  The  door  opened 
quietly,  and  Flora  stood  on  the  threshold.  Little 
flakes  of  snow  studded  tlie  plumes  of  her  hat. 
Still  nnmelted  and  coldly  white,  they  gleamed  in 
tho  radiance  of  the  chandelier.  Her  face  was  no 
less  pallid.  A  set,  hopeless  melancholy  seemed  to 
iiave  settled  upon  the  delicate  features.  A  minor 
chord  of  heartbreaking  pain  echoed  in  the  plaint- 
ive voice. 

"  My  rooms  are  locked.  Will  yon  give  me  the 
keys  ?"  she  asked,  turning  her  great  sad  eyes  on 
Mrs,  Melvern. 

"Your  rooms!"  reiterated  the  elder  woman, 
her  face  darkening  ominously.  "They  are  my 
rooms,  and  they  are  locked,  and  what  is  more, 
they  will  stay  locked.  I've  spent  my  money  on 
you  long  enough.  You  must  go  somewhere  else. 
You  have  made  away  with  all  those  diamonds  be- 
longing to  my  brother.  You  have  been  to  the 
jail,  and  now  I  say  yon  have  tho  effrontery  to 
return  here  and  expect  me  to  give  you  shelter  I 
I  won't  do  it — I  won't  harbor  you  one  minute. 
Go,  I  say !" 

"Will  you  let  me  stay  hero  to-night?  It  is 
dark  and  cold,  and  1  am  a  stranger.  I  have  no 
friends  and  no  shelter.  Will  you  give  mo  shelter 
one  night,  and  then  I  will  go  away  and  never  re- 
turn ?" 
March  number. 
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The  niasical,  pathetic  tones,  with  that  agony 
of  puiu  Tibratipg  through  them,  ceased  suddenly. 
The  sorrowful  eyes  wandered  from  one  to  the 
other  in  mute  ^appeal.  She  looked  so  fair  and 
small  and  dainty.  She  seemed  so  hopeless  and 
broken-hearted.  It  was  small  charity  she  craved, 
but  she  crayed  it  vainly. 

"You  won't  retarn,  my  lady— no,  you  won't 
return  here,  and  you  will  go  to-night !"  taunt- 
ingly answered  Mrs.  Melvern,  rattling  the  keys. 
^*  Didn't  you  carry  oflF  every  diamond  and  jewel 
my  brother  gave  you  ?    Answer  me  that !" 

Flora  brushed  her  white  ungloved  hand  over 
her  eyes ;  neither  tears  nor  gloom  obscured  her 
vision.  She  gazed  past  them,  and  avoiding  the 
relentless  stare  of  those  merciless  eyes,  shrank 
away  with  a  shiver. 

<*Yes,  I  have  taken  them  away — they  were 
mine,"  she  began,  slowly. 

**  How  dare  yon  do  that  ?"  broke  out  the  woman 
fronting  her.  **  Who  has  fed  and  lodged  yon 
mouths  and  months  ?  Pay  me  for  that  out  of 
all  your  money.  Pay  me  for  what  yon  have  d»* 
f  randed  me.  Pay  me,  I  say — ^your  pockets  are  so 
full  of  money  V 

George  Chandos's  sister  was  strong  and  menac- 
ing. George  Chandos's  danghter  was  fragile  and 
shrinking.  Whether  with  cold  or  fear,  Flora 
shuddered  perceptibly. 

''  I  have  no  money/' she  said,  in  a  low,  difficult 
tone.  ''The  diamonds  have  been  disposed  of, 
but  the  money  is  not  mine." 

The  shrewish  countenance  grew  purple  with 
rage.  Mrs.  Melvern  advanced  a  step  closer,  sway- 
ing excitedly  from  side  to  side.  The  mention  of 
money  upon  which  she  might  have  dosed  her 
griffes  stirred  her  sordid  soul  to  its  depths.  Mar- 
ion laughed  an  incredulous  laugh.  Oscar  moved 
nncomfortablv. 

''Not  yours,  you  pale-faced  beggar  I  I  suppose 
not.  You  have  given  it  to  the  man  who  mur- 
dered my  brotlicr.  Yon  are  paying  lawyers  with 
my  brother's  ujoney.  You  sold  those  diamonds 
for  Lawrence  !" 

She  looked  infuriated  enough  to  fly  at  the 
beautiful  creature  gazing  upon  her  with  such 
hopeless  misery  in  her  eyes. 

"  I  sold  them  for  Lawrence,"  echoed  Flora,  a 
quivering  accent  upon  the  name  she  loved. 

"If  you  think  that  will  clear  him  you  are  mis- 
taken," burst  in  Oscar,  angrily.  ''  I'll  double  the 
sum.  You  shall  not  acquit  him." 

Neither  wonder  nor  resentment  came  into  the 
weary,  aching  eyes.  Oscar's  brutality  failed  to 
move  or  break  the  dreadful,  hopeless  apathy  hold- 
ing her.  She  lifted  her  hand  in  a  gesture  of  en- 
treaty. 


''  I  have  acquitted  him  of  the  crime,  before  God 
and  man." 

"  It's  false  !"  screamed  Mrs.  Melvern.  **  You 
have  given  the  diamonds  to  a  murderer.  Now 
leave  this  house  this  minute,  I  say."  She  flung 
back  the  door  wildly  in  her  rage  !    "  Go,  I  say." 

''I  am  a  stranger,  friendless  and  helpless.  Let 
me  stay  one  night — it  is  cold  and  dark — let  me 
stay  just  one  night !" 

The  slender  little  hands  folded  together  in 
prayerful  entreaty.  The  wistful  eyes,  grand, 
dusky  and  terribly  mournful,  sought  Marion. 
They  were  lifted  imploringly.  They  dropped  de- 
spairingly. Marion  turned  from  her  without  a 
spark  of  human  pity. 

"  It  is  cold  and  dark,  and  I  am  afraid  !"  she 
murmured,  with  touching  pathos. 

**  You  ought  to  be  afraid  !"  shrieked  Mrs.  Mel- 
vern. "  You've  robbed  me  and  murdered  my 
brother.  You  sha'n't  stay  one  minute  eating  my 
bread ;  it's  sinful  to  keep  you.  Go  out  of  my 
house !    Do  you  hear  ? — ^go !" 

Seizing  her  soft  arm  with  those  muscnlar  fin- 
gers, the  old  crone  pushed  the  girl  rudely  along 
the  hall.  ''  Now  take  yourself  off,  and  never  let 
me  set  eyes  on  yon  again.  I  don't  care  if  you  die 
on  the  highroad — go — go  !" 

The  woman  hurled  back  the  bolts  with  angry 
swiftness,  and  threw  open  the  great  hall  door. 
The  beating  snow  drifted  in.  The  wintry  wind 
blew  icily  through  the  hall.  The  beautiful  young 
face  was  white  and  hopeless.  Heartache  and  drear 
hopelessness  grooved  themselves  in  the  flexile 
lineaments.  The  icy  gale  whistled  outside.  The 
freezing  snow  already  whitened  the  folds  of  her 
dress.  **  Go  out  of  my  house  and  die  if  yon  choose  ! 
Go— go !" 

Flora  moved  to  the  door  slowly,  and  then  the 
white  face  and  delicate  little  figure  passed  out  in 
the  murk  and  blackness  of  the  starless  December 
night.  The  door  swung  back  with  savage  vigor. 
The  bolts  shot  into  their  places.  They  had  turned 
her  adrift.  They  had  cast  her  out — poor  little 
Flora — and  no  one  cared !  The  snow  beat  its 
weird  muffled  monotone  on  the  panes.  The  blast 
howled  around  the  casements  of  George  Chandos's 
forsaken  home.  The  deadly  winter  storm  raged 
abroad.  The  night  was  cold  and  black,  and 
George  Chandos's  darling  was  out  in  the  night. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THS     UNEXPSCrrXO     WITN 


Monday  was  court  day  in  the  county  town. 
The  tribunal  drew  neighboring  farmers  over  the 
muddy  tracks  known  as  roads  to  the  oourthonse. 
They  jogged  sleepily  through  mire  and  slush  to 
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the  village  inn.  Tliey  talked  lazily  over  the 
county  gossip,  and  gave  aociirate  information  as 
to  the  weather  this  time  last  year,  and  the  year 
before,  and  countless  yeara  pr eoeding  that.  Most 
of  them  related  what  their  fathers  had  told  them 
cf  the  weather  in  their  time.  Some  of  them 
even  recalled  that  their  grandfathers  had  kncwn 
just  snch  weather  in  their  day.  They  gave  sta- 
tistics  as  to  the  day  they  sowed  wheat  and  planted 
corn  this  year  and  last  year.  They  oaloalated 
laboriously  the  tobaooo  housed  and  grain  lofted. 
They  were  good-natured  and  patient,  with  a  uni- 
versal disposition  to  excuse  all  sbortoomings  and 
be  lenient  to  all  crimes.  Later  on  the  county 
gentry  with  few  exceptions  began  to  appear. 

Matters  of  infinite  interest  drew  them  thither. 
Two  of  the  oldest  and  proudest  families  combined 
to  arouse  deep  feeling.  Oiiandcs  was  missing. 
Lawrenoe  Lawrence  '' of  Orayfriars/'  as  they  still 
termed  him,  was  on  trial  for  the  murder  of  Ohan- 
dos.  The  two  great  themes  banished  even  politics. 
The  throng,  plebeian  and  patrician,  were  to  all  in- 
tents indolent  and  good-natured.  They  were 
always  polite  and  courteous,  but  the  throng,  plebe- 
ian and  patrician,  was  a  dangerous  one  with  which 
to  meddle.  A  strong  sprinkling  of  grimy  miners 
from  the  Orevaese  became  more  distinctly  percepti- 
ble as  the  day  wore  on.  One  or  two  trifling  matters 
were  disposed  of,  and  then  the  great  criminal 
case  was  called.  The  sight  of  the  bold,  handsome 
face  and  grand  physique  of  Lawrence  revived 
anxious  hearts. 

^*  Thar'il  be  nowhar  atop  ob  dis  yeth  fo'  dem 
Harveys  ef  Marse  Lawrence  gits  shet  ob  de  law 
en  comes  out'u  dis,''  muttered  Barney,  catching 
a  glimpse  of  the  lofty  head  from  a  place  outside 
the  door. 

''Beckon  Oscar  Harvey's  done  his  best  to  ketch 
up  the  Lawrences,  but  it  waVt  never  a  sure 
thing  provin'  murder,"  significantly  commented 
a  sturdy  countryman  to  old  Sandy,  from  the  Cre- 
vasse. 

''Gurse  Oscar  Harvey  I"  belligerently  retorted 
Sandy,  and  the  malediction  was  echoed  by  half  a 
score  of  miners  behind  him. 

**  Mayhap  he'll  laugh  t'other  side  of  his  ornary 
mouth  afore  the  thing's  up,*'  added  another,  as 
Oscar,  sleek  and  smiling,  pushed  his  way  into  the 

courtroom. 

He  had  married  Mrs.  Melvern's  niece,  which 
entitled  him  to  recognition  as  one  of  the  family. 
Oscar  listened  to  a  brief  word  or  two  from  his 
lawyer,  then  sat  down  to  watch  the  chances  of 
conviction.  His  eyes  wandered  over  the  sea  of 
faces  confronting  him,  but  his  glance  never  en- 
countered that  of  the  man  he  hated  and  feared. 
Lawrence  sat  in  the  prisoner'a  box,  and  Osoar  was 


at  liberty.  His  lion  might  be  caged,  »neverthe- 
less  his  lion  was  not  dead.  An  irrepressible  ex- 
ultation gleamed  in  his  countenance.  A  great 
stride  forward  had  been  made  to-day,  in  the  hor- 
rible humiliation  he  achieved  for  this  last  of  the 
old  Uenored  race  his  fathers  had  served — with 
how  much  or  how  little  of  fidelity  Oscar  himself 
could  best  say.  fie  dared  not  faoe  those  fiery, 
dauntless  eyes,  or  meet  the  barbaric  foroe  and 
will  in  the  countenance  of  the  man  in  the  pris- 
oner's box. 

Bland  and  Oostyn  had  no  shadow  of  anxiety 
open  their  countenances.  Gostyn  seemed  depre- 
cating and  regretful.  He  took  incessant  pinches 
of  snuff,  muttering:  ''Such  a  beautiful  case 
spoiled  I — touch  and  go  between  acquittaland  con- 
viction.'' Mr.  Bland  gave  token  of  an  nnderlying 
gravity  tempering  his  satisfaction.  Mrs.  Melvern 
and  Marion,  both  evincing  an  excited  state  of 
mind,  waited  in  an  anteroom.  The  elder  woman 
apparently  remembered  her  bereavement  with 
more  acute  grief  than  ever  before.  She  enunci- 
ated venomous  invectives  against  Lawrence  and 
pronounced  gushing  eulogies  upon  ''her  poor 
dear  brother.^  Mrs.  Melvern  enjoyed  her  promi- 
nence in  grief.  Marion  delighted  in  her  new  im- 
portance as  the  bride  of  the  reputed  richest  land- 
bolder  in  all  the  countryside.  The  coal  mines 
gave  indubitable  evidence  of  great  wealth  in  the 
future,  and  they  were  on  Ghandos  Manor  and 
Grayfriars  estates.  Everybody  understood  that 
Marion  had  been  chosen  as  Mrs.  Melvern's  heir- 
ess. No  one  quite  comprehended  how  enormously 
rich  the  quondam  steward  and  his  wife  might  be- 
come. Speculation  ran  rife  on  their  revenues, 
and  many  were  the  significant  words  and  hints 
let  fall  by  Marion  to  enhance  the  impression. 

"They  won't  need  our  evidence — I  am  sure  of 
that.  My  poor  dear  darling  George  never  left 
that  breakwater;  and  if  he  never  left  it  of  course 
that  dreadful  wretch  made  away  with  him,"  it- 
erated Mrs.  Melvern  to  the  half*dozen  gentlemen 
paying  their  respects  to  Ghandos's  sister.  Her 
grief  deepened  in  proportion  to  the  known 'friend- 
ship of  her  audience  for  Colonel  Ghandos. 

"  Possibly  not,  madam.  We  will  hope  for  the 
best.  There  was  no  motive.  Poor  Ghandos,  you 
remember,  had  always  been  a  successful  and  sa- 
gacious speculator.  Reverses  fell  heavily  upon 
him,"  suggested  Judge  Blanton,  with  some  hesi- 
tation. 

"Why  need  he  have  had  reverses,  my  dear 
judge  V*  rather  playfully  asked  Ghandos's  sister, 
leaning  very  near  the  fine*looking  gentleman,  and 
putting  her  wrinkled  face,  with  its  sinister  lines, 
disagreeably  close  to  his.  "  Why  did  he  not  juet 
explain  to  me  that  he  wanted  a  little  time  V* 
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''1  was  under  the  impression  that  he  did  do 
so/'  rather  hastily  returned  Judge  Blanton,  re- 
treating a  step  or  two  further  from  tiie  un tempt- 
ing countenance,  whose  tints  and  charms,  what- 
ever they  may  have  once  heen,  had  long  since 
given  place  to  the  graven  imagery  of  a  ruling  pas- 
sion. 

The  penumbra  of  youth  and  comeliness  had 
^vanished  years  ago.    The  hard,  selfish,  unscrupu- 
lous nature,  with  its  greed  of  gain,  effaced  all 
else  from  the  woman's  features. 

"Great  Heaven!"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Melvern, 
quite  untroubled  by  deafness.  "  I  never  heard  of 
such  a  thing.  My  poor  dear  brother  knew  he 
only  had  to  make  me  understand  that  he  needed 
time.  I  would  have  given  him  the  legacy — he 
knew  that.  What  did  a  poor  old  woman  like  my- 
self want  with  th:it  money  ?  I  would  have  given 
every  dollar  hud  I  supposed  he  needed  it.  He 
never  mentioned  a  syllable  of  it — I'll  kiss  the 
Bible  that  ho  did  not !"  protested  Dorothy  Mel- 
vern, warming  up  with  her  subject.  "He  might 
have  had  time,  and  then  he  would  never  have 
gone  to  that  breakwater.  Poor  dear  George  I  I 
meant  to  have  just  handed  him  every  penny  of 
the  money  when  I  received  it.  You  know,"  she 
added,  dropping  her  voice  into  a  confidential 
whisper  and  evincing  a  disposition  to  advance  the 
dyed  head  distressingly  close  to  the  fastidious 
gentleman,  "I  lost  nearly  all  that  legacy.  If  I 
can  make  a  little  out  of  the  coal  it  will  sustain  me 
wlien  I  get  old,  but  I  don'c  pretend  to  conceal  the 
f.ict  that  I  am  poor.  I  am  so  honest,  my  dear 
Blanton,  I  can't  make  any  pretense.  Sister  Me- 
tt'lhi  and  Sister  Sarah  used  to  say :  '  Dorothy, 
you  are  too  honest  and  generous.'  I'd  give  away 
millions  if  I  had  tlieni ;  and  I  didn't  mind  George's 
spending  all  that  legacy.  I'll  kiss  the  Bible  I  was 
glad  of  it !" 

"It  is  to  be  regretted  that  your  brother  did 
not  confide  in  vou  at  that  crisis  in  his  affairs," 
observed  the  gentleman,  doubtfully. 

"My  dear  Blanton,  it  was  that  dreadful  girl 
who  kept  him  from  doing  so,"  averred  Mrs.  Mel- 
vern, gloomily.  "If  he  had  said  one  word  I 
would  have  given  him  the  legacy,  every  penny. 
I  W21S  always  generous  to  my  poor  dear  brother, 
and  I  didn't  mind  losing  all  that  money.  You 
see,  I  am  accustomed  to  limited  means,  and  that 
U  why  I  really  did  not  care  in  the  least  that  he 
«pent  my  legacy." 

"You  are,  no  doubt,  very  good,  madam.  I 
should  have  supposed  that  the  coal  found  would 
far  more  than  make  up  the  deficit.  Everything 
went  to  you  that  my  unfortunate  friend  pos- 
sessed  " 

"Certainly  everything  came  to  me," interrupted 


Mrs.  Melvern,  eagerly — "every  penny.  Who  else 
should  have  it  ?  Pray  don't  mention  it,  judge,  to 
anyone,  but  I  am  hardly  as  well  off  as  I  was  be- 
fore— the  expense,  you  know.  Well,  well,  come 
and  see  Marion  ;  she  will  be  delighted  to  have 
you  dine  or  spend  a  few  days  with  us.  We  will 
give  you  some  of  the  fine  old  wine  from  the  Gray- 
friars  cellars.  Do  come,  and  bring  your  wife  and 
daughter.  Marion  has  plenty  of  room.  You 
were  always  such  a  friend  to  poor  dear  George, 
and  so  kind  to  him,  I  never  can  forget  it.  Do 
come  and  see  Marion,  and  bring  all  the  family." 

A  vivid  recollection  of  grand  dinners  and  de- 
jetlners  at  Chandos  ^lanor  crossed  Judge  Blan- 
ton's  mental  vision.  He  thought  of  the  famoaa 
hunts  on  the  Ghandos  estates,  whore,  if  the  game 
was  shy,  the  old  wine  and  wonderful  luncheons 
consoled  the  sportsmen.  Ho  thought  of  it  all, 
and  speculated  somewhat  in  grim  humor  as  to 
how  he  could  ever  have  been  kind  to  Chandos. 
The  Pacific  speculator  seemed  in  those  days 
beyond  the  reach  of  kindness,  by  reason  of  his 
lavish  wealth.  He  was  beyond  it  now,  for  anght 
anybody  knew,  because  of  his  misfortunes.  • 

"Be  sure  to  come,  my  dear  judge.  I'll  never 
forget  your  kindness  to  my  dear  darling  brother. 
— Eh,  what  is  it,  Oscar  ?" 

She  broke  off  shortly  as  Oscar  appeared  in  the 
doorway.  His  countenance  wore  a  haggard,  an- 
gry look  of  alarm. 

"  Do  they  want  us,  Oscar  ?" 

"  Nobody  wants  you,"  roughly  answered  Oscar, 
glancing  at  Marion. 

"When  will  they  want  us  ?"  persisted  her  aunt 

"They  are  not  likely  to  want  you  at  all,'' was 
the  short  reply. 

"I'll  tell  them  the  whole  story.  Thej  must 
convict  that  murderer,"  asserted  Mre.  Melvern. 

"They  won't  need  you  to  tell  the  whole  story, 
and  they  won't  convict  the  murderer  either." 

Oscar's  tone  and  manner  manifested  a  smolder- 
ing rage.  Evidently  developments  in  the  trial 
of  his  enemy  failed  to  please  him.  He  glanoed  at 
Marion  again  and  again.  She  had  been  his  wife 
only  a  few  days,  nevertheless  her  rich  costamo 
of  black  velvet  betokened  Oscar's  liberality.  Mar- 
ion presented  a  fine  picture  at  that  moment. 
Dress  enhanced  the  brunette  coloring.  Her  faoo 
gloued.  Her  spirits  rose  into  sparkling  vivacity. 
The  roll  of  grande  dame  constituted  the  one 
great  part  in  life's  drama  she  was  ambitious  of 
playing.  Oscar  apparently  observed  her  brilliant 
appearance  with  more  of  interest  than  usual.  He 
listened  in  moody  silence  to  her  vivacious  chatter, 
and  marked  the  change  in  her  manner  and  style 
wrought  in  the  last  few  days.  He  could  never 
explain  in  the  future  why  he  noted  ribbons  and 
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(olora,  mftaner  and   laughter  &t  that  moment,  hatreil,  defined  iteelf  on  Iniman  features,  it  waa- 

wlioQ  neither  wit  nor  epigram  brought  a  amile  to  there  on  tlie  face  of  Mitrioii's  liiiBhand.     She  per- 

his  comprossed  lips.     O^car  leaned   against  the  ceived the  cowaidicoiuid smiled  ecornfitlly.   "You 

door,  viaibly  disturbed  and  sullenly  reticent.     He  had  best  go  home  at  once  with  old  Melvem,  and 

then  crossed  the  room  to  where  Miirion  sat,  but-  answer  no  questions  if  jou  can  hold  your  tongue," 

toning  an  exquisite  Fronch  kid  around  her  shai>ely  Oscar  supplemented,  grimly,  half  starting  as  he 

Tfist.     The  gentlemen  about  tho  young  lady  had  turned  away  from  her  to  find  Ravenel  opposite 

for  the  instant  turned  their  attention  to  lively  bim. 

Mnt.  Melrern.  The  encinccr  from  the  Silver  Shafts  arrested  his 
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"Marion,"  he  said,  in  a  whisper  so  strong  and 
sibilant  that  it  reached  other  ears,  "it's  all  over, 
I'm  mined.  Tho  devil's  own  luck  Jiangs  by  him." 

"  Yon  haven't  lost  any  money,  have  you  ?"  de- 
manded Marion,  quickly. 

"  Hang  it,  no  !  Yon  will  find  out  what  I  mean 
by  to-morrow,  for  by  to-morrow  lie  will  put  a 
bullet  throngli  me  if  I  don't  bafBo  him.  I'm  a 
dead  man.  Tho  case  has  fallen  through."  IF  ever 
abject  fear,   mingling  with  a  vicious,  defeated 


glance.  A  dire  perplexity  and  cold  seTerity  was 
apparent  in  Bavenel's  manner.  He  followed  Oi- 
car  back  to  the  courtroom  in  curious  watchful- 
ness. A  stranger  occupied  the  witness  stand,  and 
was  answering  sharp  questions.  He  must  have 
just  been  called  when  Oscar  quitted  the  court- 
room to  confer  witli  Marion,  yet  Oscar  had  spoken 
positively  when  he  told  her  the  case  had  "fallen 
through." 

"  I  am  a  sailor,  and  shipped  the  day  .ifter  the 
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•evident  at  the  CreTaesey'^the  man  began  in  the 
Btrnightforward  simplicity  carrying  conviction  to 
the  moat  obstinate  of  skeptics. 

^^How  did  yon  happen  to  be  at  the  Orevasse 
on  snoh  an  event! al  night  ?^  questioned  the  law- 
yer, a  world  of  significant  snspiciop  in  the  tone. 

**  I  went  to  the  Shafts  in  the  afternoon  to  see 
my  brother.  He  is  yonder  in  the  crowd  now.  I 
staid  until  rather  late — as  late  as  I  could — and 
then  took  the  road  as  lays  past  Ghandos  Manor. 
After  I  passed  the  porter's  lodge  I  brisked  up  my 
pace,  bein'  afe»rd  of  losin'  the  express  train.  Fd 
calkerlated  on  askln'  the  hour  of  the  lodge- 
keeper,  seein'  as  he  was  an  old  mate  of  mine.'' 

**  Keep  to  your  story;^  sir  V*  tartly  interrupted  a 
lawyer. 

*'  Ay,  sir,  Tm  steeria^  straight  for'ard/'  went 
on  the  witness,  impertnrbably.  ''I  hadn't  no 
time  to  stop,  seein'  the  station  was  two  mile  off. 
I  pushed  along,  when,  jnst  before  me  on  the  road, 
nigh  on  to  whur  the  Orayfriara  Road  crosses  it, 
a  man  hove  in  sight,  traveiin'  faster  nor  me.  I 
pnt  on  more  sail  and  soon  rnn  alongside,  when  I 
found  it  was  Colonel  Chaadoa  hisself.  He  looked 
put  out  a  bit  at  seein'  me,  I  knowed  him  in  a 
minute,  although  he  was  muffled  up  more'n 
usual.  I  knowed,  too,  he  was  a  grand  gentle- 
man, as  had  as  pleasant  a  word  fur  the  men  as  fur 
the  cap'en  or  the  mate,  so  I  bespoke  him  and 
asked  the  time.  He  looked  at  his  watch.  *  It's 
twenty  minutes  to  three,'  sea  he — 'barely  timo  to 
catch  my  train.^  *  Itfk  my  train,  too,'  I  sez.  And 
we  started  on.  Jest  as  we  struck  the  Orayfriara 
Boad  we  run  on  Mr.  Oscar  Harvey,  coming  from 
toward  the  Silver  Shafts.  *  Bh,  colonel,  is  that 
you  ?*  he  sez.  '  Tes,'  sea  the  colonel,  very  short 
and  slinrp." 

An  ngly  murmur  seemed  to  break  from  the 
crowd  as  the  witness  reached  this  part  of  his  luur- 
ratioii.  A  half-suppressed  agitation,  checked, 
perhaps,  by  a  desii^  to  hear  the  sequel,  ran 
through  to  the  very  outskirts  of  the  throng.  Ka- 
venel  glanced  around  to  where  Oscar  Harvey 
stood.  Oscar  had  disappeare<1.  The  sulleifk: surge 
of  anger  from  that  sea  of  grim  faces  was  more 
than  his  cowardly  soul  might  bear.  His  nerve 
failed.  Despite  the  Harvey  wealth,  the  Harvey 
enemy  had  triumphed.  Whether  his  enmity 
blinded  him  to  the.imminent  danger  of  detection, 
or  whether  Oscar  never  remembered  the  third 
party  present  at  that  midnight  encounter  with 
the  rniued  fugitive,  no  one  could  say.  It  was 
the  smallest,  most  infinitesimal  incident — never- 
theless it  constituted  the  pivot  upon  which  the 
whole  case  turned. 

*'How  do  you  know  that  it  was  Mr.  Oscar  Har- 
vey ?"  questioned  the  opposing  counsel. 


**  I'd  seen  him  hundreds  of  times  and  knowed 
him  well,"  resumed  the  witness,  undisturbed  bj 
the  biting  acerbity  of  accent.  **  We  went  for'ard 
after  that  as  hard  as  wa  could,  headin'  for  the  sta* 
tion.  We  hadn't  no  more'n  cast  anchor  there 
afore  the  express  dashed  up  and  took  ns  aboard. 
Colonel  Ohandos  and  me  went  to  New  York.  We 
got  out  of  the  express  in  the  depot  in  New  York. 
I  knowed  jest  wnur  I  was  a*goiu',  down  to  the 
vessel  lyin'  at  the  wharf,  but  the  •colonel  he 
stood  and  looked  at  me  doubtful  like,  then  he 
walked  up  and  sei :  '  I  see  that  you  are  a  sailor.  I 
know  your  brother  at  the  Silver  Shafts.'  'Yes,' 
sea  I,  seein'  be  stepped  atid  seemed  uncomforta- 
ble;'  I  ship  to-day  fur  Rio  Janeiro.'  He  'peared 
fur  to  her  sommnt  on  liis  mind  ;  he  was  pale  and 
haggard  and  troubled  of  ftice^  and  didn't  like 
folks  noticin'  of  him.  '  Nathans,'  ses  he,  '  yon're 
an  honest  man.  I  am  ruined  and  cannot  face  the 
shame.  I  am  goinf  away  to  try  my  luck  agin. 
Nobody  knows  thai  I  have  gone.  I  will  never 
come  back  ;  the  world  has  turned  agin  me.  Will 
yon  do  me  a  faTor  ?  111  never  ask  another  of 
yon.'  He  talked  pitifnl,  fur  a  great  gentleman, 
and  looked  wussen  lie  talUed.  'I'll  do  anything 
whatsomdever  I  lin,'ses  I.  'Very  good,'  sez 
he.  *  Will  yon  never  tell  anyone  that  yon  have 
seen  me  here  ?  I  am  running  away,  Nathans — 
will  you  keep  my  secret  P  *  Til  keep  dark,  sir. 
Yoo  needn't  be  so  downhearted — you'll  come  out 
with  your  sails  llyipff*  I'll  let  'em  cut  my  tongue 
out  afore  I'll  tfiill  of  yoit/  And,  your  honor,"  sup- 
plemented the  witneap,  emphatically,  <'  if  I  hadn't 
a-found  a  gentleman  up  for  murderin^  Colonel 
Ohandos  Pd  oerer  a^wbispered  it  to  anybody.^ 

'^  Is  that  the  last  yea  saw  of  Colonel  Chandoa  ?" 
demanded  theoounsel. 

**  I  saw  him  .agin,  goin'  aboard  of  a  coastwise 
vessel  bound  for  Tampice ;  and  if  Colonel  Ohan- 
dos is  Hvin^  bels  in  Mexico  now,  fur  that's  where 
he  shipped  for.  It  can't  do  him  no  harm  to  tell 
it  now.'' 

The  witness  |iansed,  and  glanced  about  him 
with  evident  satisfaction.  The  crowd  which  had 
listened  in  breathless  silence  swayed  with  a  low 
growl  of  something  not  good  to  hear.  It  savored 
too  much  of  a  retributive  whisper.  Nevertheless 
a  hush  fell  swiftly  upon  them  as  the  lawyer  cross- 
examined  the  witness  with  nnusual  sharpness. 
Wholly  in  vain.  Neither  skepticism  nor  ridicule 
shook  the  man's  statement.  He  had  told  his 
story,  and  in  every  particular  he  maintained  its 
verity. 

*'  He's  a  free  man,  Lawrence  is,  and  we  can 
find  Chandos  if  we  want  him  I"  triumphantly  ex- 
claimed Ravenel. 

"  Yes,  he  is  a  free  man  to  all  intents  now,"  re- 
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plied  Mr.  Bland,  slowly;  ''bat  we  don't  want 
GhandoB.  Poor  fellow!  we  won't  farther  humili- 
ate him.  Elia  sister,  I  fiancy,  is  not  overcome 
with  anxiety  to  see  him  again,  seeing  that  she  de* 
libemtely  rained  him.  There  are  other  things 
before  Lawrenoe,  I  fear  me,  to  mar  the  joy  of  re- 
lease/' 

The  orowd  still  hung  around  the  courthouse. 
The  short  Deoember  day  waned.  The  early  De- 
cember dusk  gathered.  The  grimy  miners  aug- 
mented in  number,  and  held  angry  discussions 
in  scattering  groups  of  burly  men.  The  good- 
natured,  pleasant-voiced  farmers  lingered  and 
asked  each  other  for  Oscar  Harvey. 

**  Oscar  Harvey  !"  the  crowd  demanded.  But 
no  one  could  tell  them  of  Oscar. 

"Ay,  he's  gone  back  to  the  Silver  Shafts,  may- 
hap to  see  whether  the  young  fellow  La  Pros  rests 
easy  in  his  grave,'' significantly  hinted  old  Sandy, 
smoking  and  waiting*  All  of  them  were  waiting, 
nobody  knew  why. 

''He's  like  to  tarn  over  in  his  coffin  when 
Oscar  Hanrey  crosses  it,  and  so  will  the  rest  of 
the  poor  fellows  1"  dropped  in  the  same  suggestive 
meaning  from  another  dark-faced  occupant  of  the 
coal  pit. 

The  men  were  as  sullen  as  Oscar  himself  had 
ever  been.  Plainly  an  evil  suspicion  connected 
him  with  the  terrible  accident  at  the  breakwater. 
A  smoldering  desire  to  avenge  their  hapless  fel- 
lowe  and  their  favorite  Lawrence  burned  within 
them* 

"  It's  as  much  as  our  bread-  and  butter's  worth- 
to  meddle  akmg  of  him,"  prudently  observed 
Sandy,  as  Bavenel  passed. 

"Meddle  with  Oscar  Harvey,  do  you  mean  P" 
inquired  Bavenel,  pausing  abruptly. 

"Ay,  sir,  'twere  of  him  we  wiui  a^talkin'. 

"  Leave  him  to  Lawrence,"  retorted  Savenel, 
shortly.     "Yon  all  know  Ijawrenoe." 

Bavenel  hurried  on  to  the  crowded  little  inn, 
wondering  to  himself  why  the  crowd  did  not  dis- 
perse, and  why  they  hung  so  persistently  around 
the  courthouse  and  inn. 

.  "  Lawrence  is  going  to  Chandos  Manor  to  see 
Miss  Chandos,"  he  said  to  Mr.  Bland,  en  passant. 
'f  I  shall  ride  with  him." 

The  lawyer  was  turning  toward  a  small  private 
room,  but  he  paused  irresolutely  and  spoke 
slowly,  almost  with  difficulty. 

'*  Bavenel,  I  am  glad  you  can  ride  with  him. 
Lawrence  will  go  to  Ghandos  Manor ;  but  Law- 
rence will  not  see  Miss  Ghandos«  She  is  not 
there." 

"  She  was  there  four  days  ago,"  Bavenel  said, 
arrested  by  the  gravity  of  the  countenance  before 
him. 
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"Lawrence  expects^ to  see  her  to-night.  Ho 
intends  to  meet  the  man  he  meant  to  shoot  to- 
morrow— he  will  do  neither.  I  am  glad  you  are 
going ;  but  take  my  word  for  it,  neither  mar- 
riage nor  duel  will  take  place." 

The  lawyer  closed  the  door  after  him. 

"There's  something  wrong  at  tlie  manor  houre. 
Lawrence  will  go  mad  if  Oscar  escapes  him  now." 
muttered  the  engineer  from  the  Crevasse,  walkii>sr 
at  more  deliberate  pace  toward  the  stables.  He 
meant  to  order  his  horse,  but  the  hostlers,  drawn 
by  some  passing  commotion,  were  not  to  be  found. 
Bavenel  lighted  a  cigar  and  sauntered  out  the 
stable-yard  gate.  He  walked  along  the  dark, 
straggling  lane,  smoking  and  thinking  of  the 
strange  developments  of  the  day. 

"  Bavenel !"  came  in  a  shrill  whisper. 

The  engineer  stopped  and  peered  into  the  dark- 
ness. In  the  uncertain  starlight  he  discerned  the 
figure  of  a  man  crouched  under  the  leafless  ba8he.<3. 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  he  asked ;  but  even  as  the 
words  were  syllabled  Bavenel  recognized  Oscar 
Harvey. 

"  Do  you  think  it  is  safe  for  me  to  speak  to 
you  ?"  hurriedly  inquired  Oscar.  "Bavenel,  you 
are  employed  at  the  mines.  A  word  frorii  me 
loses  yon  your  position.  Help  me  to  eteape 
those  ruffians  and  your  salary  shall  be  doubled." 

"I  don't  want  your  bribes,"  replied  th6  en- 
gineer, a  terrible  contempt  stealing  into  his 
countenance  as  he  perceived  the  terror  and  ddw- 
ardioo  in  the  shaking  voice  and  livid  countenance. 

".Help  me  to  the  jail,  Bavenel.  God  !  Hear 
them  curse  and  howl !  I  can't  escape  ;  they  are 
everywhere,  those  devils  from  the  Crevasse.  Help 
me  to  the  jail  and  let  me  be  locked  up  there. 
Listen — ^listen  !  Ill  give  you  thousands  to  help 
me  to  the  jaiL  I  am  safer  there  than  anywhere 
else^  Lawrence  might  come  upon  me.  He  will 
kill  me  if  I  am  here  to-morrow,  and  those  devils 
will  kill  me  to-night.  Help  me,  Bavenel — they 
may  be  satisfied  if  I  am  in  jail.  Make  haste — 
make  haste — 111  make  you  rich— oh,  help  me, 
Bavenel !" 

Bavenel  hesitated. 

"  Would  it  not  be  safer  to  try  to  reach  home 
and  quit  the  neighborhood  for  a  short  time  ?"  he 
questioned. 

No,"  broke  out  Oscar  in  a  sharp,  terror-stricken 
'whisper ;  "  they  are  every where-^-everywhere.  I 
am  afraid  to  stay  here  until  -daylight.  I  must  get 
to  the  jail.  Help. me  over  the  wall,  Bavenel,  and 
I  will  give  you  anything  I  have." 

"  You  have  nothing  I  want,"  was  the  stern  re- 
sponse ;  "  but  I  can  help  yon  scale  the  back  wall 
of  the  jail.  The  men  may  fancy  they  have  an 
account  to  settle.     It  may  be  safe  if  you  insist." 


7a 


THE   SILVER   SHAFTS. 


•'Idoingifit;  tbo  jail  i»  the  best.  They  will 
tliink  I  Am  a  prisouer.  It  is  a  ruse,  Ravenel.  I 
am  safer  there  than  anywhere.  Come  on  !" 
.  "I  will  help  yon/'  briefly  replied  the  other, 
striding  on  while  Oscar  stealthily  crept  after  him. 
'^Take  a  six-shooter  or  a  stont  stick  and  go 
home  in  spite  of  them/'  Ravenel  said,  as  they 
reached  tlie  wall. 

'^  I  dare  not — I  dare  not  rnn  the  risk.  Bo  quick, 
Ravenel  I  Some  one  is  coming.  Hear  them — the 
devils  !  Give  me  a  lift,  Ravenel — for  God's  sake, 
hurry  !'* 

The  wall  was  easily  scaled.  With  some  assist- 
ance an  agile  man  might  climb  it  and  drop  un- 
harmed to  the  gronnd  on  the  other  side.  Exag- 
gerated fear  quickened  Oscars  movements.  Con- 
science reminded  him  possibly  of  deeper  cause 
for  grudge  than  any  with  which  Lawrence  accred- 
ited him.  Perhaps  the  cringing,  cowardly  nat- 
ure, with  nothing  fair  or  honorable  in  its  ele- 
ments, imagined  himself  the  victim  of  such  meas- 
ure^ as  he  meant  to  mete.  Oscar  was  flying  to 
the  prison  portals  for  safety,  liavonel  aided  him 
to  ascend  the  wall.  ^He  looked  up  at  the  pitiful 
flgnro  of  the  rich  man  contemptuously.  OdCar 
glanced  down  at  the  engineer  triumphantly. 

*'*  Go  now,  Ravenel — it's  safer.  I  won't  forget 
that  you  accommodated  me;  and  I  won't  forget 
those  ruffians  who  have  had  a  hand  in  this — you 
may  be  sure  of  tiiat.  I'm  all  right  now.  It's  a 
ruse,  you  know,  until  they  go  about  their  busi- 
ness. I'll  see  you  to-morrow.  I  will  want  to 
square  with  Lawrence  for  that  insult.  Yes,  wij 
will  meet  to-morrow — ^you  may  satisfy  Lawrence 
of  that.'' 

Oscar  spoke  from  the  top  of  the  wall  in  bland, 
smooth  tones.  Ravenel  had  moved  away  a  step, 
but  he  returned  as  Oscar  offered  this  assurance. 

*' You  will  meet  him  to-morrow  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Certainly  to-morrow,"  replied  Oscar.  "  This 
is  only  a  ruse,  you  know,  to  protect  myself  until 
I  ciin  efface  that  insult  put  upon  my  honor.  One 
cannot  bear  a  blow."  And  Oscar  disappeared  be- 
hind the  wall. 

Ravenel  listened  to  his  footsteps  scudding 
swiftly  across  the  yard.  He  heard  a  low  tap  on 
the  window  pane.  A  moment  after  the  jailer 
opened  the  door.  It  closed  again  suddenly  and 
softly,  and  Ravenel  knew  that  Oscar  was  watching 
the  crowd  from  behind  the  iron  bars. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

ALIGHT,    WITH   ▲  lUSD   GLOW   IN   THE  WEST." 


Night,  clear  and  cold  for  even  a  December 
night,  had  fallen  upon  Chandos  Manor.  The  cur- 
tains were  closed^  and  a  gentle  heat  pervaded  every 


corner  of  the  luxurious  apartment  in  the  we^t 
win|i^.  Shifting  shadows  from  the  glowing  fiiv- 
liglit  brijjhtened  or  darkened  the  rich  colorin;! 
and  handsome  furniture.  The  room  remained  sis 
Clianilos  had  left  it.  His  lavish  hand  and  artistic 
taste  had  fitted  charming  apartments,  not  for 
Flora,  but  for  Marion.  She  had  returned  with  her 
aunt  from  the  courthouse.  She  presented  the  samo 
elegant  appearance  as  she  sat  before  the  grate 
toastin?  her  slippered  feet  on  the  hmzeri  fender. 
Mrs.  Melvern  occupied  a  seat  opposite.  She  had 
prudently  changed  her  new  black  stuff  dress  for  a 
somewhat  rusty  alpaca.  The  inovitablo  check- 
ered handkerchief  and  blue  hood  resumed  their 
wonted  places  in  her  toilet.  A  checkered  shawl 
enveloped  her  shoulders.  Sho  turned  the  dress 
skirt  carefully  back  over  her  knees  to  protect  it 
from  the  fire,  and  stretched  out  her  feet  to  the 
heat.  The  brief  petticoat  still  avoided  all  prox- 
imity to  her  ankles.  Tlie  coarse  sopks,  length- 
ened into  stockings,  continued  to  do  service  upon 
the  substantial  legs  of  the  frugal  dame.  Xewly 
acquired  wealth  failed  to  lengthen  her  drapery  or 
improve  the  quality  of  her  attire. 

*'  You  were  wise  to  make  George  Ciiandos  pay 
up  that  legacy,  you  see,  aunt.  He  might  turn  up 
any  day  and  want  the  Crevasse,  now  that  thingd 
look  more  promising,''  observed  Marion,  smooth- 
ing her  black  velvet  with  the  air  of  ono  still  sur- 
prised at  wearing  anything  of  such  richness. 

"Turn  up  any  day!'*  echoed  Mrs.  Melvern.; 
*^  If  George  ventures  to  show  his  face  he  knows 
I  will  pounce  on  him  for  robbery.  He  swindled 
me  out  of  half  my  legacy,  and  because  I  am  so 
kind  as  not  to  set  the  officers  after  him  it's  no 
reason  why  I'll  have  him  meddling  with  the  little 
I've  saved — it's  not  much,"  says  Chandos's  sister, 
making  a  dive  at  her  short  petticoat  and  pullin<^ 
it  vigorously  toward  the  shoe  tops. 

Marion  laughed  in  some  scorn. 

"I've  made  my  will.  It  all  goes  to  you.  It's 
my  Christian  duty  not  to  encourage  crime.  I 
shall  not  leave  a  penny  of  it  to  George — he's 
robbed  me  shamefully.     It  goes  to  you." 

"  Did  you  give  Oscar  the  will,  aunt  ?"  inquired 
Marion,  a  swift  interest  in  her  manner. 

"  Yes  ;  and  I  saw  him  lock  it  in  the  desk  there. 
Do  you  see  after  it,  Marion  ?" 

"Yes,"  interrupted  Marion.  "You  are  so  for- 
getful, it  won't  do  for  you  to  have  the  care  of  it. 
You  never  can  make  another  at  your  age,"  re- 
minded the  younger  lady,  coolly. 

"I  am  not  the  least  forgetful,"  retorted  her 
aunt.  "  My  memory  always  comes  to  me  after  a 
bit.  I  remember  Sister  Metal  la's  sheets — nice  fine 
linen,  that  would  have  lasted  me  for  years  ;  and 
Sister  Sarah's   linen  pillowcases — she  had   them 
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fifty-fire  yeart  ago ;  and  my  chiaa  aet  I  had  when 
I  first  went  to  hontekeeping  with  Major  Melrera, 
near  sixty  yeen  baek.  I  think  it's  your  BMmory's 
failing*  aoi  mine.''  And  Mrs.  Melvem  tagged 
Tioionsly  at  the  refractory  skirt. 

''Tonr  fonr  or  five  old  ehina  enpe  without 
handles — pray  is  that  what  yon  dignify  as  year 
set  of  china  ?  1  really  fear,  annt,  yon  are  in  your 
dotage.  It  won't  do  for  yon  to  manage  all  this 
property.  Yonr  age  inralidates  anything  yon  may 
do.  Seventy-eight  is  too  old  for  perfect  faculties. 
I  nerer  saw  anyone  fail  as  yon  have,''  asseverated 
Marion. 

The  hard  old  visage  opposite  gradnally  assumed 
a  strangely  sinister  expression.  An  odd,  unafraid 
smile,  cunning  and  snhtle,  crept  around  her  re- 
pnlsive  month. 

''The  old  woman  is  not  quite  a  fool  yet,  Mar- 
ion. If  they  make  me  understand  the  business 
af  course  I  can  attend  to  it ;  but  Oscar  ought  to 
io  it  because  it  will  be  yours.  I  dont  want  to 
pay  a  lawyer  when  Oscar  can  take  the  responsi- 
bility and  see  to  my  aflhtrs.  It  saves  that  much 
for  you.    He  knows  it  all  goes  to  yon,  don't  he  T* 

Again  the  shrewd,  sinister  look  deepened  in  her 
countenance. 

**  Oh,  yes,  of  conrse  he  will  attend  to  it — yon 
are  not  fit ;  and,  by  the  way,  I  am  going  to  open 
the  drawing  rooms  and  conservatories,  and  Iwant 
those  old  covers  taken  off  the  furniture,  and  the 
shntters  opened,"  announced  Mrs.  Oscar  Harvey. 

''  No,  indeed,  Marion,  they  shall  not  be.  ./am 
going  to  keep  all  those  things  just  as  my  poor 
brother  left  them.  The  light  will  fade  the  ear- 
pets  and  curtains,  and  I  won't  have  people  sitting 
on  those  splendid  cushions  and  grand  furniture. " 

''I  shall  open  them  at  any  rate," raepeiided 
her  niece. 

Mrs.  Melvem's  countence  darkened.  A  mmsrly 
alarm  drifted  over  it. 

**  Oh,  dear,  who  is  that  ?"  she  exclaimed,  as  a 
heavy  blow  on  the  ponderous  knocker  echoed 
throngh  the  silent  mansion  and  prevented  further 
remonstrance. 

Marion  listened  expectantly.  Mrs.  Melvem 
pulled  her  hood  into  place  and  assumed  a  fasci- 
nating smile. 

''  It  is  Lawrence  !"  ejacnlated  Marion. 

*'  Lawrence  I"  cried  Mrs.  Melvem.  **  Well,  it 
is  too  late  for  supper." 

Before  she  conld  add  farther  comment  the  door 
imclosed  with  the  significant  abruptness  of  one 
who  stood  on  no  ceremony,  and  Lawrence  strode 
in.  Bavenel  and  Mr.  Bland  followed.  Lawrence 
made  no  pretense  of  deliberation.  He  accorded 
Marion  scarcely  a  glance.  His  objective  point 
was  the  old  dame. 


''Madam,  I  hear  that  Flora  Ohandoa  ia  not 
here--whOTe  is  she  ?"  be  demanded,  in  a  Toice  so 
stem  and  severe  that  no  man  living  would  have 
dared  trifle  with  the  speaker. 

"  I>ear !  dear !  what  does  he  say,  Marion  ?  Ha ! 
Speak  louder,  Lawnsnee.  I'm  so  glad  you're  oat  I 
I  knew  yon  were  innocent.  Dear !  dear  !  what  a 
shame  to  -keep  you  there  I  Ah,  yon  are  jaat  aa 
handaome  as  ever,  just  aa  yoor  father  was  before 
yon-*—    Ha  I  what  are  you  saying  ?" 

"What  have  you  done  with  Flora  Ohandoe  ?" 
repeated  Lawrence,  an  icy  bitterness  on  his  aqui- 
line features  as  he  faced  the  hypocrisy  in  hers. 

"  What  did  he  say,  Marion  ?  I  have  been  out 
in  the  wind,  and  I'm  so  deaf,  I  can't  hear.'* 

"  I  ask  yon  once  more  what  you  have  done  with 
Flora  Chandos.  They  tell  me  she  is  no  longer 
here,  and  if  she  is  not  here  I  demand  of  you 
where  she  is  and  why  she  is  not  here  I" 

Every  tone  was  incisive  and  bladelike.  That 
Lawrence  was  set  upon  an  answer  to  the  inqniry 
no  one  could  doubt,  exoept  perhaps  the  crafty 
woman  before  him. 

"  Ton  say  you  are  done  with  the  Chan  doses  ? 
I  don't  blame  you,  Lawrence.  They  have  run 
away  with  my  money,  and  I  am  done  with  them, 
too.  Hal  Speak  louder.  I  can't  hear  a  word 
you  say." 

Lawrence  turned  short  away  and  walked  np  to 
Marion. 

"  Yon  at  least  cannot  take  refuge  under  that 
pretense,"  he  said,  ooldly.  "  You  have  achieved 
your  purpose,  Mrs.  Harvey.  Chandos  is  mined 
and  Floca  is  penniless.  It  can  be  no  matter  of 
interest  to  you  to  answer  me  falsely.  Where  is 
Flora?" 

Marion'  raised  her  brilliant  eyes  slowly.  A 
strange,  indeflnable  look,  half-fear  and  half-ad- 
miration, gleamed  in  their  depths.  The  bercnlean 
beanty  of  this  jplendid  Lawrence  thrilled  her,  ss 
it  did  all  women. 

"I  donft  know^  Aunt  refused  her  a  home 
here,'.'  she*  atiswered,  briefly. 

"She  turned  her  away  without  a  moment  of 
warning  ?"  he  assefted. 

It  seemed  that  Marion  perforce  must  reply  to 
whatever  he  -mi|[ht  ask.  She  had  not  courage 
to  quibble  or  make  excuses  to  Lawrence. 

"  It  is  quite  true." 

"  Did  no  one  utter  a  word  of  remonstrance  ? 
^as  there  no  pity,  no  humanity  interposed  to 
avert  this  outrage  ?" 

Marion  shifted  her  eyes  away  from  the  deadly 
anger  freezing  his  conntenance.  She  shifted  her 
gaze,  but  held  her  peace.  A  faint  sense  of  shame 
stole  over  her.  She  fain  would  claim  that  divine 
pity,  and  wished  for  one  brief  instant  that  she 
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had  befriended  the  f oraaken  girl  in  her  extremity. 
Clearly  enough,  Marion  perceired  that  one  icindly 
word  to  liis  darling  then  wonld  hare  riTeted  this 
dominant  man  to  her  as  a  lifelong  friend.  In 
the  terrihW  silenee  she  read  her  doom,  and  yet 
■he  eonld  not  break  it  by  daiming  one  word. 
A.h»  no,  not  one  pitying,  hnmane  word — ^not  one  ! 

"  When  wae  she  driven  ont  ?**  he  went  on. 

"It  was  on  Thursday  night." 

His  conntenance  fell  in  spite  of  his  iron  will. 
The  dauntless  spirit  staggered  under  this  stroke. 
They  had  smitten  him  hard,  through  this  one 
passionate  love.  He  did  not  glance  at  Marion 
again.  Lawrence  strode  ont  of  the  room  aa  he 
came  in,  followed  by  Ravenel  and  the  lawyer. 

*^  Lawrence  !  Lawrence  !'^  called  Marion. 

He  never  heeded  nor  answered.  The  hall  doors 
shut  heavily  after  them,  and  then  Lawrence  stop- 
ped short  beside  his  horse.  He  did  not  mount — 
only  folded  his  arma  across  the  saddle,  and  laying 
h'h  face  down  upon  them,  groaned  bitterly. 

''My  poor  little  darling,  driven  out  in  the 
storm  !    Ood  forgive  them  V* 

Bavenel  tugged  at  his  mustache  gloomily.  Mr. 
Bland  sighed  as  he  said  : 

''Lawrence,  it  may  not  be  so  bad." 

"  It  is  as  bad  as  bad  can  be.  It  is  all  true  that 
Barney  has  said  ;  and,  God,  they  live  to  tell  it  I" 
he  muttered  between  his  teeth.  "If  she  had 
come  to  me,  my  delicate,  tender  little  love — if 
she  could  only  have  come  I  But  to  be  cast  ont  in 
that  frightful  storm,  and  so  timid,  so  fragile,  my 
beautiful  darling  I  Ood  be  merciful  to  her ! — ah, 
Ood  be  merciful  V*  he  groaned. 

"  Lawrence*  she  dreaded  your  displeasure.  She 
loved  yon  so  wholly  that  she  could  not  bear  to 
think  yon  might  judge  her  silence  harshly.  I 
have  told  yon  all  I  know,  and  of  the  deposition 
taken  by  Mr.  Costyn.  Believe  me  that  poor  ehild 
has  gone  ont  heartbroken  into  the  friendless 
world.  She  fancies  that  you  will  never  forgive 
her  ;  and  my  theory  is,  that  when  they  turned  her 
out  that  awful  night  she  accepted  the  inevita- 
ble and  sought  to  sunder  herself  utterly  from  all. 
She  is  far  away,  Lawrence,  wandering  from  yonr 
displeasure.  They  east  her  out,  and  she  is  gone. 
Search  for  her  elsewhere.  Flora  is  not  here. 
Tender-hearted  child,  she  left  you,  her  all,  and 
loved  you.  But  she  is  cast  away.  Heaven  knows 
where  !" 

Mr.  Bland^s  voice  quivered  as  ho  paused,  and 
Lawrence  lifted  his  head.  He  dashed  away  a  hot 
tear,  but  said  not  a  word.  For  once  his  power  of 
will  failed  him.  He  could  not  speak  again  of 
her.  They  mounted  their  horses  and  galloped 
down  the  avenue  to  the  highroad.  Nobody  spoke 
for  miles  of  the  way.     They  were  more  than  half 


the  distance  to  the  village  when  the  night  appar- 
ently grew  alight.  A  red  glow  had  been  percep- 
tible in  the  western  horizon.  Each  observed  it. 
Nobody  remarked  it.  They  were  ascending  the 
hill  above  the  village.  The  night  breeze  blew 
faint  odors  of  fire ;  then  oinders,  ever  and  anon, 
against  their  faces.  The  sky  was  all  aglow — the 
country  alight.  The  breeze  set  steadily  from  the 
west,  and  the  atmosphere  thickened  with  shadowy 
wreaths  of  smoke.  A  crackle  and  hiss  and  roar 
of  flames,  blazing  and  tearing  with  appalling  fury, 
seemed  to  overwhelm  all  other  sounds.  Ravenel 
uttered  a  cry  of  horror.  He  had  reached  the 
summit  first.  "Oreat  Heavens  P  be  ejaculated. 
'*  They  are  burning  the  jail  1" 
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They  were  burning  the  jail,  as  Ravenel  had 
said.  Who  had  fired  the  building  ?  None  of  the 
moody  men  thronging  the  snrronnding  space 
seemed  able  to  say.  Wiiat  they  did  tell  was  cer- 
tainly nothing.  Lawrence  flang  himself  from 
his  horse  and  rushed  into  the  swaying  crowd. 
Ravenel,  with  that  look  of  dismay  on  his  counte- 
nance, had  spnrred  his  horse  into  a  wild  gallop, 
and  reached  the  scene  of  destrnction  far  ahead  of 
his  companions.  The  building  was  of  brick.  The 
dry  old  roof  and  woodwork  blazed  in  those 
sheets  of  unquenchable  flame  occasioned  by  nn- 
nsnally  combustible  material.  The  terrible  crash 
of  the  falling  floors  as  they  suddenly  gave  way, 
with  the  frightful  flame  which  seemed  to;  leap  up 
to  the  very  heavens,  was  appalling.  It  burned 
with  a  flendish  rage,  consuming  and  hissing  and 
destroying.  The  throng  was  driven  back  by  the 
element  they  had  perhaps  invoked.  They  watched 
the  fire  lick  up  and  envelop  the  ancient  struct- 
ure, and  listened  to  the  satanic  crash  of  the  old 
timbers.  Nevertheless,  among  all  the  hundrcda 
of  men,  not  one  made  an  effort  to  stay  the  fiami  s. 
A  stolid,  sullen  silence  pervaded  the  crowd. 
Neither  excitement  nor  wrathful  temper  was  ap- 
parent among  the  groups — neither  one  nor  the 
other.  They  only  environed  the  burning  build- 
ing with  a  cordon  of  lookers-on.  Noticeably 
more  quiet,  and  perceptibly  less  jocose^  Bavenel 
plunged  in  among  them. 

**  Sandy,'' he  cried,  catching  sight  of  the  miner 
in  the  first  group,  *^  did  you  save  the  inmates  ? 
Oood  Heavens,  Sandy,  did  you  get  them  all  out  T^ 

'^'Twere  no  one  thur,  savin'  the  jailer'n  hia 
wife  ;  the  ole  folks  is  all  safe  'n  sound,  sir." 

Sandy  gazed  steadily  at  the  fire  as  he  spoke. 

The  miners  all  around  him  glanced  out  front 
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under  their  bats,  but  not  one  seconded  the  assur- 
ance. 

''There  was  some  one  else  there.  God  in 
heaven,  did  you  leave  the  prisoner  there  to  per- 
ish r 

**lt  a  prisoner  were  thur,  sir,  it's  main  sure 
he's  gone  now/^  wiis  the  untnoved  response. 

*'  Ay,  he's  gone  now/'eclioed  the  miners. 

]:)vident1y  the  announcement  created  no  sur- 
prise or  natural  horror.  Tlmt  a  living  fellow  be- 
ing had  been  entombed  in  this  frightful,  blazing 
heap  of  ruins  seemed  quite  unheeded. 

"  Where  is  the  jailer  ?  Is  ic  too  late  ?  For 
God's  8iike  don't  murder  any  man  so  brutally  ?" 
ejaculated  Ravenel,  frantically. 

*'Here  be  the  jailer,  sir,  and  thur  bo  no  help 
fur  the  prisoner  nythur.  lie's  gone,  sir,  nigli  as 
SNvift  and  sure  as  the  poor  fellows  down  in  Shaft 
No.  2  when  the  river  broke  above  their  heads.  If 
thur  be  a  prisoner  in  thur  ho  be  in  thur  yet, 
though  niayliap  he  doan't  know  it." 

"  There  are  no  prisoners,  Ravenel,"  answered 
Lawrence,  hastening  in  amont]^  them,  and  iiearing 
the  last  grim  words.  "  There  is  not  one.  I  should 
know,  seeing  that  I  myself  have  been  a  prisoner 
for  weeks.'* 

R'ivenel  had  moved  on  toward  the  jailer. 

"Brent,'Mie  shouted,  angrily,  "did  you  rescue 
the  prisoner  ?  How  dare  you  stand  there,  you 
infernal  coward,  in  safety  yourself,  and  leave  an- 
other to  perish  in  this  horrible  way  ?" 

**  I  tell  you  the  jail  was  empty — you  are  insane, 
Ravenel !"  Lawrence  raised  his  voice  to  a  higher 
pitch,  but  Ravenel  never  heeded  him. 

Brent  approached  them  slowly. 

"I  couldn't  help  it,  sir.  I  had  bare  time  to 
hustle  the  old  'oman  and  a  bit  of  the  things  out. 
Twere  the  rear  end  caught  first." 

'*  Great  Heaven,  Brent !  was  there  a  prisoner  ?" 
Lawrence  cast  his  quick  eye  over  the  burning 
ruins.  The  walls,  crumbling  and  ragged,  loomed 
up  over  the  fallen  roof  and  flooring.  The  fierce 
rage  of  the  fire  was  over.  He  recoiled  with  a 
shudder.  The  time  for  succor  had  passed.  All 
within  those  skeleton  walls  lay  in  a  mass  of  burn- 
ing coals.    **  Was  there  a  prisoner  ?"  he  repeated. 

"I  couldn't  help  it,  sir,"  reiterated  the  jailer, 
with  a  significant  glance  at  the  sullen  faces  press- 
ing hard  about  him.  *'  I  done — I  done  my  duty  ; 
'twere  all  I  could  do  ;  but  when  I  found  out  the 
fire  the  whole  back  building  was  in  a  solid  blaze. 
'Twere  awful  dry  and  light,  sir,  the  old  trap  were. 
I  dunno  as  I  could  do  more,  but  'twere  no  time 
afore  the  smoke  run  me  clean  out,  and  I  h'ain't 
so  much  as  fetched  the  bed  fur  the  ole  'oman  to 
sleep  on." 

''Confound  your  talk.  Brent!     Who  was  the 


prisoner  P"  interrupted    Lawrence,  in   some  sur- 
prise at  this  untimely  loquacity. 

"  I  ain't  rightly  called  his  name  yet.  I  disre- 
member  it  jest  at  this  time,"  returned  the  man, 
with  sucii  very  evident  absence  of  candor  that 
Lawrence,  who  was  turn  ins:  away,  faced  him  again. 

He  advanced  nearer.  'His  piercing  eyes  seemed 
to  search  the  man's  innermost  soul. 

"  No  quibbles  or  falsehoods.  Brent.  Who  was 
the  prisoner  ?" 

Brent  hesitated. 

*'  Who  was  he,  I  sav  ?" 

"Well,  sir,  seein' Im's  out  of  his  trouble  now, 
it  were  Mr.  Oscar  Ilarvev," 

Lawrence  looked  implacable  and  terrible.  He 
ground  his  heel  into  the  hard  gravel  ns  if  he 
longed  to  crush  something  living  or  breatliing.  A 
bitter  imprecation  burst  from  him. 

**  Batfled  everywhere  !*'  he  cried,  with  n  mur- 
derous regret  in  his  voice.  "Could  you  not  leave 
me  at  least  the  small  satisfaction  of  dealing  with 
him  r 

"He'd  never  a-give  yon  a  chance,"  muttered 
Sandy,  under  his  breatii.  "  He'd  a-beat  you  out  'n 
it  at  t'l:ist." 

Lawrence  alone  regretted  Oscar  Harvey  in  all 
that  crowd  before  the  smoldering,  smoking  ruins. 
Little  forks  of  flame  still  shot  up  from  the  black- 
ening heap,  while  men  still  gazed  at  the  funeral 
pyre  of  the  rich  man. 

They  were  an  odd  admixture  of  nationalities 
from  every  quarter  of  the  country  which  the 
mining  venture  drew  to  the  Crevasse.  Here  and 
there  an  indolent,  good-natured  farmer  might  be 
seen.  They  were  strangely  pleasant  and  danger- 
ous, and  said  polite  good  nights  as  they  headed 
their  horses  homeward.  The  jail  existed  no 
longer.  It  had  gone  down  under  the  irrisistible 
force  of  retributive  fury. 

Lawrence,  glacial  and  bitter  in  aspect,  de- 
])arted.  He  turned  his  back  on  the  skeleton 
walls  as  one  who  had  no  voice  in  the  black  trag- 
edy enacted  therein.  Anyway,  it  must  have  been 
a  tragedy.  Lawrence  returned  to  the  inn.  No 
interest  seemed  left  to  him.  He  had  loved  with 
all  his  nature,  and  the  woman  he  had  adored  had 
vanished.  Throughout  his  entire  life  a  strangely 
determined  enemy  pursued  his  fortunes  with  un- 
tiring malignity.  Lawrence  had  meant  to  require 
a  dire  but  honorable  expiation  of  the  man  who 
had  wrought  him  so  much  ill  fortune.  More  ruth- 
less hands  had  balked  him  in  this  as  in  the  other. 
Failure  vanquished  him  on  every  side.  He  threw 
himself  into  a  chair  before  the  fire  in  his  tiny 
room.  How  bare  and  desolate  life  appeared,  shorn 
of  his  love,  disappointed  of  his  hopes,  thwarted 
in   his  purpose  !     Thiuking  of  it  all,  life  grew 
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qiiecrly  blank.     Oscar  hod  hated  him,  and  Oscar  gone.     Adreadfal  presentiment  of  evil  to  Flora 

vtxs  dead,  possessed  him.     For  the  first  time  his  dominant 

Tlie  light  of  the  consuming  flames  flickeied  and  spirit  wavered.    Ho  could  be  brave  in  ull  else  save 

glared,  first  brightly,  then  duskily,  through  the  where  Flora  was  concerned.     For  one  britf  in- 

nncurtained  window.     The  skeleton  wsiJU  stood  stant  in  this  miserable  vacuity  Lavrence  wished 

likephantoms  in  red  glow,  surrounded  by  black-  that  he,  instead  of  Oscar,  had  been  the  sole  hab- 

negs.     Ho  }iictured  to  himself  how  smoked  and  itaiit  of  tlie  prisoners' quarter  in  the  burned  jnil. 

ashen  they  would  look  in  the  morning  sun,  and  AVhere  was  Flora?     "My  little  love,  God  help 

how  mournfully  ruiued  and  tenatiLless.     Some-  you  !"  he  muttered,  as- the  luminous  eyes,  bo  full 


how  the  drear  vision  seemed  parallel  to  his  own 
career.  He  stood  iiloiio  in  the  universe,  divested 
of  the  two  great  passions  from  which  ho  had 
drown  his  happiness  and  hitterness.  They  had 
gone  out  of  his  life,  leaving  it  for  tlie  time  shorn 
of  habitual  purpose  mid  struggle.  With  the  sleep- 
less enmity  of  the  Ilarveys  he  had  for  years  con- 
tended. It  was  ended.  To  Flora  the  craving  love 
of  his  whole  soul  hail  gone  out,  folding  itself 
around  her  as  something  heavenly.    8lie,  too,  was 


of  tendeinesB,  and  tho  musical,  plaintive  tones, 
came  back  to  him  •nitlt  maddening  distinctness. 
In  all  the  painful  ictiospect  he  saw  that  Marion 
ranged  herself  against  Flora.  Forgiveness  for 
her  was  no  more  possible  to  him  than  pity  for 
Oscar. 

Sleep  seemed  to  forsake  him  in  common  with 
everything,  so  Lawrence  sauntered  to  the  win- 
dow, Tiie  fire  continued  to  burn  and  smolder, 
but  the  sight  was  sickening.  He  had  turned  away. 
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when  tbe  doar  unoloMd  fMiilf  ftad  Bamej's  bi«ck 
face  appeared. 

'*  Marse  Lawrenee  V 

"Come  in,  Barney- ** 

The  man  shut  the  door  and  dropped  his  cap  on 
the  floor. 

"  I  seen  jou  at  de  windj  a-lookin'  oat,  en  I  bed 
eommnt  pertioular  to  saj  'long  ob  Mias  Flora,''  he 
commeuced. 

"  Bay  it,  Barney,  for  Ood's  sake/'  urged  Law- 
rence. 

''  Yon  Bee,  Hester  'lowed  dat  it  wns  pertioular 
important,  en  women  folks  is  a  sight  ssurter  on 
de  men,  so  I  jes'  sneaked  ofPn  de  plaee  a^ppoee 
to  tell  you.  'Tain't  much,  but  it's  de  seefit  like, 
en  ef  you  cotch  dat  it'll  like  as  not  foieb  4e 
coon.  You  see,  sir,  Marse  Lawreaes,  dai  lasi' 
'i'hiirsday  'bout  dusk  we  wnz  a-gettiu'  borne  tf^m 
de  jail,  me'n  Miss  Flora  and  flester^  wbea  de  per* 
ter  as  use  ter  be  at  de  lodge  sez :  *  Mim  Flora, 
I'se  heerd  long  ob  de  cn'nel ;  he's  gone  to  Mexico 
aboard  a  Tessel  as  stopped  at — *  a  f  arring  ylaoe  as 
I  cau't  call  de  name " 

<'  Was  it  Tampico  T*  internipted  Lawreaoe. 

"Dat's  it,  Marse  Lawrence — ^he'd  got  it  from 
Nathans  hisself.  Well,  sir.  Miss  Flora  she  tha»iked 
him  kindly  and  proper  like,  en  we  drir  on.  While 
we  wnz  goin'  up  to  de  house  Miss  Flora  she  looked 
awful  white  en  pitiful,  en  sbe  says :  '  Hester,  I 
mns'  go  to  papa  en  tell  him  dey  know  whore  bo 
is.'  Well,  Marse  Lawrence,  when  I  done  found 
out  dey  tu'n  Miss  Flora  out'n  de  snow  en  snch  a 
storm  a-ragin'  me'n  Hester  and  ebry  bressed  nig- 
ger ob  us  hunt  dat  place  clean  over  fo'  her,  but 
we  ain't  seen  hair  nor  hide  ob  Miss  Flora  sence." 

Lawrence  sighed  and  covered  his  eyes  with  his 
hand.  The  drear  blank  grew  more  wretchedly 
certain.  How  could  she,  frail  and  tender  and 
timid,  weather  the  howling  blast  and  hideous 
blackness  of  that  night  and  storm  ?  He  oonld 
not  be  strong  and  fearless  when  he  thought  of 
Flora. 

*'  Barney,"  he  asked,  *'  has  no  one  in  the  neigh- 
borhood heard  ?  She  must  have  taken  refuge 
somewhere." 

Barney  answered  slowly : 

''Marse  Lawrence,  I  done  hunt  de  county 
ober,  en  dere  ain't  a  patchin'  ob  news  ob  Miss 
Flora.  Ef  God-A'mighty  didn't  fetch  a  char- 
yut  en  bosses  en  cotch  her  up  to  hebben  I  can't 
see  whar  she's  done  gone.  It  ain't  natur',  Marse 
Lawrence,  fur  her  to  jes'  kinder  flew  off  widout 
so  much  ez  a*flo})pin'  her  wings,  seein'  ez  she 
ain't  one  ob  de  ghoases ;  but  I  tol'  Hester  dat  Fse 
gwine  to  gib  you  de  scent — p'r'aps  you  kin  tree 
her." 

''Barney,  I  am  going  to  Tampico.     I  shall 


start  in  the  morning,"  began  Lawrenoe,  and  evoa 
Barney  perceived   how  hard  it  was  for  him   to 
speak  of  Flora,  and  how  slight  his  hope  of  find- 
log  her  there.     "  How  the  poor  child  ooald  evor 
have  made  Iter  way  to  Mexico  I  cannot  under- 
stand*    If  she  is  there  I  will  find  her.     If  she  is 
on  tiie  face  of  God's  earth  I  will  find  her.    In  tbe 
meantime,  B«M&ey,  if  any  hint  or  clew  should 
fall  ander  your  notioe,   instantly  oommantcate 
with  Mr.  Ravenel  or  Judge  Blanton.     Yon  shall 
newer  suffer  for  your  fidelity  and  goodness   to 
Miss  Flora,  even  " — Lawrence  stopped  ;  his  voice 
faltseed  io  tbe  slightest  degree;  his  handsome 
Caos  ^loogod  oolor-^'' oven  if — if  she  is  never 
fosAd.'' 

**  Ok,  thankee,  Morse  Lawrence,"  and  Barney 
picked  sp  his  oap.  Ho  twisted  it  around  his 
fingsss,  ssd  looked  «t  Lawrooce.  "  I  hope  yonll 
fee'  'mesiter,  sir,  f^o'n  Hessie,  sir,  when  yon  gits 
sU  right  jo'seiC-— sw's  kinder  in  notion  ob  one 
'Mdder." 

**  I  skatl  loot  UA  J«^,  Bomey.  Small  chance 
of  over  being  oil  xigbt  myself,"  supplemented 
Lawrovoe. 

'^  Well — a^^'f^ood  na|^,  sitr,  en  good  luck.  Ef 
me  'n'  you  together  can't  find  Miss  Flora  she 
ain't  here  to  find." 

''  Ay  !"  echoed  the  other,  bitterly,  "  she  is  not 
here  to  find." 

Tbe  servitor  wkthdj^w  noiselessly.  In  all  the 
county  Lawrence  reposed  no  such  trust  as  in 
Barney. 

Nothing  of  the  long,  hard  and  bitter  medita- 
tiou  of  the  night  revealed  itself  in  his  debonair 
manner  when  Lawrence  descended  to  the  inn 
porch  in  the  morning.  The  tones  of  his  voice  were 
deep  and  sonorous,  but  they  were  less  glad  and 
riant.  The  eagle  glance  retained  its  searching 
potency,  but  a  steetlike  i^leofn  chilled  its  friend- 
liness. Mr.  Bland  stood  .on  the  porch,  his  bauds 
crossed  behind  him,  his  .thoughtful  face  overcast 
and  troubled.  The  lawyer  gazed  at  the  wreck  of 
the  jail,  but  his  quondam  client  avoided  it  per- 
sistently. Whenever  else  Lawrence's  restless 
glance  traveled,  it  never,  by  any  chance,  rested 
upon  those  blackened  walls. 

"  Lawrence,  they  may  have  made  trouble  for 
themselves,"  the  lawyer  said,  nodding  toward  the 
ruins. 

"  It  don't  matter,"  was  the  half-curt  reply. 
"One  can  endure  any  amount  of  trouble." 

Mr.  Bland  made  no  answer  to  the  touch  of  im- 
patience. 

''I  am  going  to  New  Orleans,  Mr.  Bland," 
Lawrence  continued,  abruptly.  "From  there  I 
take  passage  to  Tampico." 

"  Very  good,"  rejoined  the  lawyer ;  "and  it  is 
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wise  to  leave  here  at  onoey  before  any  investiga- 
tion of  last  night's  doings.  Thej  may  detain  you 
as  a  witness.     It  was  bad  work.'' 

'^I  shall  leave  in. an  hoiir.^ 

"Then  I  shall  be  your  ooimpanion  en  voyage,  to 
New  Orleans,  at  least.  Important  business  calls 
me  imperatively  to  the  South  lor  a  few  weeks. 
— Well,  Brent,  do  you  wiah  to  see  me  ?^ 

The  dislodged  jailor  approached  respeotfally. 
Ejecting  a  quid  of  tobacco  from  his  mouthy  be 
tore  off  another  one,  with  due  formality  lifted  his 
hat, .and  as  carefully  replaced  it.  Evidently^ 
Brent  contemplated  a  remark.  Nothing  Immed 
him  out  of  his  ^leUbemlei,  eaay-*going  habits,  and 
nobody  expected  bim  to  exhibit  any  gcsatar  alac* 
rity. 

"I  have  sommift  (to  «ay  with  both  on  you. 
I'm  in  sommitt  of  a  hnri^,  which  ie  the  main 
reason  why  I'm  stirrin'  so  airly ;  not  bnt  what  I 
am  always  a  atirHu'  man  myself,  bat  it's  Airly 
for  gentry  folks,"  he  ^aid,  by  way  of  preamble. 
*'  You  see,  sir,  I  reoken  1  aki%  got  time  to  talk, 
seeing  brexus  is  ready^  ao  I'fl  jest  si^  it's  ^ong  of 
Mr.  Oscar  Harvey^  my  prisoner  last  tti^ixt.^ 

"  What  is  there  to  say  of  him  ?"  demanded 
Lawrence,  severely.  ''We  have  had  enough  of 
him." 

"  So  yoii  have,  sir,"  laughed  Brent,  cheerily ; 
''but  you're  like  to  hev  more  of  him.  Yet,  I 
couldn't  tell  it  afore  the  meu^  seein'  they'd  a^et 
him  up.  But  he  wa'n't  in  the  lockup.  Oscar 
Harvey  wa'n't  tlieflnu  Mr.  Lawrence — ^he  wa'n't." 

"  What  do  you  ^sean'?  Gan't  you  speak,  man  ? 
Where  was  Oscar  Harvey  ?"  A  light  leaped  into 
the  dark  eye.  A  dull  flush.deepened  in  his  cheek. 
"  Where  was  he." 

''Well,  sir^  I  shut  him- up  wlien  he  come  to 
me,  but  I  didn't  keep  him.  .  He  sez,  'Brent,  git 
me  out'n  ihia,  on  the  road  to  the  station.-  I  jest 
come  in  .here  fur  a  blind.  Lawrence  as  after  me, 
and  them  devils  from  the  ^Stiver  Shafts.  I  atn^ 
a  fightin' man.  Brant'  (which  I  knowed,  seein' I 
k  no  wed  the  whole  lowlived  breed  of  Harveys), '  eli 
I'm  goin'  off  ter  git  shot  of  'em.'  Well,  sir,  J 
had  nothin'  agin  htm  to  hold  him  fur,  en  I 
knowed  the  men  s'picioned  the  jail,  so  I  give  him 
a  ole  suit  o'  clothes  over  his'n  en  put  him  out  th^ 
winder.  I  didn't  say  nothin'  last  night^or  t^ll 
'em  no  better,  *eaiiHe  they'd  a-run  to  the  station 
en  chucked  him  off  the  express  ;  but  he's  got  off 
safe  and  sound.  I  wouldn't  a-let  him  be  burnt  u^ 
like  a  chunk  of  hickory  wood." 

"  No — ^you  wore  right,"  assented  the  lawyer. 

Lawrence  made  no  reply.  Brent  glanced  up  at 
him  inquiringly. 


"  Yon  see,  sir,  he  jest  wanted  to  make  'em  rest 
easy  whild  he  got  a  chance  to  git  off.  Mr.  Bavene} 
come  on  him  unbeknownst,  eulie  told  him  be  was 
a-goin' to  hev  it  out  with  you  to-day  fur  licken 
him  across  the  face.  Lord  bless  you,  mt,  he  jest 
wanted  to  git  him  to  chuck  him  over  the  wall. 
You'll  have  a  chance  at  him  some  time,  Mr«  Law- 
rence, ef  you  can  ever  ketch  up  with  him,"added 
the  man,  with  a  wink. 

"Yes,"  was  the  .grim  reply, "my chance  will 
come.  Th  is  is  but  a  small  earth,  not  wide  enough 
for  Oscar  Hariey  and  Lawrence  Lawrence." 

"  I  knowed  it,  eir ;  but  take  care  he  don't  back- 
hand you.  Well,  a  good  morning  sir,;  brexus  is 
'beutready.^  And  Brent  went  ;onJbiis  way,  chuck- 
ling to  MmseS. 

He  had  never  tbeard  of  phonetic  gradations  and 
changofid  :«xpve8sions,  but  all  the  sanAO  Brent 
read  their  .signifioanuie.  Mr.  Bland^s  eye  followed 
the  retreating  %ai»  ,as  ^  he  aatd ,:  "  When  the 
world  ferns  jki  (opinion  the  world  is  invariably 
correct.  W^iH  ^nm  (canry  .oilt  your  first  intention 
of  going  to  MeadeOjP" 

"  Yes ;  I  :Sball  .find  time  ifo;*  Harvey  when  Flora 
is  safe." 

An  Itour  later  Lawisenoe  flmrried  into  the  little 
station,  tossed  down  a  handful  of  gold  coins  and 
said,  "  A  ticket  for  New  Orleans."  Five  minutes 
after  he  was  dashing  over  the  rails  southward. 

Five  days  thereafter  Mr.  Bland  had  waved  his 
last  adieu  to  Lawrence.  The  magnificent  forhi 
and  lofty  head  .merged  into  the  dack  mass  on 
deck.    The  steamer  ireoeded  .swiftly. 

"There's  a  steamer  every  three  weeks,''  some 
one  said  beside  Jbim,  as  the  ^vessel  disappeared  be- 
hind the  misty  iliorizon. 

The  broad  •■  xi  ver  rolled  ^on  migestically  at  -  his 
feet.  It  biotfe  Lawrence  out  to  the  tempestuous, 
treacherous  Giu If.  It  .loft  the  old  llawyer  behind, 
with  a  queer  })aiu  tugging  at  hisiheart. 

"  6od  iknows  if  I  .will  ever  see  'him  again  I*'  be 
sighed. 

Mr; -Bland  returned  to  his  carriage. 

"Drive  straight  to  the  depot.  I  have  still  time 
to  see  Addison  before  his  train  leaves." 

Mr.  Bland  pushed  his  way  through  the  crowd 
at  the  depot. 

"  How  long  before  the  ^express  goes  out  ?"  asked 
a^voice  in  the  rear. 

"Just  twenty  minutes,"  was  the  agent's  reply. 

Mr.  Bland  turned  suddenly.  The  stranger  en- 
countered his  gaze  with  a  start  ofisurprise.  The 
first  impulse  of  the  stranger  was  evidently — es- 
cape. The  first  intent  of  the  lawyer  was  visibly 
— detention. 


(To  be  continuetL) 


^  JAPADKSE  ami..  A  FBUHB  TOIL^E  FROM  BaTPT. 

TTPEB  or  oRiEirrAL  beadtt. — from  PHOTOQOAPBg, 


IIe  had  the  faco  of  Liszt;,  only  more  drawn, 
move  pale  and  soulless.     His  figiiio  was  slight. 

The  long  coat  that  he  iurariably  wore  was 
faded,  and  had  grown  shiny  at  tho  shouldeis  ;  a 
torn  spot  under  one  ann  was  mended,  but  not  by 
a  skilled  liaud.  His  hat — an  almost  shabby  felt 
one — had  aged  with  the  garment,  grown  to  bo 
part  of  him,  as  if  in  sympathy  with  the  thoughts 
behind  those  largo  dark  eyes,  tliat  looked  away 
at  objects  with  n  sad,  wistful  light.  His  old 
violin  cose  had  endured  the  same  dreary  exist- 
ence OS  its  owner,  that  was  certain.  Its  brass  es- 
cutcheon was  gone  from  the  ragged  keyhole;  a 
long  check  ran  verticidly  down  the  curved  lid. 
Tlicie  was  a  lighter  stretch  of  worn  wood  nuder 
Tui.  xxivm..  Mo.  i-c. 
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tho  small  brass  handle  ;  the  felt  on  the  nnder  side 
of  the  case  was  discoloicd  and  frayed  at  one  end. 

They  know  him  at  tlio  Tendei'loin.  Some  one 
brought  him  to  the  table  d'h6/e  one  evening,  and 
he  phiyed  for  the  club  after  tlio  meal  ;  not  wou- 
derfiiliy  well,  though.  No  ;  but  there  was  a  cer- 
tain dreary  longing  in  tho  notes  of  hia  poor  old 
violin  that  one  young  reporter  there  will  not  for- 
get now — even  though  he  has  forgotten  the  piece 
the  strange  violinist  played. 

After  that  the  young  scribe  saw  him  at  dilTiT- 
cnt  intervals  on  Fifth  Avenue,  always  with  his 
old  violin,  always  alone,  the  seedy  old  coat 
bnished  and  smoothed  into  a  pathetic  neatncsa, 

Ouce  the  young  fellow  met  a  shambling,  bent 
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figure  ;  dejection  in  every  line  of  the  drooping 
shoulders  of  a  tattered  long  coat ;  the  dirt  of  the 
street  clinging  here  and  there  to  the  sliabby  cos- 
tume. Its  owner's  head  was  bowed  down  ;  two 
white,  thin  hands  pressed  a  worn  old  violin  case 
to  his  breast.  This  was  "downtown.*'  The  young 
reporter  had  to  look  twice  before  he  could  feel 
certain  that  this  staggering  shadow  was  the  same 
sad  artist. 

One  day  the  newspaper  man  pointed  the  old 
musician  out  to  a  friend,  a  writer,  and  asked  if 
he  knew  him. 

**  Do  I  know  him  ?    Not  well.    Bat "  They 

were  seated  in  a  Fonrteenth  Street  caf6.  The 
writer  began  this  story  : 

"You  say  yon  saw  him  the  other  day  and 
hardly  knew  him  ?  Some  day  I  am  going  to 
write  his  story.  .  .  .  No,  he  does  not  play  well, 
nor  yet  badly.  He  played  better,  though,  when 
he  came  here  the  second  time. 

"  He  might  secure  a  position  in  some  theatre 
orchestra  even  now.  I  heard  him  being  offered 
one  the  other  day.  But  ho  will  not  aooept  a  reg- 
'ulur  engagement. 

"  lie  has  one  pupil,  but  only  one.  *  Could  he 
not  get  more'  ?  Yes,  undoubtedly.  However,  he 
seems  to  wish  for  no  others. 

"  *  That  seems  strange'  ?  Yes,  it  does.  What 
most  of  that  pupil's  friends  think  odd  is  the  fact 
that  she  will  consent  to  being  taught  by  such  a 
tatterdemalion  as  he,  her  parents  being  able  to 
command  the  best  and  most  costly  talent  in  the 
city.  They  are  wealthy  beyond  the  dream  of  a 
Dives. 

"  The  old  musician  seems  to  live  only  for  her. 
She  cannot  take  the  lessons  regularly ;  he  sacri- 
fices a  more  profitable  and  regular  engagement 
that  he  may  come  to  her  whenever  she  sends  for 
him.     That  is  my  guess. 

"Those  times  he  'pulls  himself  together,' 
brushes  the  sorry  old  coat  cleati,  and  takes  on  as 
much  the  semblance  of  a  man  as  what  is  left  of 
him  is  capable  of  assuming.  At  other  times — 
well,  he  drowns  his  thoughts  in  absinthe  and 
opium,  in  some  grimy  garret.  Heaven  and  he  only 
know  where. 

"  '  Wfts  he  never  married '  ?  I  am  coming  to 
that.  He  was  married  once,  and  had  a  little 
daughter.  They  were  lowly  people,  and  the 
mother  died,  in  abject  poverty,  I  think.  But  he 
scraped  together  enough  afterward  to  give  the 
little  Qne  clothes  like  those  of  a  dainty  princess, 
and  he  treated  her  as  such.  In  fact,  his  whole 
strange  being  centred  on  the  child — he  worshiped 
her. 

"Then  he  thought  to  better  her  lot  by  coming 
here,  and  with  his  violin.     He  could  earn  more — 


she  could  have  finer  garments,  more  jewels.     It 
was  idolatry  pure  and  simple. 

"  She  had  a  nurse.  He  left  her  with  the 
woman. 

"  When  he  became  settled  here  he  wrote  for  his 
child  to  be  brought  to  him.  A  letter  came  in  an- 
swer— that  was  the  last  he  ever  heard  of  the  little 
one.     The  shock  of  it  all  but  killed  him. 

"The  poor  do  not  have  the  money  to  hire  de- 
tective service.  He  was  forced  to  work  for  the 
money  first.  When  his  meagre  earnings  enabled 
him  to  send  a  detective  to  look  into  the  case 
nothing  certain  could  be  learned. 

"  He  disappeared.  Then,  after  a  few  months, 
be  came  back.  He  worked  as  though  heart  and 
soul  were  the  strings  his  wavering  bow  rasped ; 
starved,  half  clothed  himself,  that  officers — idlers 
many  of  them— might  fatten  on  his  loss.  One 
bronght  the  news  that  the  nurse  and  child  could 
be  traced  to  a  neighboring  city,  where  the  clew 
ceased  ;  but  I  think  that  was  a  false  clew. 

"  I  think  that  they  took  a  different  route,  and 
went  down  with  a  Sound  steamer  that  sank  three 
days  after  the  time  the  nurse  wrote  him  that  they 
would  start.  None  of  the  detectives  seemed  to 
think  of  this,  and  I  have  said  nothing  abont  it 
except  now,  to  you.  That  was  about  seventeen 
years  ago. 

"However,  the  old  musician  kept  on  paying 
every  penny  for  the  futile  search  for  five  years 
longer.  Then  he  gave  it  up  despairingly.  But 
his  confidence  in  the  nurse  was  such  that  he  felt 
she  would  die  for  the  child.  .  .  .  And  he  is  what 
you  see  him  now — a  broken-down  man  about  New 
York,  *  with  a  story,'  the  true  version  of  which  it 
is  hardly  likely  you  or  I  shall  ever  know. 

"  *  And  his  only  pupil '  ?"  the  writer  repeated^ 
sipping  his  brandy  and  soda  reflectively.  "  Well, 
he  chanced  to  come  upon  her  one  day  on  Broad- 
way. Shabby  and  gaunt,  he  followed  her  home. 
He  begged  at  the  door  that  she  would  take  les- 
sons from  him  ;  and  what  was  strange — a  whim, 
doubtless — she  consented. 

.  "  The  man  changed.   He  seemed  to  care  to  liy& 
again.     And  he  has   taught  her,  and  her  only, 
since   then,    abandoning   hiK^^chestral  engage- 
ment that  he   might  be  alwa^^^eady  to  go  to 
teach  her  at  her  beck  and  call.     Biir  I  ^W  yon 

all  that." 

m  m  m  m  m 

The  last  calm,  restful  tones  of  the  rarely     ^ 
dious  second  movement  of  Beethoven's  " 
Pathetique"  vanished   softly — the    arrangemen>^i 
for  violin  and  piano  by  the  teacher  for  his  onl/ 
pupil. 

He  was  playing  as  he  played  in  no  other  prer, 
ence  than  hers.    There  was  a  look  of  strange  con 
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tent  6n  liis  wan  face ;  a  shade  of  color  came  to 
the  man. 

But  this  time  teacher  and  pupil  ceased  playing 
before  essaying  the  brilliant  movement  whioh 
ends  the  tonemaster's  sombre-sweet  love  dream. 
They  stopped  as  if  from  a  like  innate  impulse. 

''  And  this  is  to  be  onr  last  lesson.^'  She  says 
this  slowly. 

He  makes  an  inarticulate  comment.  His  voice 
is  hnsky. 

The  scene  is  the  tapestr7«;.^ung  music  room  of 
a  New  York  palace ;  Persian  rugs  carpeting  the 
place ;  gloom j,  grand.  Beethoven,  in  marble,  look- 
ing down  from  one  niche^  Mephistophelian  Paga- 
nini  from  another.  A  glowing  hearth,  with  golden 
andirons^  are  ait  the  farther  wall ;  here  a  screen, 
framed  in  the  same  precions  metal. 

The  fair-faced  girl  seems  part  of  the  rare  scene. 
Bnt  there  is  no  drawing-room  tapestry  nor  por- 
Hire  that  can  harmonize  itself  with  the  fignre  of 
the  old  violinist. 

*^  I  am  to  be  married  in  a  fortnight,'*  she  ex- 
plains, blushing  consciously. 

She  is  looking  into  the  smoldering  embers  now. 

^^  Yes,  this  will  have  to  be  our  last  lesson,  and, 
I  assure  you,  I  regret  it  more  than  I  can  say,'' 
she  adds. 

There  is  a  silence  of  aome  moments; 

''  I  wonder  why  it  is  that  I  have  always,  made 
you  my  confidant  ?"  she  asks,  half  to  herself.  ^'  I 
wonder  why  I  have  taken  so  much  pleasnre  in 
tltose  lessons  ?  It  must  be  owing  to  your  great 
kindness.''  This  answer  comes  to  her  lips  as  the 
grave-faced  man  at  her  side  remains  silent. 

Bat  he  was  to  see  the  only  being  for  whom  he 
lived  taken  away ;  the  one  his  imagination  pict- 
nrcd  as  like  his  lost  little  one,  if  she  had  lived. 
He  would  have  been  different  then. 

^^  And  now  I  think  I  must  tell  you  something. 
I  only  learned  it  recently,"  she  continues.  '^  They 
Iiave  told  it  to  my  betrothed,  as  they  felt  it  to  be 
their  duty  to  do  so.  I  feel  that  it  was  right.  I  am 
glad,  at  least,  that  the  matter  is  as  it  is.  And 
now  I  wonder  why  I  am  about  to— confide  this  to 
you?"  she  says,  hesitatingly — **you,  my  violin 
master  ?"  She  looks  at  him  with  brows  knit  just 
a  little.     It  does  puzzle  her. 

'*  Would  you  guess,"  she  begins,  slowly,  softly, 
mffeotionately,  *'  that  oneday^  long,  long  ago,  fa- 
ther's yaoht  picked  me  up,  floating  on  the  Sound, 
«ftnd  that,  even  to-day,  nothing   is   knowii  con- 
c^^rning  my  real  parents  ?"    She  pauses.     ''  Only 
^^Aiui  ihey  possessed  great  wealth,  and  were  doubt- 


less of  good  birth.  But  oh  !  I  am  glad  of  that, 
thoufijh.  ' 

\  '^  Xot  that  I  should  love  my  father  and  mother 
less  if  they  should  come  to  me  now/  and  I  should 
find  them  lowly,  even  starving  creatures.     No — • 

no  J    I  would  go  to   them  willingly.     Bat ^" 

she  hesitates.  ^^  My  poor,  poor  parents,  I  wonder 
where  they  are  ? 

/'But  they  are  not  lowly.  See  this  little  silk 
kefchief  !  It  w^s  found  fastened  about  ihy  neck 
when  I  was  picked  up.'  Is  it  not  a  delicate  trifle 
of  finiery  ? 

'^  Why,  it  might  have  been  burnt  !  And 
then—" 

The  strangely  woven  bit  of  fabric  bad  come 
near  drifting  into  the  flame.     The  old  musician's 
hand  is  trembling  anu«aally  to-night ;  he  has  be- 
.  come  almost  deathly  pale. 

**  You  are  fatigued  !  I  have  kept  jou  longer 
than  I  should."    And  she  rises. 

**  I "    But  he  does  not  continue. 

"This  is  *good-by,'" she  says. 

"  This  is  '  good-by.' "  He  echoes  the  words  in  a 
whisper. 

He  turns  toward  her  falteringly  with  a  sadden 
impulse.  But  this  is  eheck^^  and  he  hurries 
through  the  arehed  ways  of  the  long  hall  and  ont 
and  down  into  the  street,  tremblingly  clasping 
tha  old  violin  case  tightly  to  his  breast,  as  ha  did 
that  day  when  the  yeong  reporter  had  met  him  in 
those  squalid  regions ''downtown." 

The  wedding  took  place  in  the  following  fort- 
night. 

The  reporter  was  sent  to  get  ''a  story"  for  his 
paper. 

One  hoar  and!  a  half  sufficed  for  him  to  make 
his  notes.  A  nromber  of  the  family  gave  him  a 
list  of  the  presents;  the  wedding  was  a  quiet, 
elegant  affair. 

On  his  way  out  alooee  leaf  fluttered  from  his 
notebook  down  irn/to  the  area.  Seeking  for  it,  he 
came  upon  what  he  supposed  was  a  sleeping  per- 
son, there  in  the  shadow  beneath  the  bay  window 
in  which  the  wedding  ceremony  had  taken  place. 

Then  he  learned  his  mistake.  The  white  face 
of  the  old  mnsieiaa;  wore  a  tranqnil  smile,  of 
which  death  couhl  not  rob  it,  though  that  poor 
grief-drawn  jBace  had  been  a  stranger  to  one  for 
many  a  weary  year. 

The  young  scribe  guessed  part  of  the  old  art- 
ist's secret — that  this  was  the  home  of  his  only 
pupil.     But  the  rest  is  hidden. 


^TREET  ^ALCONIES 
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It  IB  some  comfort  to  get  to  a  subject  where 
«n6  may  be  nnboniid  bj  rules  mid  tmuoticed  by 
critics,  and  yet  not  -be  removed  from  all  culture 
ftnd  beauty.  Arcbitectitre,  in  all  its  theory  and 
practice,  offers  a  more  enticing  field  for  combat 
tliOD  any  of  the  arts.     Exch  one  knows  what  is 
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best,  and  whetlier  it  is  good  taste  for  the  design  - 
of  tlie  building  to  bo  in  nittin,  or  nmphipyostyle, 
or pseudodlpleral,  and  vvbetlior  the  intercolumni- 
ation  elionld  bo  pyciiostijk,  euslyle  or  arastyh  ; 
while  fiirtlier  debate,  and  oven  enmity,  may  be 
culled  out  over  tho  detail  of  doors  and  wiudons, 
capital  and  pilaster,  and  only  those  wlio  hare  a 
special  repertory  of  nssortioii  and  nr|runient  in 
band  care,  in  the  prcRonco  of  those  who  know 
anything  of  such  niuttcre,  to  vcntnre  nn  opinion, 
for  fear  of  having  to  cry  mercy  for  their  liardi- 
bood  in  uttering  eiicb  cnule  roinarlcs. 

Amongst  the  few  parts  of  a  building  which  are 
free  from  sncli  partisansliip  the  balcony  stands 
conspicuous.  This  is  greatly  owing  to  the  fact 
tbiit  the  ancients  did  not  nse  this  featnre,  and  go 
no  cliiaaic  models  are  left  for  ns  to  study  and  to 
champion  ;  but  to  eonio  extent  it  is  dne  to  its  be- 
ing an  outgrowth  of  our  modern  life  and  taster, 
and,  like  some  subjects,  as  the  fireplace,  subject 
to  varying  treatment  with  the  varying  hour.  It 
JB  Strange  that  i\\\a  feature  has  not  been  more 
used.  ^VIlO  that  luia  felt  tho  pleasure  of  stepping 
from  the  room  into  the  coo!  air,  and  for  a  brief 
space  enjoying  all  tho  charm  of  the  outer  world, 
and  then  at  will  retreating  to  the  shaded  room 
again,  Iiae  not  comu  to  look  upon  it  as  a  real  ii 
ccasity  to  a  perfect  life  ?  And  bo  familiar  ai-e  ws 
now  with  some  form  of  balcony  on  cottage  wall 
or  palace  front  that  it  is  almost  incredible  t 
such  a  thing  was  unused  by  our  forefutbera.  lie- 
fer to  any  set  of  drawings  of  Gothic  buildiup. 
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tl\o  clirnut*  of  tnftre  nortliem  Iftndti  would  not 

cncoiirngo  encli  eiteniiii  fcatiireH,  even  wlien 
the  mannera  ivcro  soft  enough  for  the  buil<]er 
to  BttiJy  comfort  and  beauty.  The  Eecliision  of 
the  ancienls  in  Oonieetic  matters  never  oilowcil 
tlierr  hoiis^B  to  break  otit  in  little  landings  from 
which  to  view  the  street  life  or  take  the  air, 
and  BO  balconies  wero  iiiiknowu  to  Greek  ami 
Jtotnim.  Tho  still  greater  privacy  of  Orient:il 
mannera  prohibited  nny  outlook  on  the  strct't 
bnt  closely  latticed  oriel  or  window,  8nd  so  tho 
thing  itself,  na  well  as  the  name,  becomes  tlio 
almost  exelnsivo  property  of  soft  sunny  Itnly. 

It  is  said  that  the  cramped  postion  of  Vene- 
tian honses  compelled  the  iiihiibitanta  to  find 
some  other  way  of  taking  the  air  than  in  their 
iiurrow  lanes  and  watervcajs,  and  thus  the 
balcony  was  invented  there.    This  aeenis  likelf. 


E     h  as    i    £     s      F.I     I    LI 

B  1  tl  rt-  1  b  t  0  L  no  t 
tempt  at  n  balcony,  while  among 
a  luindred  and  fifty  illustrations 
of  npright  windows  in  Piirkcr's 
Glossary  there  is  but  one  small 
tnrret  light  which  ahows.i  bal- 
cony. Siimptnona  bays  and 
dainty  oriels  are  everywhere, 
bnt  our  climate  and  onr  man- 
ners never  felt  the  need  of  cs- 
tram  oral  airing  places.  Old 
oasllea  had  little  wooden  g;d- 
lej-iea  hanging  from  their  walls, 
through  the  floors  of  which  llio 
defenders  poured  molten  lead 
and  pitch  npoii  tlio  enemy  be- 
neath, bnt  these  wore  not  but- 
coiiics  (1^  we  nnderstiind  them. 
Tlu-  whoK-  pciiius  of  milir^ry 
arcbitecturo  was  opposed  to 
anch  an  outgrowth.     Moreover, 
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desta    addreaeed     the 
people  ;  and  the  citi- 
■Mns,  BMembled    "in 
parlamento "  in   the 
sqnsre,  granted   their 
asnnt  to  acts  of  gor- 
erument,  and  listened 
to  the  sentenoes  pro- 
c) aimed  therefrom. 
The  Broletto  in  most 
of  the  northern  cities 
etill  retniDs  its  hand- 
same    and      historio 
Eiiighiera.   always   in 
trout  of  a    fine  win- 
dow.     They    may    be 
ftnind  at  Milan,  Ber- 
g»imi,  Como,  IJreBcia, 
Piacuriza    a  n  d     elee- 
wlieie.      But   those, 
interesting   and    im- 
portant  as  they  doiibt- 
IcBB  are,  do   not   leml 
tlicmGelTea      to      t  h  n 
treatment    of    tho 
artist,  like   many   ou 
humbler  buildings. 
The    spectator    is     at 
mire  engrossed  with  the  beauty  of  the 
wliole  building  aud  its  inrrouudings  ; 
Ilia  mind  is  eurcliarged  with  thoughts 
i>f  the  historic  post  with  all  its  beattty 
;iiid  cruelty,  and  the  leea-praised  de- 
lails  fail  to  cluim  attention.      But   in 
M  eefc   or    humbler  square   the    case    is 
III  such  a  locality  any  bit  of    beauty 
ill  ice,  and  frequently  the  artist  would 
I  :iud  sketch  were  uot  the  natives  so 
itith  their  wurm  atteniions.     This  is 
vith  such  subjects  as  the  little 
jjKij   UJi.<.'Jii   I  draw  near  the  Campo  Santo  at 
Brescia.     (Keo  page  84.)     It  overhangs   a   dirty 
little  ditch  or  stream,  and  the  old  ludy  who  keeps 
a  tiuy  garden  in  the  window  had  luuig  a  bit  of 
matting  up  to  form  a  screen.     As  I  drew,  dark- 
for  certainly  in  Venice  and  the  parts  of  Nortiiern    ness  came  on,  aud  the  old  dame  came  to  pull  up 
Italy  at  one  time  under  its  influence  we  find  the     her  awning  ;  but  the  onlookers  warned  her  not  to 
most  abundance  and  the  finest  Bpecimens.     The    show  lier  nnkempt  head,  and  she,  retreating  into 
severely  chaste  palaces  of  Florence  are  witiiout    the  gathering  gloom  of  the  little  room,  let  uie 
any  such  excrescences ;   the  costly  residences  ot    finish  my  sketch.     The  warm  glow  of  sunset  oa 
the  Roman  nobles  are  likewise  unbroken  by  any    the  mat  against  the  cold  green  sliutters,  and  the 
trifles  of  the  sort ;  but  liere,  northward,  nearly    iron  mils  uiello-patterned  on  the  sombre  vegeta- 
every  street  is  rich  in  them.  tion,  was  a  picture  only  found  in  snch  a  land. 

Tlie  most  prominent  and  most  famous  of  the  Very  old  hulconics  do  not  exist,  for,  as  Mr.  Kub- 
balcunies  were  those  erected  outside  tlie  town-  kin  remarks,  the  balcony,  being  by  its  constrtic- 
hall  looking  on  the  public  square.  From  this  tion  and  constant  use  peculiarly  liable  to  decay 
point  of  vnntage,  called  the  Binghiera,  tlie  po-    aud  to  become  insecure,  it  is  certain  at  some  time 
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to  be  replaced. or  else  removed  for  the  safety  of 
life  and  limb.  So  with  few  exceptions  most  of 
them  date  from  the  fifteenth  or  even  sixteenth 
century.  One  does  not  feel  this  to  be  a  serious 
defect.  There  is  something  about  the  very  thing 
that,  be  it  what  it  may,  it  always  looks  well.  Like 
a  framed  pencil  drawing,  let  it  be  by  the  fist  of 
any  schoolboy,  or  the  vain  elabomtion  of  some 
boudoir  miss,  it  always  looks  good  decoration. 
The  ponderous  production  on  the  clock  tower  in 
the  Piazza  deile  Erbe  at  Mantua  is  a  case  in 
point.  (See  page  86.)  Late  and  heavy  in  style, 
underneath  a  ** baroque**  figure  of  the  Virgin, 
and  encroached  on  by  the  roof  of  a  little  wine 
shop,  it  is  yet  very  pretty  in  its  picturesque  set- 
ting ;  but  how  I  managed  to  get  a  drawing  of  it 
I  can  hardly  tell.  Mr.  Street  complains  of  being 
mobbed  in  Mantua  as  he  tried  to  sketch,  and  I 
shared  his  fate  and  almost  gave  it  up  as  useless. 

Another  instance  of  this  is  a  charming  speci- 
men'of  a  wrought-iron  balcony,  late  in  date,  in 
an  old  house  near  the  cathedral  at  Cremona. 
The  doorway  under  it  now  forms  the  entrance  to 
a  smithes  shop,  and  all  sorts  of  iron,  tool  and 
ornament,  dangle  from  the  roof  and  grill.  All 
day  long,  under  this  inverted  forest  of  metal, 
goes  on  the  chink  of  the  hammer,  and  the  sun 
steals  round,  casting  delicioas  shadows  on  the 
broken  plaster  wall,  and  cool  evening  comes ;  but 
no  courtly  dame  or  smiling  maiden  bursts  the 
window  and  comes  to  bloom  upon  the  fragile 
slab,  showing,  through  the  interlacings,  all  their 
beauty  and  wealth  of  costume.  In  the  neighbor- 
ing square  the  tawdrily  bedecked  mammas  and 
daughters  are  promenading  round  and  round 
amongst  the  other  Cremonese,  to  the  sounds  of 
the  excellent  municipal  band.  A  slattern  woman 
may  undo  the  creaky  window  and  water  the  few 
plants  that  add  their  beauty  to  the  rusty  rails. 
Only  this  !  There  is  depression  in  the  thought 
that  everything  has  had  its  day.  What  it  was  it 
no  longer  is.  Its  old  purposes  have  changed  ;  it  is 
allowed  to  decav,  or  to  be  used  bv  other  men, 
and  differently  kept  because  differently  loved. 
Where  Petrarch  loved  and  wrote  the  coppersmith 
bangs  his  wares  ;  the  floors  which  only  knew  the 
tread  of  dukes  and  titled  dames  are  rotten  with 
decay  or  melancholy  as  some  little-nsed  museum  ; 
the  shades  and  cloisters  where  religious  sentiment 
and  disappointment  found  a  refuge  have  changed 
to  all  the  coarseness  of  the  barracks  ;  and  the  bal- 
conies where  Boccaccio's  ladies  hung  and  heard 
the  sonnets  of  their  cavaliers  are  possessed  by 
some  thriftless  lodger  who  only  knows  the  toil 
and  grime  of  hard  existence,  and  never  enters 
into  the  soul  of  the  existeiice  which  produced  the 
beauties  of  the  past. 


It  is  reasonable  that  the  city  of  Romeo  and 
Juliet  should  be  chief  in  the  land  of  balconies, 
and  this  Mr.  Buskin  declares  it  to  be  as  far  lis 
regards  the  strict  effect  of  the  balcony.  There 
are  some  fine  specimens  hBre,  and  several  of  the 
pierced-slab  type.  Beautiful  as  rare  is  the  corner 
balcony  in  the  Via  Scala.  Made  of  marble,  deli- 
cately carved,  and  a  cinqnecento  window  frame 
behind,  it  at  once  proclaims  itself  to  be  a  treasure 
saved  from  Time's  all-destroying  hand,  though 
now  a  leather  cutter  rents  the  house.  In  such 
parts  of  the  town  as  are  still  left  by  the  engineer 
with  his  improvements  one  may  find  many  a 
shadow-producing  bit.  There  are  few  devices  for 
breaking  the  perpendicular  of  the  street  more 
useful  than  the  '^  kneeling  gratings  **  on  some  old 
and  dirty  houses  in  the  Via  S.  Alessio,  which, 
though  they  are  not  balconies  in  the  strictest 
sense  of  the  word,  yet  serve  as  such  as  far  as  tak- 
ing air  and  seeing  up  and  down  the  street  de- 
mand ;  for  they  are  of  the  size  a  man  may  sit  in.   ^ 

For  artistic  effect  as  shade  producers  the  balco- 
nies of  Venice  stand  pre-eminent,  and  most  peo- 
ple will  think  that  for  number  and  beauty  she  is 
here  also  the  unrivaled  queen.  The  deep  cavern- 
ous doorway  of  the  palace  is  nearly  always  cor- 
niced by  the  window  balcony  of  the  next  story, 
casting  its  shadow  on  the  splendid  maas  of  dark 
beneath.  Then  above  these  windows  protrudes 
another  wide  stone  slab,  lending  mystery  to  their 
fine  dark  openings  by  its  welcome  shade.  And 
so  the  next  story  ;  till  the  roof  eaves  fling  their 
shadow  on  the  topmost  window  opening.  This 
is  seen  in  the  little  study  of  a  palazzo  in  a  side 
canal  which  contains  all  the  best  features  of  the 
larger  palaces  (p.  88).  A  sail  on  the  Grand  Canal 
where  the  Byzantine  and  Gothic  palaces  hang  out 
such  wealth  of  balconies  is  far  too  much  for  one 
poor  mortal  to  grasp  in  a  short  hour.  To  stand 
in  front  of  them,  or  even  to  study  a  drawing  of 
one,  produces  some  such  feeling  as  is  felt  on  be- 
ing in  the  midst  of  too  great  wealth  of  flowers. 
The  excessive  grace  and  beauty  of  the  window 
tracery  with  the  tender  balustrades  below,  the 
color  and  mosaic  and  the  ever-rippling  water, 
seem  too  much  for  our  dull-toned  northern  minds 
to  grasp  as  really  workaday  things.  The  com- 
monplace and  no-art  balconies  which  one  finds  in 
close  congregation  every  where— as  those  over- 
hanging a  canal  just  by  the  post  office,  shown  in 
the  large  drawing  on  page  89 — are  a  great  reac- 
tion from  the  order  of  the  older  and  more  ortho- 
dox sorts,  but  beautiful  and  useful  in  their  pro- 
fuseness,  and  an  illustration  of  how  little  one 
troubles  about  rules  of  art  when  judging  th3  ef- 
fect of  street  balconies.  The  oldest  balconies  are 
all   of  marble,  and   generally  consist  of  slender 
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colnmiis  supporting  n  top  rail,  at  tlio  corners  of 
whicli  Bit  two  littlo  dogs,  tlio  wliolo  supported  by 
lion -I  I  ended  brackets.  They  largely  date  from  the 
fonrtecntii  and  fifteenth  aentiines.  The  same  stylo 
iippears  in  al)  tlio  neighboring  towns,  wliicli  were  at 
onu  time  under  the  domination  of  Venice,  and  it  is 
tbercfoi'o  found  in  Piulua,  Vicenza  nnd  Verona,  jnst 
as  one  linda  the  lion  on  the  colamn.  Iti  Inter  jcnrs 
iron  hna  been  largely  used,  and  the  little  drawing  of 
the  bent  iron  balcony,  near  the  Salnte,  shows  how 
beautiful  such  simple  means  may  be  in  result,  the 
almost  trumpery  materials  yielding  a  very  satisfac- 
tory production. 

All  this  is  greatly  aided  by  the  wealth  of  flowering 
green  iinirersally  present,  but  notably  so  in  the  poorer 
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houses.  Often,  aa  the  "Stones  of  Venice" 
puts  it,  "the  falling  branches  of  the  flowen 
stream  like  fouutnitts  through  the  pierced 
traceries  of  the  marb]^>^nd  everywhere,  in 
good  taste  and  in  bad,  iiiB^JO  and  in  iron,  in 
nakedness  and  clothed  wit^^jp^'"*'  '''*** 
North  lUlian  balconies  meet  anatf'^"^  "" 
eye. 

On   a   return    from 
choose  the  r 
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.ute  through  Germany,  the  -Ttb, 
sudden  and  complete  disappearance  Jk„i 
balcony  is  quite  a  distress  to  the  stiid^^ 
such  matters.    In  Innsbruck,  Nuromburg  iV^ 
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on  the  Rhine  old  examples  are  practically  non-ex- 
istent, as  is  natural  in  Gothic  countries ;  but  if 
one  elects  to  travel  through  France  the  transition 
is  a  little  less  rapid,  either  by  the  Marseilles  route 
or  through  the  wooden  architecture  of  Switzer- 
land. In  all  these  countries,  as  well  as  our  own, 
there  are  now  any  number  of  specimens  ''in  the 
classical  taste ''of  modern  times,  ponderous  and 
heavy  in  cement  and  stone,  trivial  and  cheap  in 


cast  iron,  and,  quite  recently,  beautiful  and  useful 
in  molded  brick  and  terra-cotta.  There  seems  to 
be  a  prospect  that,  despite  the  limitations  of 
situation,  without  the  inspiration .  of  a  wealthy 
past,  and  under  a  doubtful  climate,  the  people 
of  this  country  will  yet  add  greatly  to  the  beauty 
of  their  streets,  faQades  and  the  comfort  of  their 
lives  by  the  further  study  and  greater  use  of  the 
balcony. 
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By  Christian  M.  Waage. 


Kearly  midwinter,  and  Christmas  close  upon 
tis  I  But  where  are  the  blizzards  ?  Where  is  the 
biting  northeaster  ?  Where  the  snow,  heaped  into 
mountains ;  or  Uie  ice,  covering  the  rills  with  si- 
lence ?  Ah  !  nous  avons  change  tout  cela — we 
are  in  California,  on  the  Pacific  slope,  in  the  land 
of  midwinter  sunshine,  midwinter  zephyrs,  mid- 
winter roses. 

As  I  stop  on  the  brow  of  the  hill  and  look  away 
into  the  sunlit  scene  before  me  everything  ap- 
pears wonderfully  beautiful.  Down  in  the  valley 
groves  of  fruit  trees,  already  budding ;  beyond  it 
the  ground  rising  from  height  to  height  in  natu- 
nil  steps.  'The  ca&ons  studded  with  white  ranch 
houses,  gleaming  in  the  sun ;  acres  of  eucalypti, 
waving  their  foliage  in  the  light  breeze ;  cattle  and 
horses  grazing  on  the  hillsides  ;  and  yonder  on  the 
<listaiit  hill,  rearing  its  head  above  the  others,  the 
outline  of  the  **  Arbor  Day  Cross,*'  planted  there 
by  Joaquin  Miller  for  the  benefit  of  the  children 
of  Oakland  and  Sati  Francisco.  A  hundred  vards 
below  the  base  of  tlie  cross  I  see  the  cottages  be- 
longing to  Miller's  ranch,  known  as  The  Heights, 
the  property  and  abode  of  the  poet. 

Notwithstanding  the  advanced  season  of  the 
year  it  is  a  hot  tramp  up  to  the  Miller  ranch. 
The  road  winds  along  hillsides  and  gulches ;  one 
may  look  up  into  orchards  on  the  one  side  and 
flown  upon  chicken  farms  on  the  other,  but  as 
I  rise  above  the  plateau  below,  into  which  the 
magnificent  Bay  of  San  Francisco  has  stretched 
its  placid  waters,  the  view  widens,  and  I  observe 
tlie  cities  of  Alameda,  Oakland  and  part  of  Berke- 
ley, while  across  the  bay  lies  San  Francisco,  del- 
icately veiled  in  a  pearly  ocean  mist ;  and  yonder, 
southward,  swathed  in  the  same  fine  film  of  vapor- 
ous sunshine,  as  I  suddenly  turn  a  bend  in  the  road, 
I  can  make  out  the  towns  of  San  Leandro,  San 
Lorenzo,  Hay  wards — on  and  on,  until  the  marvel- 
ous stretch  of  landscape  dies  away  in  the  far  dis- 
tiince  into  a  dream  of  tremulous  beauty. 


I  have  reached  the  goal  of  my  journey,  the 
Miller  mansion.  Yet,  the  word  is  wrongly  chosen, 
for  while  most  men  would  build  a  mansion  of 
many  apartments  the  poet  has  chosen  to  build  a 
number  of  cottages,  each  one  containing  just  a 
few  rooms.  Here  to  the  left,  as  I  cross  a  little 
rustic  bridge  and  walk  past  the  '^poet's  seat,'^  is 
the  study.  To  the  right  is  the  guest  house,  and 
further  up  on  the  hill  the  dining  house.  The 
door  to  the  study  is  open — it  always  is  open,  day 
and  night,  when  Miller  is  at  home — and  as  I  enter 
I  am  cordially  greeted  by  the  poet,  who  is  still  in 
bed,  although  it  is  in  the  small  hours  of  the  aft- 
ernoon. 

The  study  !  But  not  a  single  bookshelf  in  it, 
not  a  book  to  be  seen.  Yes,  one — Tolstoi's  '*  What 
to  Do.'' 

''Ah,  Tolstoi !   What  do  you  think  of  Tolstoi  ?" 

"I  know  little  of  Tolstoi,"  says  Joaquin. 
"  Partington  has  read  me  a  chapter  or  two  of  this 
'What  to  Do,'  and  we  have  discussed  his  doc- 
trine of  non-resistance,  his  theories  of  IalK>r,  and 
80  on ;  but  I  am  not  tempted  thereby  in  his  direc- 
tion. What !  shall  the  evil  man  triumph  as  long 
as  there  is  one  good  man  left  with  strength  to  kill 
him?  What  are  we  here  for  at  all,  anyhow,  if 
not  to  see  to  it  that  right  shall  live  and  wrong 
shall  die  ?" 

My  host  is  no  doubt  a  student,  but  he  is  not  a 
bookworm.  One  day,  some  years  ago,  I  sat  with 
him  on  the  steps  of  the  study,  looking  down  upon 
the  beautiful  panorama  before  us,  and  turned  the 
conversation  upon  reading. 

"Why  should  I  want  to  read  ?"  he  said.  '*! 
have  the  flowers  and  the  sunshine,  the  scenerv, 
the  fresh  air  of  the  hills — what  more  do  I  need  ?" 

To-day  he  speaks  differently,  when  I  once 
more  take  up  the  subject.  "I  never  read,"  ho 
says.  '•'!  know  people  think  I  did  once,  but  I 
never  had  the  opportunity.  I  now  feel  that  I 
must  find  time  to  read,  for  if  I  don't  I  shall  be 


AN  AFTERNOON    WITH  JOAQUIN  MILLER. 


91 


writing  something  one  of  these  days  that  has  been 
written  about  already/' 

In  this  study  Miller  does  all  his  writing,  and 
he  does  it  in  bed.  Fresh  from  the  sleep  in  the 
^invigorating  air  of  the  hills,  he  dips  his  quill  and 
pens  his  ideas,  passing  from  the  land  of  dreams 
straight  into  the  realm  of  thought  without  expos- 
ing himself  to  any  exertion  that  might  interfere 
with  his  reflections. 

But  the  study  is  not  less  interesting  because  of 
the  absence  of  books.  The  accompanying  illus- 
tration depicts  the  back  of  the  room,  with  the  cur- 
tain hanging  in  front  of  the  bed,  and  drawn  for 
dressing  purposes  only.  In  addition  to  ordinary 
bedclothes  there  are  a  bearskin  and  a  very  woolly- 
looking  horsehide  on  the  bed,  the  latter,  accord- 
ing to  Miller,  having  once  belonged  to  a  horse 
which  carried  the  immortal  Fremont  on  his  ex- 
plorations in  California.  The  floor,  too,  is  strewn 
with  fur  rugs,  giving  the  whole  interior  a  cozy 
appearance.  The  furniture  is  scanty  and  very 
plain,  but  the  walls  are  covered  with  photographs^ 
letters,  manuscript,  cards,  maxims,  Indian  curi- 
osities and  a  variety  of  articles,  pinned  on,  nailed 
on,  glued  on,  producing  the  impression  of  a  mu- 
seum rather  than  of  a  literary  study.  Among  the 
maxims  I  notice  one  in  particular.  It  is  signed 
*' Joaquin  Miller,"  and  runs  : 

' '  Familiarity  is  Tulgarity ;  Popularity  is  mediocrity.^' 

As  we  converse  the  subject  turns  upon  his  im- 
mediate surroundings.  He  gives  me  to  under- 
stand that  his  arrangements  here  have  been  made 
with  a  view  to  bnng  a  simpler  and  more  primitive 
manner  of  living  into  harmony  with  the  condi- 
tions of  present  civilized  life.  '*  There  is  no  rea- 
son," he  says,  **for  shutting  yourself  up  behind 
barred  doors  and  barbed  fences."  Then  he  con- 
tinues :  **  There  is  nothing  here  but  chicken 
ranches  and  grass,  grass  and  chicken  ranches.  If 
you  want  anything  else  you  must  go  down  yon- 
der ;"  and  he  nods  his  head  toward  the  busy  cities 
below,  the  spires  and  turrets  of  which  are  gleam- 
ing in  the  sunlight  before  his  glance,  as  he  looks 
through  the  open  door.  *' There  is  not  even  an 
atmosphere  here !" 

I  insist  that  the  presence  of  an  atmosphere 
would  depend  upon  individual  perception,  but  he 
will  not  have  it  that  way. 

**  There  is  nothing  here,"  he  repeats,  *^save  the 
little  glints  of  rainbow  colors  I  have  tried  to  pro- 
duce ;  but  it  is  all  like  pouring  one  drop  of  red 
into  a  bucket  of  water — scarcely  perceptible." 

I  go  to  the  guest  house  while  Miller  dresses. 
It  is  a  cottage  with  one  front  room  and  two  bed- 
xooms  behind.  The  same  splendid  view,  and  here 


also  the  walls  decorated  with  pictures  and  curi- 
osities. I  notice  two  portraits  of  Tolstoi  and  a 
full  illuatrated  page  of  the  San  Francisco  Ex- 
aminer,  giving  an  account  of  the  poet's  interview 
with  Chris  Evans,  a  notorious  outlaw,  who  since 
his  meeting  with  Miller  under  the  redwoods  of 
the  Sierras  has  been  captured,  tried  and  sentenced 
to  imprisonment  for  life. 

As  I  sit  down  here,  waiting  for  my  host  to  come 
along  and  take  me  up  for  dinner,  I  survey  in  my 
mind  the  singular  personality  of  which  he  is  ]K)s- 
sessed.  Let  no  one  think  that  in  this  beautiful 
spot  Joaquin  Miller  cultivates  only  the  genius  of 
the  poet.  Let  no  one  think  that  he  has  no  other 
work  to  perform  than  to  write  poetry,  resting 
upon  a  luxurious  couch.  Not  so  !  When  he  has 
put  down  his  pen  he  bends  his  muscle  to  manual 
labor.  He  believes  that  the  business  of  the  world 
is  worth  Avorking  at.  Unlike  Tolstoi,  he  does  not 
ask  whether  the  job  next  his  hand  is  worth  tak- 
ing up — he  takes  it  up.  He  has  no  time  to  ask 
whether  life  is  worth  living — he  lives  it.  He  toils 
at  his  work,  writes,  digs,  hoes,  plows,  mows, 
shoots  and  occasionally  preaches.  He  eats  his 
dinner,  drinks  his  wine,  feeds  his  heart  on  the 
smell  of  his  wonderful  roses,  cracks  his  joke  and 
lauglis  out  loud  with  the  laughing  Californian 
sun,  and  swears  by  the  Lord  that  ''it  is  all  very 
good."  More  than  this  :  he  can  eat  a  chunk  of 
bread  and  drink  a  glass  of  water  with  a  thankful 
heart — ^and  does  it  when  need  may  be,  still  swear- 
ing by  the  Lord  that  bread  with  water  ''straight" 
out  of  the  heart  of  the  hills  is  very  good  too. 
When  the  demijohn  of  whisky  gives  out  there  is 
still  plenty  of  that  water — "The  best  in  the 
world,  boy  !"  he  will  say.  He  does  not  whine  ;  he 
works,  and  is  thankful. 

He  works,  and  the  fruits  of  his  labors  may  be 
seen  all  around.  What  The  Heights  were  be- 
fore he  came  here  five  years  ago  anyone  may  judge 
from  a  glance  at  the  surroundings.  Bare,  shaly, 
barren  land ;  thin  pasturage  for  poor  stock,  riddled 
by  tens  of  thousands  of  squirrel  holes  ;  a  land  for 
the  conies,  the  coyotes  and  the  mountain  lions : 
he  has  planted  it  with  thousands  of  trees — olive, 
peach,  plum,  apple,  willows,  chestnuts,  acacias, 
grapevines  and  roses.  The  wilderness  has  fairly 
blossomed  as  the  rose.  There  are  his  cottages — 
the  chapel,  the  sleeping  room,  the  guest  house, 
the  home  of  his  mother  and  the  flower  house,  the 
great  barn,  the  little  bridge,  the  stone  terraces, 
the  fences,  the  fish  ponds,  the  ingenious  arrange- 
ment of  waterworks  and  the  irrigating  channels 
for  watering  his  roses.  With  his  own  hands  and 
arms  and  legs,  with  back  bent  and  brow  sweat — 
honest  sweat — he  has  done  most  of  this  work 
himself. 
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"  Whab  is  to  be  the  end  of  it  nil  ?"  says  Toktoi, 
in  hia  grim  and  ghastly  fueliion.  "Stench  and 
worms  I"  "  Vanity  ot  vanities,  all  is  vanity  !"  says 
Solomon. 

Joaquin  Miller  anawera  differently.  He  has 
already  lodged  ivith  tlio  authorities  ot  S:iu  Fran- 
cisco and  Oitkhiitd  a  docnment  in  nhicli  he  bo- 
qiieaths  to  those  two  cities  on  certain  conditiuna 
all  this  land  for  the  pm'pose  of  turning  it  into  a 
park.  Referring  jurtly  to  this,  and  more  espe- 
oiiilly  to  the  Arbor  Day  Cross  on  the  top  of  the 
hill,  he  Bays  :  "  It  will  be  left  to  the  aciiool  chil- 
dren of  the  two  ciliefi,  who  planted  it,  forever." 
Not  for  worms  to  devour,  not  for  vanity  to  mock. 


and  liair  over  hia  breast  and  ahonlders  he  bends 
forward  as  he  ascends  the  hill.  On  his  head  a 
broad-brim  in  cil  black  wideawake  ;  over  his  shoul- 
ders the  skin  of  a  grizzly  bear,  fur  ddo  out,  and 
lined  with  bright  yellow  aud  dark  red.  He  wears* 
no  coat,  bnt  a  vest  of  dark  material  partly  covei'S 
a  soft  fawn  pongpo  silk  shirt,  under  the  collar  o( 
whicb  is  tied  a  bright-blue  necktie  dotted  with 
white.  Round  bis  waist  ho  wears  a  red  silk  acarf, 
while  bis  tiglit-rittiiig  corduroy  breeches  disappear 
below  in  a  pair  ot  Wellingtons.  But  it  is  the 
expression  of  his  countenance  whicb  gives  to  the 
whole  tlio  final  harmnniona  effect.  Althongli 
but  little  oVer  flfty,  his  face  bears  the  marks  of 


haa  he  done  his  splendid  work  of  love,  bnt  for  the 
children  to  enjoy  forever — merry,  laugjiing  chil- 
dren, the  youth  that  always  is,  the  fragrant  blos- 
soms of  his  own  race  that  witberonly  to  be  suc- 
ceeded by  others.  He  writes  poetry  for  ns,  who 
love  poetry ;  he  works  with  hia  strong  arms  for 
our  children,  who  love  trees  and  flowers — what 
more  can  a  true  poet  do  ? 

My  thoughts  are  interrupted  by  Joaquin  calling 
me  outside,  and  we  ascend  the  steep  path  lend- 
ing up  to  hia  mother'a  house,  also  known  ns  the 
dining  house.  Often  as  I  have  seen  him,  I  can- 
not help  noticing  his  singular  appearance.  Tall, 
muscular,  weird-looking,  as  the  gentle  wind  that 
rushes  down  from  the  mountains  wafts  his  beard 


exposure  and  sufferings  during  hard  times  in  tho 
wild  and  lonely  nature  ho  has  reveled  in  explor- 
ing. I  think  1  can  read  "  Mount  Shasta"  there; 
but  I  can  read,  too,  the  tender  compassion  for  the 
oppressed  Indians,  whom  ho  has  so  warmly  de- 
fended in  his  writings,  uotwithslauding  that  their 
arrows  have  left  seal's  on  several  parts  of  his  body. 
His  eyes  are  deep-set,  his  glance  steady,  often 
piercing.  But  witlial  there  is  a  merry  twinkling 
in  the  blue  orbs — something  bordering  on  the  mis- 
chievous— something  that  often  seems  tQ-J.au gli, 
even  when  bis  face  is  otherwise  composed.      "  "^^^ 

We  arc  in  the  dining  room.  It  is  n  tent  within 
a  house,  the  canvas  stretched  to  follow  the  out- 
line of  the  cottage.     The  walls  are  minus  tho  pic- 
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nro  dooi's  lea )  g  to 
the  kitchen  and  Mrs 
Milloi's  roon  c  r 
lain  arranged  d  a 
]iery  in  the  ce  t  o  of 
the  room,  a  fi  epiace 
but  with  t  0  eicep 
tion  of  the  ecee  u  y 
tublo,  side  table  and  fi 
few  chuirs,  tl  c  oom 
is  bare  of  f  to 
During  tlie  eal  M  1 
ler  eita  in  n  roclvin-r 
chair  near  the  kitchen 
door,   throngh  which 

ho  pasaca  every  now  and  then  for  tho  pnrposo  of  potatoes  with  the  meat,  for  he  lieaitatea  a  mo- 
fetching  plates  or  other  tabic  service  that  may  bo  ment,  as  if  puzzled,  before  putting  one  on  my 
required.  Opposilo  him  sits  his  mother,  and  I  nni  plate,  saying,  as  lie  hands  it  to  ine  :  "  Eat  it  with 
placed  between  tho  two.  eomo  butter — it  is  a  fiuo  potato."     Tiieti  Miller 

The  poet  ladles  tho  eoiip  into  a  small  bowl,  makes  coffee  over  the  coul-oii  lamp  on  the  side- 
asking  me  a  pass  it  to  "  mother."  After  soup  board.  It  is  delicious  coffee,  served  in  very  tiny 
follow  boiled  ham  and  cabbage,  and  we  drink  cups,  black  and  atrotig,  and  ia  accompanied  by 
claret  and  water — piiro  as  crystal.  Then  wo  have  cheese  and  fruit.  Miller  cutting  the  cheese  in  im- 
potatoes  and  baked  apples,  a  singular  combina-  mense  clinnka. 
tioD,   but  I  take  it  that  he  forgot  to  serve  tho        Thionghout  the   meal  the  principal  topic  of 
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conversation  is  Australia,  and  my  host  listens 
with  seeming  interest  as  I  tell  him  of  hardships 
I  have  endured  there,  and  how,  through  force  of 
circumstances,  I  had  at  one  time  to  fare  upon 
snakes  and  lizards. 

**  Snakes  are  good  eating/*  says  Miller.  "  There 
is  some  kind  of  electricity  about  them  which  is 
healthy;  besides,  they  are  fat,  and  better  than 
frogs." 

Dinner  over,  we  rise.  *'  Good  evening,  madam  V 
says  Joaquin,  with  grave,  old-fashioned  courtesy, 
and  bows  to  his  mother,  who  bids  us  both  "  good 
evening,"  and  we  depart.  We  go  to  the  study  and 
^Might  up."  I  bring  out  my  pipe,  and  Miller 
lights  a  stump  of  a  cigar.  I  express  Barprise,  not 
having  noticed  before  that  he  cultivates  the  habit. 

''I  don^t  smoke  a  pipe,"  he  says;  ''it  is  too 
much  trouble ;  but  sometimes  I  get  hold  of  a  ei^ar 
I  have  been  lying  on  for  a  few  days.  Then  I 
smoke  it." 

The  external  architecture  of  the  stndy  is  some- 
what ecclesiastic,  with  door  and  windows  in  the 
gable  facing  the  road.  They  are  pointed  above, 
not  in  arches,  but  in  straight  li nee.  The  windows 
have  colored  glass  for  panes,  and  the  door  la  sur- 
mounted by  a  crude  fanlike  ornament,  in  the  cen- 
tre of  which  is  a  new  moon,  painted  yellow  on 
brown  ground.  The  finial  on  the  gable  consists 
of  a  cross-shaped  ornament,  the  whole  being  a 
quaint  and  simple  mixture  of  Saxon,  Oothio  and 
Moslem  architecture. 

''  Come  into  my  rain  room/'  says  Joaquin. 

It  is  a  small  chamber,  adjoining  the  study,  con- 
taiinns^  a  bed,  a  chair  and  a  table,  the  walls  pro- 
fusely decorated  with  pictures,  auMmg  whick  I  no^ 


Wo  walk  through  the  grounds,  and  be  points- 
out  to  me  the  site  where  he  will  some  day  build 
another  study,  his  thousands  of  trees  planted  hy 
his  own  hand,  his  elaborate  stonework,  his  mag- 
nificent roses,  the  weird  stone  mounds  where  he 
says  two  persons  have  been  already  cremated  and 
on  one  of  which  he  proposes  to  be  burned  to 
ashes  himself.  The  idea  was  conceived  before 
crematories  became  general  and  was  meant  to  set 
an  example  for  the  race,  for  whose  present  bar- 
barous funeral  customs  Miller  has  a  very  hearty 
contempt.  He  shows  me  a  heap  of  stonework, 
looking  like  an  old  ruin,  where  at  one  time  a 
cannon  was  planted,  and  points  to  a  ridge  where 
he  says  General  Fremont  built  a  road  over  the 
foothills. 

It  is  when  rambling  over  his  gronnda  in  this 
wise  that  Miller  becomes  talkative  ;  but  around  a 
camp  fii-e  he  is  at  hia  best.  On  one  such  occasion, 
some  months  ago,  he  gave  us  a  lovely  story  of  the 
coyote.  We  were  a  little  crowd  of  Bohemians, 
principally  artists  and  literary  people,  who  were 
camping  in  the  redwood  grove  close  to  his  place. 
Gathered  round  the  blazing  logs  under  the  can- 
opy of  the  giant  redwood  trees^  inhaling  the 
odorous  balm  of  the  forest,  our  merry  company 
listened  with  rapt  attention  to  Joaquin's  fine  re- 
cital of  the  story  of  the  coyote  that  took  tlie  gift 
of  love  from  the  West  to  the  Far  East,  and  was  re- 
warded by  the  angel  by  being  made  the  fleetest- 
footed  of  all  animals. 

:  MMark  Twain  is  a  much  more  sensible  man 
than  I  am,'* says  Miller,  referring  to  this  incident. 
''  When  he  has  a  story  he  tells  it  first.  Then, 
when  he  sees  that  it  takes  well,  he  writes  it.     I 


tice  one  in  partienlar — the  photograpli  of  a  very    have  followed  his  exaas'ple  this  time,  for,  seeing 


handsome  woman.  Then  my  friend  pnlk  the  blinda 
down  and  turns  au  invisible  tap«  The  effect  is 
magical,  for  it  suddenly  appears  as  if  we  were  in 
the  midst  of  a  delicioas  April  shower.  The  water 
falls  fast  upon  the  roof  and  pours  over  the  eaves, 
and,  as  the  blinds  are  now  drawn,  we  behold  the 
sunlit  landscape  below  through  rainbow  colors, 
while  the  water  is  splashing  from  the  roof  upon 
bushes  and  flowers  without.  On  a  hot  blazing 
day,  when  the  sunlight  almost  scorches  the  sight, 
the  cooling  effect  of  thia  contrivance  is  the  per- 
fection of  relief. 

Against  the  rain  room  leans  a  beautiful  rose, 
the  frtigrant  flowers  #f  whidb  on^  this  Doa&mhm 


how  well  yoQ  all  th<»iighk  of  my  story,  I  havo 
since  pnbfished  it." 

Miller  can  tell  a  joke  em  himself  and  heartily 
enjoy  it.  "  Whea  the  Wild  West  Show  was  here 
last,"  lie  says,  '^I  was  in  San  Francisco  one  day. 
Coming  along  Market  Street,  I  met  two  little 
street  urchins.  *  Hello,  pard  !'  shouted  one  ;  *  does 
you  belong  to  the  Wild  West  Show  P  " 

Of  course  I  laugh  at  this ;  bat  the  story  is  not 
CBMDLpleted  ttSBttil  Miller  coutinnes,  with  that  mis- 
chiefreuB  twinkling  in  his  eye  :  **  I  looked  at  the 
boy  and  said,  '  Beleog  to  it,  sonny  ?  Why,  I  am 
the  whole  business.'"'' 

We-  qwak  of  hatwsfc.    Millsr  is  a  magnificent 


day  play  in  TariooshiMNM— puce  white,  paijrradiandl    iMnamaan^  and  sifaisni  bHsiliBS  a  horse  with  the 


yellow.  It  has  g^.wut<till  it  reaobes  abone^ the^eamii 
and  its  long  stem,  curves  wibht  a  serpetrMaa sweep 
round  the  comer  of  the  bailding. 

*'It  is  an  African  rose,"  says  the  poet.     '^A 

British  officer  sent  it  me  from  Alexandria  after 
the  bouibardnieut." 


ease  and  graae  of  eii^  flSMod  i&  the  saddle.  On 
the  littin  finger  of  Bis:  hfSi  hand  he  carries  a  very 
valnabfo  dimneofl:  ving^ 

''It  was^  given  to  me  in  trust,"  he  says,  ''by 
the  French  Prince  Imperial  when  he  went  to  Zulu- 
land.     After  his  death  I  sent  it  to  his  mother. 
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but  she  wonld  not  receive  it,  and  returned  it  to 
me.  I  do  not  look  upon  it  as  my  own.  I  taught 
the  prince  riding — but  not  to  mount/'  he  adds, 
changing  his  tone  of  voice  ;  and  it  recurs  to  my 
mind  that  Lieutenant  Carey  stated  in  his  defense, 
when  held  responsible  for  the  death  of  the  prince, 
that  had  his  imperial  highness  got  into  the  saddle 
more  adroitly  he  would  have  escaped  the  fate 
that  overtook  him. 

The  shades  of  evening  have  fallen  upon  the 
landscape.  The  glorious  midwinter  sun  has  dip- 
ped into  the  great  Pacific  and  thrown  its  last 
ravishing  refieotions^  upon  th&  towering  hills, 
while  night  oliraiS^are^  gathering  on  the  welkin. 

''Now  watchi  mjy  display  of  fireworks,''  says 
Miller.  *^M^  tSldm-  lighting  up.  the  towns  with 
the  eleoMcr  ^arlu.  There  oomeB  Alkimeda — she 
is  always^  ^nL"' 

Indeed,  as Hook  down  infeo>  the  Ilswliand  I  be- 
hold a  most  efteotive  scene*  Like  a.  will-o'-the- 
wisp  leaving  hia  track  behind  him,  tba  electric 
spark  leaps  fronii  place  to  place  through- the  dark- 
ness, until  streets  and  avenues  lie  IHte^  streaks  of 
light  in  the  tbiokeniag  gloom,  indicating  the  spot, 
where  fair  Alamejda.  rests  on.  the  bay  shores 


.     **  Now  watch  Oakland  coming  up  ! " 

But  Oakland  does  not  "  come  up,"  and  I  sug- 
gest that  she  is  justifying  herself  by  the  "mu- 
nicipal moonlight "  theory,  notwithstanding  tiie 
fact  that  the  newborn  moon  is  swathed  in  heavy 
clouds. 

"  Ah  !"  he  says,  "  that  is  so.  Alameda  is  rich 
— she  has  her  own  electric  plant ;  but  Oakland  is 
in  the  hands  of  corporations  and  contractors — she 
is  left  in  the  dark.'^ 

Miller  does  not  burn  the  midnight  oil.  The 
conventional  student's  lamp  is  not  founid  in  his 
study  ;  a  sperm  candle  is  all  he  needs,  for  he  goes 
to  rest  early.  So  I  bid  him  "good  night,"  and 
prepare  to  walk  down  the  steep  hills  to  the  throb- 
bing, restless  heart  of  the  city  "left  in  the  dark," 
down  "yonder,  where  the  noisd  is."  He  shakes  nie 
by  the  hand  as  we  part.  It  is  a  warm,  friendly 
grasp,  full  of  heartiness  and  sympathy. 

"Yon  must  come  out  again  soon,"  he  says. 
"Come  and  stay  in  the  guest  house  all  nigl)t, 
some  time  when  we  have  moonlight.  Then  it  is 
beantifhl  here.  Then,  as  you  look  out  of  your 
open  door,  yon  will  see  God's  face  lighting 
fairly  upon  you." 
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H^Tf  tioitfbrpUrae«  but  for  the  Bight, 

To.  mite'  this,  fsir  world  fauer  atiU^ 
te  lowl^  lily  of  a  night. 

Or  BQUttopped  tower  of  a  hill, 
Or  high  or  low,  or  near  or  fax. 

Or  dnll  or  keen,  or  bright,  or  dim*. 
Or  blade  of  gr«w,.or  brightest  star — 

All;  alii  aro  but  the  same  to  Him. 


O  pity  of  the  strife  for  plaoe! 

O  pity  of  the  strifo  for  power ! 
How  scarred,  how  marred  a  mountain's  faoe  I 

How  fair  the  fair  faoe  of  a  flower ! 
The  blade  of  grass  beneath  yonr  feet 

The  bravest  sword — ay,  brayer  far 
To  do  and  die  in  mate  defeat 
Than  bravest  conqueror  of  war ! 


^hen  I  am.  dead  say  this,  but  this : 

**  He  grasped  at  no  man's  blade  or  shield. 
Or  banner  bore,  but  helmetless, 

Alone,  unknown,  he  held  the  field. 
He  held^  the  field,  with  sabre  drawn, 

WHwa  Ood  had  set  him  in  the  fight  I 
He  held  the  field,  fought,  on  and  on! 

And,ao,f^,,fightiQg  for   he  Bight.'* 


tlte;SMK»aTl^  QskUmd,  Oali 


BOMBTHlHa 


MRS,    DUSENBURY'S   TURQUOISES. 

Bv  Violet  Etvnge  Mit 


Mrs.  Ddskkbubt  was,  when  I  first  met  lier,  n 
rery  remarkable  person.  First  of  all,  from  n 
worldly  staudpoint,  aa  a  social  leader  ;  secondly, 
from  ft  spiritual  outlook,  as  a  homo  missionary; 
thirdly,  from  an  intellectual  standard,  as  a  w-'it ; 
lastly,  but  not  least,  she  was  by  all  odds  the 
handsomest  and  the  richest  woman  iu  San  Fran- 
cisco. It  seemed  as  if  Fortune  had  literally 
showered  npon  her  gifts  whici),  taken  singly, 
many  of  her  less  fortunate  sisters  had  desired — in 
vain. 

Perhaps  apart  from  all  this  array  of  lluttering 
points  there  was  somntJiing  still  more  extraordi- 
nary about  Mrs.  Unsenbnry,  aud  that  was  the 
mystery  whicli  enshrouded  her,  Slie  liad  burst 
npon  ns  in  the  gilded  glory  of  her  worldly  chat- 
tels and  personal  attractions  like  a  meteor  from 
the  sky,  and  the  few  among  ns  who  had  held 
aloof  at  first,  and  wore  inclined  to  demand  a  pass- 
port and  a  family  tree,  succumbed  igiiomiiiiously 
within  a  year,  let  down  our  social  barriers  and  al- 
lowed her  triumphal  chariot  wheels  to  pass  over 
Vol.  XXXVm  ,  Ho.  1—7. 


onr  prostrate  forms,  glad  to  accept  a  seat  by  her 
sido  in  her  victoria  with  its  liveried  driver,  j.roud 
to  receive  her  elegantly  written  cards  of  invitation 
to  receptions  and  balls.  In  a  word,  we  accepted 
iier. 

It  was  my  fortune  to  have  the  pecnliar  hair  and 
complex  ton  whicli  set  off  most  advantageously  hor 
blond  locks  and  bine  eyes.  She  adopted  me  as  a 
special  favorite,  showered  npon  me  many  proofs  of 
her  regard,  and  finally  invited  me  for  an  indef- 
initely long  visit  to  her  residence,  the  Laurels. 

It  was  the  month  of  June  when  I  arrived  there, 
nnd  the  roses  abont  the  place  were  in  full  'bloom. 
An  immense  lawn  surrounded  the  house,  which 
was  built  in  the  old  colonial  style,  and  was  shaded 
on  the  east  and  west  by  magnificent  oak  trees. 

Mrs.  Dusenbury  met  me  at  the  door,  and  dis- 
missing the  pretty  chambermaid  who,  in  white 
cap  and  apron,  stood  ready  to  pilot  me  to  my 
room,  led  the  way  thither  herself. 

8ho  wore  a  pale-blue  cashmere,  trimmed  with 
velvet,  and  the  evening  being  cool,  she  had  thrown 
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a  white  lace  scarf  over  her  shouhlers,  which 
shronded  without  concealing  the  ivory  neck  be- 
neath it. 

"  Yon  are  so  kind,  Lyra  V  she  exclaimed, 
throwing  open  the  door  of  tlie  pretty  rooms  in- 
tended for  my  nse — "so  kind  to  come  to  roe  just 
when  I  was  on  the  brink  of  despair  !" 

She  drew  me  inside  tlie  apartment,  and  with 
/rrucefnl  ini))etao8ity  threw  her  arms  abont  my 
r.cck  and  kissed  me ;  then  seating  herself  on  a 
lounge,  made  room  for  me  by  her  side,  holding 
one  of  my  gloved  hands  in  her  own,  which  were 
hparkling  with  rings. 

''I  have  the  Tery  dullest  set  in  the  house  I**  she 
cried,  confidentially,  ''and  the  most  impossible 
to  entertain.  Oil  and  water,  my  dear — milk  and 
vinegar  !  There  h  Mr.  Johnson — ^my  husband  in- 
sisted on  inviting  him.  He  is  as  wise  as  Solomon 
on  political  economy,  but  as  stupid  as  aa  owl 
about  mnsic.  Let  anyone  sin^  and  lie  will  walk 
out  of  the  room.  Speaking  of  music,  I  have  Miss 
Alvarra  here — met  her  in  Italy  last  year.  She 
sings  divinely,  but  imagine  mixing  up  prima 
donnas  and  such  monstrosities  as  Herr  Weimar, 
who 'dropped  in 'without  any  invitation  yester- 
day, and  intends  to  stay.  Oh,  my  dear,  it  is 
dreadful !  There  are  nine  more  guests,  none  of 
whom  were  invited  for  the  same  month,  but  all 
of  whom  changed  the  dates  to  suit  themselves ; 
and  here  I  am  with  an  elephant  on  my  hands.'' 

''  Who  is  that  pretty  woman  I  saw  on  the 
piazza  speaking  to  your  husband  ?"  I  inquired, 
rising  to  take  off  my  hat  and  survey  myself  in  a 
pysche  glass  which  stood  near  tiie  window. 

As  I  glanced  in  this  mirror  I  saw  a  dark  frown 
eross  the  face  of  my  hostess,  and  there  was  a 
shade  of  impatience  in  her  voice  as  she  replied  : 

"Oh  !  that  little  woman  in  the  white  gown  and 
lavender  ribbons  ?  That  is  Miss  Courtney,  a 
friend  of  Inez  Alvarra's.  Inez  asked  permission 
to  bring  her  with  her.  Of  course  I  could  not 
refuse." 

Something  in  Mrs.  Dusenbury's  tone  startled 
me.  I  turned  and  faced  her  as  she  stood  beside 
the  crimson  velvet  portiere  which  divided  the 
parlor  from  the  bedroom. 

" She  is  very  pretty,"  I  said,  "and  must  be  a 
cliarming  addition  to  your  oUa-podrida." 

The  effect  of  my  words  was  electrifying.  Prom 
a  self-possessed  woman  my  companion  was  trans- 
formed into  a  tigress. 

'*  Pretty  !  charming  !"  she  gasped.  "  Don't  say 
tliat  if  you  wish  to  retain  my  good  will.  She  is  a 
fiend  !     I  detest  her  !" 

The  paleness  which  must  have  overspread  my 
cheeks  brought  her  to  her  senses,  for  she  laughed 
— such  a  natural,  unaffected  peal  of  merriment. 


"  Did  I  frighten  you  ?"  she  cried.  **  I  am 
nervous — ridiculously  nervous.  Cyclones  in  the 
kitchen,  my  dear,  have  overbalanced  my  mind. 
Wait  till  you  are  married  !"  (she  playfully  shook 
her  finger  at  me).  "And  to-day  tiiat  horrid  Miss 
Courtney  was  so  cruel  to  my  poor  little  terrier 
that  I  positively  resent  it.  Never  mind  !  She  is 
my  guest.  Help  me  to  do  my  duty  to  lier.  £n 
avant !"  she  exclaimed,  still  smiling.  "  You  are 
my  lieutenant — no,  my  commanding  officer.  Be 
a  snn.  Get  the  planets  revolving  in  an  amicable 
way  about  you,  and  keep  my  little  stars  from 
colliding  with  my  comets.  I  assure  you  that  I 
will  repay  the  debt  with  gratitude."  With  a 
merry  twinkle  in  her  blue  eyes  and  a  graceful  in- 
clination of  her  blond  head  she  bade  me  '^ Adieu," 
adding,  as  she  left  me  alone,  ''I  will  eend  Sarah 

to  unpack  your  trunk." 

*  •  *  •  *  * 

I  realized  very  soon  that  the  task  assigned  to 
me  by  our  cliarming  hostess  was  no  sinecure. 
The  element  of  discord  held  high  carnival  at 
the  Laurels,  in  spite  of  her  efforts  and  mine  to 
produce  harmony. 

It  was  not  strange,  after  the  peculiar  words 
which  had  fallen  from  Mrs.  Dusenbury's  lips  in 
regard  to  Miss  Courtney,  that  I  should  observe 
with  some  curiosity  the  attitude  of  the  two 
women  toward  each  other  —  an  attitude  which 
suggested  enmity  carefully  concealed  by  a  flimsy 
covering  of  endearing  terms  and  shallow  smiles. 

One  evening,  as  I  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  great 
oak  staircase  leading  from  tiie  main  hall  to  the 
floor  above,  I  wtis  startled  to  feel  a  hand  laid  on 
my  arm,  and  turning,  beheld  Evelyn  Courtney, 
whose  coming  had  .been  so  stealthy  that  I  had  not 
heard  a  rustle  of  t)he  silk  dress  she  wore. 

A  smile  of  deep  meaning  was  on  her  lips,  and 
she  returned  my  glance  of  surprise  with  undis- 
turbed aplomb. 

"  Will  you  grant  me  a  moment's  interview  ?* 
she  asked,  quietly. 

There  being  no  actual  excuse  for  refusal,  I  nod- 
ded my  head,  and  gravely  fallowed  in  the  wake  of 
her  shimmering  silk  gown  out  into  the  moonlit 
niglit  and  took  a  seat  beside  her  on  the  piazza. 

"Miss  Winstonleigh,"  she  began,  "can  you 
conquer  prejudice,  and  answer  a  question  or  two, 
which  need  not,  I  think,  clash  with  your  idea  of 
loyalty  as  a  guest  ?" 

"  Ask  what  you  will,"  I  replied,  struggling  to 
overcome  my  unreasoning  dislike  to  the  girl, 
"and,  provided  there  be  no  objectionable  element 
in  your  questions,  they  shall  be  honored.'^ 

She  looked   fixedly  at  me  for  a  moment,  and 
then  whispered,  hurriedly : 

"  How  long  have  you  known  Mrs.  Dusenbnry  f" 
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"Abont  a  year/'  I  replied^  surprised  to  find  how 
brief  Imd  been  our  acquaintance. 

''Do  you  know  anything  of  her  former  his- 
tory ?"  she  continued. 

''  It  does  not  concern  me,''  I  answered,  coldly. 

Miss  Courtney  bit  her  lips,  and  her  Yoice  trem- 
bled a  little  as  she  went  on  : 

*'  Have  you  ever  thought — suspected — that  her 
beautiful  yellow  hair  was''  (she  fidgeted  and 
looked  down  at  the  tips  of  her  red  kid  slippers) 


<« 


a  wig 
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''  You  are  impertinent !"  I  cried  ;  but  the  shot 
told — my  curiosity  was  aroused. 

'<  Do  you  mean  that  my  suspicions  are  incor- 
rect ?"  she  persisted. 

''  I  mean  that,  as  a  guest  in  her  house,  any  crit- 
icism of  her  is  unpardonable,"  I  retorted. 

**  Hm  I"  came  from  her  closed  lips,  and  she 
glided  away  as  noiselessly  as  she  had  come. 

The  incident  annoyed  me,  especially  as  I  be- 
lieved that  something  more  serious  than  mere 
curiosity  had  prompted  the  questions  which  Miss 
Courtney  had  put  to  me.  I  determined  to  keep 
my  eyes  wide  open  and  be  on  the  alert. 

The  next  day  was  stormy,  and  toward  even- 
ing the  gentlemen  retired  to  the  pretty  billiard 
room,  while  we  ladies,  clustering  about  an  open 
grate  fire,  listened  to  the  silvery  voice  of  our 
charming  hostess  while  she  told  anecdotes  which, 
though  witty  and  bright,  never  outraged  pro- 
priety and  refinement. 

**  Oh,  dear  Mrs.  Dusenbury,"  cried  Annie  Du- 
val, a  gay  little  brunette,  ''will  you  not  show  us 
those  turquoises  which  were  given  to  yon  by  the 
Moorish  prince,  and  of  which  you  gave  us  such  a 
tantalizing  description  that  I  dreamed  of  them  ?" 

Mrs.  Dusenbury  smiled  graciously,  and  turning 
to  Evelyn  Courtney,  who  was  about  to  leave  the 
room,  called  to  her,  in  mellow  tones : 

"  Evelyn,  dear,  you  are  the  only  one  who  knows 
where  I  keep  my  jewels.  I  see  you  are  going  up- 
stairs' — kindly  take  this  key  and  bring  them  to 


roe. 
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Miss  Courtney  hesHated  a  moment,  then  said, 
xsoldly : 

"I  would  much  prefer  that  von  should  ask 
your  maid." 

"Oh,  nonsense,  Evelyn  !"  protested  the  lady, 
"  Be  a  good  girl.  Do  not  force  me  to  ring  for 
Anita." 

She  waved  her  white  hand  depreeatingly,  and 
held  out  the  key. 

Miss  Courtney  took  it,  and  left  the  room  with- 
out another  word.  Five  minutes  later  she  re- 
turned, bearing  in  her  hand  a  white  velvet  jewel 
case,  which  she  silently  laid  before  Mrs.  Dusen- 
bury on  the  table. 


The  turquoises  were  magnificent  in  size  and 
coloring,  and  their  fortunate  possessor  good-nat- 
urediy  allowed  each  woman  in  the  room  to  try 
them  on.  Miss  Courtney  alone  refrained  from 
touching  them,  and,  in  spite  of  the  pretty  bom- 
bardment of  raillery  from  the  lady  of  the  house, 
maintained  the  reserve  which  she  had  assumed. 

We  remained  in  the  drawing  room  later  than 
usual  that  night.  >  A  well  of  more  congenial  feel- 
ing seemed  to  have  sprung  up  between  the  guests 
with  the  exhibition  of  the  pretty  blue  stones. 
Not  a  woman  among  us  who  did  not  secretly 
covet  them,  and  in  the  breast  of  at  least  one 
there  was  a  burning  desire  to  know  when  and 
where  a  Moorish  prince  had  become  suflSciently 
intimate  with  our  lovely  hostess  to  present  her 
with  such  a  regal  proof  of  his  esteem. 

My  bedroom  was  in  a  south  wing  of  the  build- 
ing, and  Mrs.  Dusenbury,  to  reach  her  own  apart- 
ments, must  pass-it.  I  usually  fastened  the  door 
by  means  of  a  chain  and  bolt,  and  pulled  across 
it  a  beaded  portidre,  which  on  warm  nights  ad- 
mitted the  air,  yet  screened  me  from  observation. 

It  was  after  one  o'clock  when,  as  I  stood  before 
the  pysche  glass,  combing  out  the  somewhat  tan- 
gled locks  of  my  curly  hair,  I  suddenly  became 
con8ci6ns  of  stealthy  footfalls  in  the  hall,  which 
had  long  been  deserted. 

An  irresistible  impulse  to  peep  made  me  turn 
down  tlie  gas,  and  parting  my  beaded  curtain,  I 
beheld'  Mrs.  Dusenbury,  clad  in  white,  feeling 
her  way  down  the  imperfectly  lighted  stairs. 

Through  the  semi-darkness  I  could  see  that  she 
carried  something  in  her  hand,  and  a  sudden 
conviction  came  over  my  mind,  overpowering  in 
its  certainty,  that  her  errand  was  one  which 
would. not  bear  the  daylight. 

Like  a  "  will-o'-the-wisp "  she  flitted  ahead  of 
me  through  the  deep  shadows,  and  stepping  noise- 
lessly, I  followed  her,  drawn  as  if  by  a  magnet 
after  her  white  gown. 

Then  reaching  the  foot  of  the  great  oak  stair- 
'case,  she  turned  quickly  down  the  hall  toward 
the  front  door,  and  I,  hiding  behind  the  banis- 
ters, heard  the  key  turn  in  its  lock,  and  knew  by 
the  breath  of  cool  air  which  came  in  that  the 
door  was  open. 

Prom  my  corner  I  saw  her  with  the  flickering 
lights  full  upon  her,  and  like  a  revelation  came 
the  answer  to  my  question.  That  which  she  car- 
ried in  her  hand  was  the  plush  case  containing 
the  turquoises. 

With  an  intense  longing  to  penetrate  the  mys- 
tery still  further,  I  returned  on  tiptoe  to  my  room. 
Tbat  she  was  hiding  her  own  jewels  from  some 
one  I  was  sure.     But  from  whom  ? 

Soon  afterward  I  heard  her  returning  footsteps 
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along  the  ball,  and  the  stealthy  closing  of  her 
bedroom  door.     Then  all  was  silent. 

*  m  *  *  *  * 

Mrs.  Dusenbury  was  late  at  breakfast  next 
morning.  There  was  a  peculiar  pallor  on  her 
face  as  she  entered  the  room^  without  smiling, 
and  a  cloud  of  premonition  hung  over  my  head 
all  through  the  day.  Even  Inez  Alvarra,  whose 
merry  laugh  was  oftenest  heard  among  us^  was 
silent  and  spoke  little. 

Toward  evening  the  clouds  which  had  been 
gathering  from  the  south  grew  heavy  overhead, 
and  the  wind  died  away,  leaving  an  oppressive 
closeness  in  the  air. 

We  had  assembled  before  dinner  in  a  sitting 
room  on  the  second  floor^  from  the  windows  of 
which,  leading  out  on  to  a  balcony,  could  be  seen 
a  magnificent  view  of  the  surrounding  country. 

We  were  discussing  Budyard  Kipling's  latest 
novel,  and  Mr.  Johnson,  with  his  hand  on  the 
bell,  was  about  to  summon  the  servant  for  lights, 
when  suddenly  from  a  door  on  the  left  there 
burst  upon  us  a  woman  clad  in  violet  satin  and 
black  lace,  who,  throwing  herself  on  the  nearest 
chair,  with  the  air  of  a  tragedy  queen,  exclaimed  : 

'' Ladies,  I  have  been  robbed  I  My  turquoises 
have  been  stolen  from  me  !" 

She  glanced  about  her  with  a  flimsy  pretense  at 
self-control,  clasping  and  unclasping  with  restless 
hands  the  locket  suspended  by  a  heavy  band  of 
velvet  from  her  white  neck. 

Exclamations  of  sympathy  poured  upon  her 
from  all  sides,  and  for  a  moment  she  was  the  cen- 
tre of  a  group  of  animated  listeners,  -of  which 
Miss  Courtney  and  myself  alone  were  silent  and 
thoughtful. 

I  glanced  at  Evelyn's  face,  and  saw  that  the 
full  realization  of  her  position  had  dawned  upon 
her.  She  stood  by  the  table,  robed  in  white, 
without  ornament  of  any  kind.  Her  face  was 
very  pale  except  where  two  vivid  spots  burned 
with  hectic  ardor  on  her  cheeks. 

Mrs.  Dusenbury's  eyes,  wandering  from  one  to 
another,  fell  on  the  silent  figure,  and  for  a  mo- 
ment the  two  women  gazed  at  each  other  as  might 
two  animals  who  were  preparing  for  mighty 
combfit. 

**  There  is  only  one  person  who  knew  where 
my  turquoises  were  hidden  V  murmured  the 
hostess ;  and  she  paused  with  deep  meaning. 

Overhead  the  gathering  clouds  had  culminated 
in  one  heavy  canopy  of  black,  and  the  silence 
which  precedes  a  storm  had  fallen  upon  us. 

Then  on  the  speeciiless  group  who  waited  to 
hear  the  effect  of  those  portentous  words  there 
fell  an  angry  rumble  of  coming  thunder,  followed 
by  three  or  four  vivid  flashes  of  lightning  which 


filled  the  room  with  a  glimmer  of  fantastic  lights 
and  shadows. 

I  glanced  at  Evelyn  Courtney,  who,  with  one 
hand  raised  and  the  forefinger  pointing  to  her 
accuser,  stepped  forward.  Above  the  echoing 
thunder,  and  with  the  lurid  flashes  still  illuminat- 
ing her  white  gown,  she  spoke  : 

'*  Listen,  all  of  you  !  I  realize  what  is  implied, 
and  it  is  time  I  should  make  myself  understood. 
A  climax  has  been  reached,  which  makes  it  nec- 
essary for  me  to  tell  you  a  story. 

'*Wait!"  she  commanded,  looking  fixedly  at 
Mrs.  Dusenbury,  who  had  gathered  up  the  trail 
of  her  violet  gown,  and  was  about  to  leave  the 
room.     "My  story  may  interest  you ! 

*'Now  hear  me,  you  who  know  of  the  suspicion 
which  lies  over  me.  It  was  my  fate  to  meet,  ten 
years  ago,  under  very  unfortunate  circumstances, 
a  woman  whom  I  will  call  Laura  Delibes.  She 
was  accused  of  a  crime — a  horrible  crime — which 
shall  not  be  named  in  mercy  to  her.  Slie  was 
caught,  accused,  tried,  found  guilty  and  con- 
demned to  death.  But  she  escaped.  She  was  no 
easy  prey,  and  evaded  the  claims  of  justice.  I  was 
present  when  the  crime  was  committed — an  un- 
willing witness.  Do  you  think  I  could  forget 
that  woman  ? — that  I  would  not  recognize  her 
under  any  flimsy  disguise,  in  any  country  Y" 

She  paused  suddenly,  and  fixing  her  dark  eyes 
with  penetrating  gaze  on  Mrs.  Dusenbury,  asked  : 

'*  Does  my  promise  hold  true  ?  Are  you  in- 
terested ?" 

The  person  addressed  did  not  reply,  but  sat 
rigid  and  deathly  pale,  with  her  hands  clinched 
together  and  her  lips  parted  in  a  feeble  effort  to 
smile.  There  was  an  intense  stillness  in  the 
room  ;  the  breeze,  which  barely  stirred  the  lace 
drapery  of  the  windows,  was  suffocatingly  warm. 

**I  met  that  woman  years  afterward,"  contin- 
ued the  remorseless  voice,  "  under  changed  and 
happier  circumstances.  She  had  married  a  good 
man,  whose  money  and  social  position  gave  her  a 
new  chance  for  life  in  a  country  which  knew  not 
her  past  career.  But  I  knew  her,  and  she  re- 
membered me ;  and  when  our  lives  came  unex- 
pectedly in  contact  for  the  second  time  I  was  un- 
der her  roof  as  her  guest — was  receiving  her  hos- 
pitality. Moreover,  she  was  living  a  life  of  honor, 
obeying  the  laws  of  sanctity  and  duty,  both  as  a 
good  woman  and  a  loyal  wife. 

'*  What  say  you  ? — should  I  give  her  up  to  jus- 
tice ?  Ah,  remember  that  to  do  that  would  be  to 
blast  the  life  of  that  good  man,  her  husband  I 

"While  I  waited,  my  sense  of  right  warring 
against  my  heart  and  my  sympathy,  a  circum- 
stance occurred  which  killed  in  my  bosom  that 
germ  of  pity  for  her  or  hers. 
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''That  woman,  to  rid  herself  of  my  unwelcome 
presence  under  her  roof — to  ruin  my  reputation 
while  I  defended  hers — charged  mo  with  theft  I 
That  woman  stands  before  vou  !"  she  cried,  snd- 
denly  rising  and  pointing  at  Mrs.  Dusenbury,  who 
had  risen,  and  with  folded  arms  and  burning 
cheeks  faced  her  accuser. 

She  had  recovered  her  aplomb,  and  barely  wait- 
ing for  Evelyn's  last  words  to  reach  our  cars, 
stepped  forward. 

"  Go  on  !"  she  cried — ''go  on  !  Lay  buro  every 
detail  of  my  life's  history.  Tear  off  the  veil  which 
shrouds  my  past ;  but  you  cannot  hold  mc  !" 

A  look  of  suppressed  rage  came  over  her  face 
as,  turning  to  me,  she  cried  :  "  lA'ra,  at  least  you 
are  not  an  accomplice  to  my  downfall  !"  Then, 
reading  in  my  averted  face  that  her  last  friend 
had  deserted  her,  she  faltered  a  moment,  exclaim- 
ing :  "And  thou,  too,  Brutus  !" 

Then  with  a  laugh  which  pierced  our  ears  by 
its  shrill  mirthlessuess,  she  gathered  up  her  violet 
skirts,  and  stepped  out  of  the  window  on  to  the 
balcony.  It  was  raining,  and  the  In  rid  flashes  of 
lightning  which  illuminated  the  scene  produced  a 
weird  and  fantastic  effect. 

She  stood  there  for  one  moment,  allowing  the 
huge  drops  to  fall  upon  her  upturned  face ;  then, 
raising  one  hand  over  her  head,  she  exclaimed, 
with  all  her  old  royalty  of  manner  : 

"  Do  you  think  to  deliver  mo  up  to  justice  ? 
Fiend  !  traitor  that  you  are  !  do  you  dream  of 
dragging  me  bound  with  fetters  at  Caesar's  chariot 
•wheels  ?  Never  !  Laura  Delibes  may  have  been 
an  adventuress"  (she  tossed  her  golden  head  de- 
fiantly), "she  may  be  guilty  of  a  crime,  but  she 
will  never  be  your  captive,  Evelyn  Courtney  :  nor 


will  she  snffer  you  to  lead  her  again  behind  prison 
birs  which  mean  death,  when  liberty  is  in  her 
own  hands  !*' 

She  drew  something  with  a  rapid  gesture  from 
her  bodice,  and  raised  her  right  hand  on  high. 

Inez  Alvarra  saw  the  motion  first  and  realized 
its  meaning.  AVith  a  loud  scream  she  rushed  to 
tlie  balcony  and  was  about  to  seize  the  right  arm 
of  the  woman,  which  was  still  poised  in  midair. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  blinding  flash  of  light- 
ning, followed  by  such  a  deafening  roar  of  heav- 
en's artillery  that  we  with  one  aocord  hid  our 
terror-stricken  faces,  afraid  to  know  where  that 
mighty  dart  had  fallen. 

Then  I  heard  the  voice  of  Inez  Alvarra  speak- 
ing, and  raised  my  head  to  look  at  her. 

"The  Lord  of  Hosts  has  passed  this  way,  and 
His  reward  was  with  Him,"  she  said. 

Then  we  saw  that  she  stood  alone.  At  her  feet, 
with  the  mark  of  the  Avenger  upon  her  white 
arm  and  the  hand  which  still  held  the  jeweled 
daggor,  Liy  Mrs.  Dnsenbnry. 

"Quick!"  I  cried,  rising  to  my  feet.  "In  a 
moment  her  husband  may  bo  here.  Surely  he  has 
enongli  to  bear :  shall  ho  be  doubly  blighted  by 
ignominy  and  death  ?  All  of  you  who  would  bury 
this  sad  story  of  crime  answer  me  Yea  or  Nay  !" 

Like  a  wail  the  voices  rose  together  with  one 
accord,  and  londest  of  all  was  that  of  Evelyn 
Conrtncv. 

"Hnsh!"  exclaimed  Inez,  with  her  finger  on 
her  lips. 

There  was  solemn  silence  as  Mr.  Dnsenburv  en- 
tered  the  room. 

He  glanced  at  our  terror-stricken  faces,  and 
walked  straisfht  out  on  to  the  balconv. 


MY    FRIEND   JACK. 

By  Georgie  Lamson. 


It  was  a  wild,  tempestuous  night ;  tho  elements 
seemed  to  be  conspiring  against  human  comfort 
and  making  individual  efforts  to  bring  about  as 
unpleasant  a  state  of  affairs  as  possible.  Despite, 
liowever,  the  unpropitious  outlook,  we  were  si- 
lently facing  the  storm  together — my  friend  Jack 
and  I. 

He  had  prevailed  upon  me  to  accompany  him 
upon  an  expedition,  the  purport  of  which  I  was 
as  ignorant  as  of  its  destination  ;  but  a  lifelong 
friendship  and  debt  of  gratitude  to  my  compan- 
ion justified  the  faith  I  had  in  his  honor  and  led 
me  wheresoever  he  would  take  me.     As  the  poet 


has  it,  "  we  both  were  silent  and  both  were  sad  ;" 
ho  from  the  depth  of  his  own  thoughts,  and  I  be- 
cause I  seemed  so  powerless  to  comfort  him. 
Once  in  awhile  a  silent  pressure  of  the  hand  as- 
sured me  of  his  knowledge  and  appreciation  of 
my  presence,  at  the  same  time  seeming  to  check 
any  manifestation  of  sympathy.  But  without  a 
word  I  kept  pace  with  him,  and  expressed  in 
every  way  permitted  me  my  readiness  to  befriend 
him  if  necessarv,  at  anv  sacrifice,  for  I  would  have 
died  for  my  friend  Jack  !  AVe  had  been  almost 
inseparable  companions  for  many  3'ear8,  and  to  a 
great  degree  confidants.     But  even  from  the  best 
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of  friends  a  man  has  many  secret  thoughts  and 
experiences,  the  withholding  of  which  rather  ce- 
ments the  bond.  I  knew  then  that  there  was  a 
sad  spot  in  my  friend's  life— an  association  that 
handicapped  his  career  and  preyed  npon  his 
mind,  shadowing  a  naturally  sunny  disposition  ; 
but  with  instinctive  delicacy  I  had  never  intruded 
within  this  well-guarded  portal,  and  waited  with 
perfect  faith  for  time  to  develop  all.  That  mo- 
ment seemed  now  at  hand;  for,  after  walking 
about  a  mile,  we  turned  into  a  dimly  lighted 
street,  which  at  any  time  must  have  been*  little 
frequented,  but  now  was  desolate  in  the  extreme. 
A  small  detached  house  was  our  destination,  and 
our  knock  was  answered  by  an  unkempt  female  of 
uncertain  age  who  looked  askance  at  me,  and  per- 
haps would  have  intimidated  me  had  it  not  been 
for  my  friend's  "  He  is  my  own  and  only  con6dant 
now '"  and  beckoning  me  to  follow,  he  led  the  way 
up  a  flight  of  stairs  into  a  darkened  room,  its 
only  inmate  an  angel,  it  seemed  to  me  then,  but 
when  I  could  see  more  clearly  it  took  the  form  of 
a  woman  in  whose  sad,  pale  face  were  lines  of 
great  beauty  which  suffering  had  marred,  yet 
could  not  efface. 

Without  seeming  to  notice  my  presence  she 
held  out  her  arms  to  Jack,  who  sank  at  her  feet. 

'*  Alice,  has  the  hour  come  ?'' 

"I  think  so,"  she  replied,  with  a  smile  that 
seemed  to  speak  of  paradise  illuminating  her  face. 
"Jack,  my  love,"  she  continued,  "that  hour  is 
to  bring  me  the  first  peace  I  have  known  for 
many,  many  years.  It  frees  me  from  my  prison  ; 
it  gives  me  wings  !" 


With  his  strong  arms  around  her  Jack's  head 
sank  on  her  breast,  and  his  voice,  full  of  tears^ 
murmnred : 

"And  have  we  waited  for  this,  darling,  for  me 
to  lose  you,  after  all  ?" 

"  No,"  she  said — "to  gain  me  !  Ah,  Jack,  I 
leave  you  a  lonely  life,  but  with  what  a  victory 
won  !  Do  you  not  know  I  shall  be  near  yon  and 
love  yon  just  the  same  ?  Let  us  think  a  little, 
dear.  More  than  eight  years  ago  yon  wooed  nie, 
my  first  and  last  love.  It  brought  me  heaven — it 
goes  with  me  there.  How  happy  we  were  until 
the  dreadful  day  came  when  that  taint  of  insan- 
ity, handed  down  to  me  from  generations  back, 
first  "made  its  appearance.  Don't  interrupt  me, 
dear  ;  it  is  good  to  speak  of  it,  for  it  brings  back 
anew  all  your  devotion  to  me.  For  five  years  you 
have  borne  this,  have  spent  your  hours  in  nursing 
me,  your  hard  earnings  in  procuring  my  recovery, 
and  now  through  that  patience  and  constancy  yon 
see  me  as  of  old.  They  have  given  me  back  my 
reason.  Jack ;  but  I  am  afraid,  oh,  so  afraid,  of  the 
darkness  coming  again  !  And  I  want  to  go  with 
your  dear  face  near  me,  and  your  arms  about  me, 
telling  you  that  I  know  how  you  have  struggled 
for  me,  borne  an  unappreciated,  lonely  life,  and 
sheltered  me  at  the  sacrifice  of  all  the  world  holds 
dear.  So,  with  the  light  of  another  life  upon  us, 
dear,  let  me  go." 

Jack's  head  rested  on  the  stilled  heart ;  he 
spoke  no  word,  but  let  his  hand  fall  on  me  as  if 
for  comfort.  I  would  have  borne  his  suffering, 
would  have  laid  down  my  life  for  him  !  But  I 
could  do  so  little — for  I  was  only  a  dog. 


IN    THE    TIME    OF   GRASS. 

By  Martha  McCulloch  Williams. 

Up  and  down,  and  around,  and  over, 

Softly  singing,  and  Bubtly  sweet, 
South  winds  play  in  the  scented  ck>ver, 

Rippling  rustle  the  yellow  wheat. 
Faint  and  far  in  the  valley,  falling 

Green  and  low  through  the  rifted  hills, 
Babbling  water  is  calling,  calling, 

*<  Summer  is  queen!'*  and  the  long  grass  thrills. 


Up  and  down,  and  around,  and  over, 

Oold  o*  the  sun,  in  the  time  of  grass, 
Creeps  and  clings  and  the  white  moths  hover, 

Silver  rain  and  the  clouds  do  pass. 
Golden  dapple  is  April's  shadow, 

May  hath  roses.  October  wine  : 
In  the  time  of  grass,  of  the  lush-green  meadow, 

Oh,  then  the  summer  is  all  divine  t 


THt  DUTcu 


The  Army  of  the  James  seemed  more  1 
camp  meeting  tliau  a  military  organizat  on     1 
contrasted  with  the  Army  of  the  Potomac    T  I 
sands  of  colored  troops  were  in  the  rank^ 
they  were  all  keyed  up  to  a  high  revival  j 
They  were  forever  singing,  and  their  songe 
all  of  a  devotional  character,  wailed  oat        I 
melancholy  African  way.     Many  of  the  wh 
diers  were  from  New  England,  and  thev  f  1 
little  as  Cromwell's  Ironsides  miglit  have  fell  i 
centuries    hefore.      General  Benjamin 
their  commander,  was  eometbing  of  a  Cronnveil 
and  the  combination  of  effects  was  a  rel 
fervor  never  seen  in  the  Wiliierness  and  aL  \' 
tersburg.  This  fervor  extended  to  the  navy, 
on  the  monitor  fleet  in    the   river  at  Bi-niuKiu 
Hundred,  under  Commodore  Melancthon  Smith, 
Sunday  services  were  the  rigid  rule,  and  h^iiiiday 
school  was  an  established  feature. 

Scattered  as  it  was  over  miles  of  territory,  the 
revival  or  camp-meeting  effect  was  continiiatis  as 
sne  journeyed  throngh  the  camps.  The  giorpet- 
m1  crooning  of  the  negro  troops  was  depiitiiilng. 
!?b6y  sang  all  the  time  in  a  sort  of  ecstasy  of 
reedom.  When  rations  were  served  out  tin'  din 
'  the  revival    became   deafening.     Eveiy 
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corps  coBimsnders 
were  not  men  to  atir 
lip  emotions,  wbile 
Butler  w  n  a  esaea- 
tially  theatrical. 

I  saw  General 
Itutler  but  once. 
He  was  riding  at  tlie 
liead  of  Ilia  staff, 
and  their  appear- 
ance jostled  the  im> 
preasion  into  my 
mind  tliat  they  were  - 
the  liead  of  a  circus 
parade  starting  out 
to  give  a  street  full 
of  villagers  a  broad 
hint  as  to  the  merit 
of  the  bIiow.  On 
this  occasion  I  man- 
aged to  get  pretty 
close  to  tlie  head  of 
the  procession,  and 
thereby  earned  a 

sang  or  hummed  some  rude  hymn.     Each  sang    glance  from  the  commander  in  chief  of  t)ie  Army 
what  he  liked,  though  sometimes  tlie  choruses    of  the  James. 

kept  together,  while  porl^  and  hard  tack  were        My  appearance  indicated  that  I  was  cither  nu 
ehoTeled  ont  by  the  quartermaster's  assistants.  artist    or    a    reporter.      General    Butler    bate<l 

The  Army  of  the  Potomac  fought,  bled  and  both,  and  turned  his  protuberant  eye  upon  me 
died  with  little  musical  accompaniment  beyond  with  a  baleful  glare  that  quite  overcame  me.  I 
the  roar  of  battle,  and  in  momenta  of  repose  had  successfully  broken  tlio  ice  surrounding 
played  poker  and  dr.ink  whiaky  like  gentlemen  Grant,  Meade,  Warren  and  Hancock,  but  this 
who  wore  certain  only  of  to-day  and  who  bad  look  dispelled  any  desire  to  become  acquainted 
quit  worrying  about  to-niorrnw.     Grant  and  his    with  Butler.     I  had  my  general  pass,  and  none 


.i^T* 


i  WAY  TO  THB  CAMAL- 


"  COriODS  "    HE&TH. 


A  PLtmSB   DTTO 


THE  DUTCH  GAP   CANAL. 


105 


was  required  to  visit  the  operations  at  the  Dutch 
Gap.  liutlei'  did  not  care  to  liave  them  written 
up  or  sketched,  but  the  dtingora  of  the  trip  had 
deterred  other  artists  from  visiting  the  works, 
and  no  special  pains  were  taken  to  keep  cirilians 
away.  He  was  much  displeased  when  my  pict- 
nres  came  ont  in  Leslie's,  but  I  was  out  of  his 
jurisdiction  by  that  time. 

Tlia  army  lay  in  straggling  lines  from  City 
Point  to  Bitrmuda  Hnndred,  and  the  outpoata  be- 
yond the  latter  were  the  nearest  the  Union  troops 
had  yet  come  to  Richmond,  Butler  was  eagerly 
pushing  out  to  be  the  first  to  reach  tlie  capital 


Butler  added  to  the  picturesque  confusion  of  a 
mongrel  tovin  twenty  miles  long. 

I  found  loitering  about  Butler's  headquarters 
a  newspaper  correspondent  named  Heath,  from 
Cincinnati,  who  wanted  to  visit  the  Dutch  Gap, 
but  who  lacked  the  enterprise  to  go  alone.  We 
planned  an  expedition.  He  had  been  a  remarka- 
bly skillful  steel  engraver,  and  one  of  his  feats 
was  to  write  a  name  on  a  visiting  card  with  a  siU 
ver- pointed  pencil  in  characters  so  lino  as  to  be 
barely  visible  to  the  naked  eje,  but  which  came 
out  iti  perfect  symmetry  under  a  microscope.  His 
experience  OB  a  newspaper  writer  bad  been  limited, 
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lit  the  Confederacy,  and  was  certainly  moving  in 
a  masterly  way  toward  his  objective  point,  while 
tbo  Army  of  the  Potomac  was  battering  itself  to 
pieces  before  the  breastworks  at  Petersburg.  He 
held  also  the  base  of  supplies  for  the  Army  of  the 
Potomac,  and  this  gave  the  banks  of  the  James  a 
strong  commercial  aspect,  as  well  as  affording 
room  for  an  odd  background  of  the  war. 

Many  of  the  civilians  attached  to  the  quarter- 
master's department  bad  their  wives  with  them  ; 
Bome  of  them,  whole  families.  The  officers  also, 
forward  movements  being  slow  and  not  often  in 
heavy  force,  were  visited  by  home  folks,  while  the 
motley  crowd  of  "  contrabands  "  who  flocked  to 


and  among  his  companions,  all  of  whom  were 
treated  with  scant  courtesy  at  this  time,  Butler 
being  under  severe  newspaper  criticism,  he  ex- 
cited much  amusement  from  his  habit  of  taking 
notes.  He  carried  a  pocketful  of  brown-paper 
sheets,  jammed  into  a  wad,  which  was  pulled  out 
and  scribbled  upon  at  every  chance  aSorded.  This 
gave  him  the  name  of  "Copious"  Heath  among 
his  fellows. 

There  was  but  one  war  to  reach  the  canal,  and 
that  was  to  walk.  The  walking  was  not  very 
good,  and  as  the  path  lay  along  the  river,  stray 
shots  from  distant  batteries  in  the  outer  line  of 
Itichmoud's  defenses  dropped  now  and  then  in  a 
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■rery  carelees  manner  along  the  way.  As  we  drew 
near  the  Gap  this  fire  became  more  frequent.  The 
rebels  kuew  what  was  going  on,  but  were  tnnch 
in  the  dark  as  to  its  progress,  as  tliis  paragraph 
from  the  Richmond  Dispatch,  which  I  find  pin- 
ned to  the  back  of  my  old  sketch,  where  it  has 
been  for  thirty  years,  will  show,  while  at  the  same 
time  telling  something  about  the  canal  under 
consideration  : 

"This  work,  wliils  in  progrera,  uid  all  conceriiiiig  it, 
cannot  fail  to  be  o(  iotereBt.  From  persons  well  acqaalnted 
with  the  geognphf  of  Dntcb  Onp.  through  which  the  canal 
is  being  cnt,  we  have  learned  some  facta  which  vill  enable 
the  reader  to  understand  the  character  and  the  magnitude 
of  the  work  Bntler  baa  undertaken.  The  isthmuB  kooxMi 
BB  Dntch  Qnp,  which  connects  '  Farrar'a  Island '  with  the 
tuainland,  or  north  bank  of  the  nyet,  is  eiactly  two  hun- 
dred yarda  across,  being  eighty  feet  high  on  the  wenteru 
side,  and  doping  down  to  the  river 
on  the  eaat  The  channel  of  the  nver 
mna  against  the  treat  side  atnking  it 
obliqneU  Jnst  off  the  shore  on  this 
point  the  water  is  from  twelve  to  flt 
teen  feet  deep  The  channel  being 
on  this  Bide  will  greall;  aid  Butler 
shonld  he  ever  complete  his  canal 
ns  bad  it  been  in  the  mid  lie  or  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  river  he 
wonld  have  been  obliged  to  constmot 
a  huge  breakwater  to  turn  the  stream 
in(o  the  cauni  Ue  learn  he  is  cutting 
disgouallj  throng h  the  iHtbiuus  he 
glnniDg  B  hundred  jards  below  Its 
narroweet  point  and  designing  to 
come  ont  at  the  point  where  the 
channel  strikes  the  bnnlc  This  vciU 
give  hiB  canal  if  ever  fiuiBhed  a 
length  it  aboat  three  huudr  d  yards 
Aswe  have  slated  on  a  previonn  ncca 
aion  we  have  reason  tu  believe  that  the 
canal  proper  has  nit  been  begnn  the 


ont  (o  the  watoi:^  edge, 

preliminary,  baring  jet 
been  not  more  than  two- 
thirds  completed." 

This  uncertainty 
did  not  prevent  the 
rebel  batterymea 
from  accurately  to> 
eating  the  canal  and 
making  the  neigh- 
borhood an  un- 
healthy  one  to  live 
in,  Whenwestruck 
"Trent  Reach," on 
the  river,  we  were 
close  to  a  battery. 
Some  rifle  shots 
whiEtled.  We  had 
been  very  gay,  and 
not  caring  to  appear 
frightened,  took  refnge  in  the  theory  that  some- 
body was  hunting  (or  game.  It  did  not  take  long 
to  find  out  that  we  were  the  game.  When  this 
fact  had  settled  itself  into  Heath's  mind  he  bolted 
for  the  rear,  his  "copious"  notes  falling  in  a 
shower  behind  him.  I  never  laid  eyes  upon  him 
again. 

Thns  deserted,  I  went  on  alone.  Crossing  the 
river  to  the  narrow  neck  through  which  years  be- 
fore a  speculative  German  had  endeavored  to  dig 
a  canal,  but  done  nothing  more  than  to  give  it  a 
name,  I  saw  in  the  side  of  the  bank  numerous 
little  barrows,  like  the  holes  of  bank  swallows, 
greatly  enlarged.  I  also  saw  a  pnff  of  smoke  and 
heard  a  distant  scream.  Experience  at  Peters- 
burg had  taught  me  to  know  when  a  shell  was 
coming.    I  dived  into  the  first  of  these  miniature 
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bombproofa,  npseUing  in  my  headlong  plunge  a 
white-haired  old  darky  who  had  been  hanched 
dp  on  a  stool  mending  his  tattered  coat.  The 
sliell  fell  in  the  canal,  and  the  squealing  of  a  male 
told  that  it  had  taken  effect. 

We  became  sociable.  It  was  five  minutes  to 
eleven  o'clock.  The  darky  said  the  firing  came 
from  Howlett'a  Battery,  and  that  a  shot  fell  every 
seren  or  eight  minutes,  except  at  noon,  when  the 
gunners  stopped  to  eitt  their  Innoh  of  corn  pone 
and  boot-leg  coffee.  I  decided  to  wait  until  the 
Confederate  gentlemen  paused  for  this  repast,  and 
my  black  host  regnletl  me  with  a  graphic  story  of 
bis  domestic  woes.    He  had  "lived," as  the  slaves 


"  '  Dat's  jist  w'at  I  did,'  says  he." 

He  had  a  pair  of  new  shoes  big  enough  tor  a 
mule,  and  was  as  proud  aa  if  he  wore  a  cape  over- 
coat. 

Noon  came,  and  the  shells  quit  screaming.  I 
went  into  the  cut  and  made  the  first  sketch  of 
the  canal.  Around  the  sides  niches  had  been  ont, 
into  which  the  men  ran  for  refuge  when  the  cry 
of  the  lookout,"  Holes  !"  told  them  a  shell  was 
coming,  and  aent  them  scurrying.  Few  men  were 
hurt,  but  mules,  which  were  harder  to  replace, 
often  suffered. 

Buttressed  aa  they  were  by  the  fortress  at 
Drury'a  Bluff,  which  had  succeagfully  repelled  a 
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alu-aye  put  it,  on  an  estate  between  Petersburg 
and  Richmond,  ntv^til  the  Yankees  got  close 
enough  to  mnke  it  worth  while  to  nm  nway. 
His  "darter"  had  marrieil  a  Hkely  yonng  colored 
miin,  and  things  went  along  happily  until  nri  en- 
chiiutress  came  from  Richmond  and  lured  liini 
ftwny.  He  hnd  hunted  up  his  recreant  son-in-law 
and  reviled  him  for  his  conduct,  only  to  get  an 
aiistver  that  had  elements  of  merit  in  it. 

"  Look  a-heah,"  said  the  son-in-law.  "  Ef  yon 
.;WSS  a-standin'  under  an  apple  tree,  an'  dere  shu'd 
'  down  a  ole  rotten  apple,  and  den  dere  should 
'  down  a  nice  ripe  apple,  which  w'lid  you  take  ?" 
"  '  De  nice  ripe  apple,'  says  I,  like  aa  ole  fool. 


fiei'ce  attack,  and  confident  in  the  sti-ength  of 
their  light  gunboiLts  agninst  the  clumsy  monitors 
that  could  with  difficulty  be  propelled  around 
"Piill-and-be-dnmned  Point,"  as  the  river  men 
called  it,  the  rebels  showed  little  awe  for  the  ex- 
pected advance.  When  on  Christmas  Day,  long 
after  I  had  gone,  the  canal  was  completed,  the 
cowardice  of  the  naval  offii^er  wlio  had  tempora- 
rily replaced  Kelancthon  Smith  caused  the  fleet 
to  retreat,  instead  of  advancing  up  the  river,  and 
the  canal  was  destined  never  to  serve  the  pur- 
pose for  which  it  had  been  cut  at  so  great  an 
expenditure  of  energy,  skill  and  human  life.  But 
uow  it  haa  become  the  main  channel  of  the  James, 
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tlirottgli  wliicli  the  vessels  reach  Richmoml  frc 
the  sea. 

Not  long  before  my  visit  to  the  canal  General     moiit,  the  friendly  interchange  of  wares  by  the 
E.  0.  C.  Ord   had  captured,  after  a  gallant  as-'    outlying  pickets,  who  were  but  a  few  yards  from 


mralt,  a  very  strong  work, 
Fort  Harrison,  the  main- 
stay of  the  onter  line  on 
the  north  bank  of  the 
.Tames,  behind  Chaffee's 
Bluff.  This  was  the  high- 
water  mark  of  the  iid- 
vance  of  the  Army  of  the 
James  upon  Richmond 
nnder  General  Butler. 
Dniry's  Bluff  was  across 
the  river  from  Chaffee's, 
and  since  the  capture  of 
Fort  Harrison  the  Con- 
federates had  thrown  np 
n  new  work  not  more  than 
800  yards  distant.  Here 
the  lines  came  nearer  to- 
gether than  at  Fort  I>am- 
iiatioii  and  Fort  Hell  at 
Pctersbnrg.  I  walked 
through  the  woods  from 
the  Gap  to  Fort  Harrison 
in  order  to  sketch  the 
closest  point  to  Richmond  reached  by  the  advance, 
and  during  my  stay  saw  again,  with  much  amuse- 
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quite  nndistiirbed  by  the  fact  thtit  at  any  momenl 
tliey  might  be  ordered  to  murder  each  other. 
This  proximity  made  heavy-gun  work  highly  ex- 
citing.    Fort  Harrison  was  supplied  with  u  pro- 


each  other  and  had  oecome  extremely  friendly.  The  distance  from  the  zigzag  of  the  covered 
They  forgot  all  abont  the  war  in  their  socinbility  way  to  the  fort  was  about  that  of  a  city  block, 
and  commercial  undertakings,  and  traded  and  I  started  to  obey  iuBtructions,  when  the  "ping" 
gossiped  like  the  residents  of  a  country  town,     of  a  bullet  stimulated  mo  into  a  double-quick, 

^jj,j  J  8p]^]iej  pellmell  through  the  water  with" 

tiie  balls  whistling  by  me  until  I  came  safe  but 
breatiiless  into  the  shelter  of  the  works,  where  a 
column  of  colored  troops  smiled  broadly  at  my 
digious  bombproof  in  which  a  regiment  could  take  agility.  Everybody  said  tliat  tiie  Johnny  Rebs 
refuge,  and  it  bad  plenty  of  occnpants  when  the  didn't  mean  anything  harsh  by  this  Bhooting.  It 
barking  began.  was  done  simply  for  the  fun  of  seeing  a  "  Yank  " 

Affairs  took  on  n  passive  turn.  Butler  had  been  run  and  of  relieving  the  ennui  of  the  siege.  De- 
sent  to  New  York  to  cope  with  a  rumored  con-  spite  this,  I  dreaded  the  return  trip,  which  was 
epiracy,  and  I  went  back  to  the  Army  of  the  Po-  made  under  similar  conditions,  except  that  one 
tomac  at  Petersburg.  poor  fellow  who  went  on  ahead  fell  just  on  the 

The  Indian  suniiucr  had  passed  rapidly,  and  we  brink  of  safety  with  a  bullet  in  his  back. 
were  upon  the  edge  of  winter.  It  became  evident  Tlianksgiving  time  came  near,  with  very  little 
that  Petersburg  would  not  surrender  before  the  to  be  thankful  for.  It  grow  cold.  The  work  of 
resources  behind  it  were  cut  off  or  exhausted,  and  building  a  winter  camp  went  on.  The  second- 
the  army  fell  into  gloom  over  tiie  prospect  of  en-  growth  pine  trees  were  hewed  down  by  the  thou- 
during  another  Virginia  winter  in  tlio  trenches  sand  and  cut  into  logs,  out  of  which  villages  of 
around  Fort  Hell.  The  earthworks  had  crept  up  little  huts,  well  banked  up  with  earth,  were  built, 
nearer  and  nearer  to 
those  of  the  Confed- 
eracy— so  near  that 
zigzag  covered  ways 
and  counterscarps 
had  to  be  constructed 
through  which  to 
reach  tlio  on  ter  battle- 
ments. I  had  an  un- 
pleasant adventnro  in 
making  my  first  trip 
to  Fort  Hell  after  my 
return.  The  covered 
way  was  simply  a  wall 
of  dirt  that  had  u  wide 
break  in  it  where  a 
stretch  of  water  inter- 
vened.  This  water 
was  little  more  than 
ankle  deep,  but  it  was 
within  range  of  the 
riflcmbn  in  the  pits 
about  Petersburg. 
They  did  not  deliber- 
ately pick  off  single 
soldiers  who  ran  this 
gantlet,  but  anything 
like  a  general  move- 
ment received  prompt 
attention.  My  soldier 
friend  who  undertook 
to  guide  me  to  the 
fort  advised  that  I 
neither  tvnik  nor  run, 
bat  to  more  briskly. 
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aud  roofed  with  cadtos  and  bouglig.  They  were 
of  varyiug  eizea,  but  nsiiallj  not  more  thnn.fonr 
men  ]ived  together,  an4  in  manj  cases  biit  two. 
Tliere  were  fifteen  miles  of  tbese  soldier  towns. 
It  was  a  nide  existence,  more  comfortAble,  of 
course,  than  in  the  field,  bot  tnoiiotonons  and  de- 
pressing, especially  as  the  holidays  drew  niuir. 

But  a  few  days  before  ThanksgiTir.g  came  news 
of  prodigious  cheer.  Tlie  steamer  KeiisiHgtoii 
bad  arrived  at  City  Point  from  the  North,  taden 
to  the  guards  with  Thanksgiving  supplies,  the 
product  of  an  oatponring  from  the  people;  tons 
of  turkeys  and  chickens,  cooked  and  uncooked, 
armies  of  mince  pies  and  bushels  upon  bushels  of 
red-cheeked  Korthern  apples  I  The  quiirtermas- 
ter'a  department  pushed  these  supplies  forward 
from  City  Point.  I  lodged  with  the  commissary 
of  the  Fifth  Corps  and  had  u  chance  to  wutch  the 
diapoaitioti  of  these  good  things,  as  well  as  to 
shnre  in  the  distribution.  Tlie  officers  were  apt 
to  get  the  best  becnuse  they  came  first  aud  were 
better  posted,  but  the  passing  around  was  general, 
and  the  whole  corps  had  a  taste  of  turkey  and 
pie,  with  apples  to  spare.  The  apples  appealed 
most  strongly  to  the  boys.     Begiments  of  them 


w«re  country  lads  lured  away 
to  the  war  in  a  fever  of 
patriotism,  urged  on  by  pa- 
triotic sweethearts.  Few  had 
any  longing  for  military  glory, 
aud  many  were  beginniiig  to 
wonder  what  they  were  fight- 
ing for.  The  apples  brought 
lip  memories  of  the  old  orch* 
ards  on  \ortheru  hillsides, 
and  with  them  a  yearning  for 
home. 

Itiit  more  than  the  offer- 
ings were  the  letters  that 
came  with  them.  Tucked 
nnder  a  turkey's  wing  would 
be  a  note  to  the  soldier  who 
should  receive  it.  Hundreds 
of  these  fell  into  the  hands 
of  the  commissary,  and  were 
distributed.  Thewarhad  not 
refined  and  improved  the 
soldiers,  hut  nothing  could 
have  done  more  to  bring  them 
hack  to  themselves  than  tlieae 
letters.  They  were  from  old 
womeu,  young  girls,  and  many 
from  little  children,  written 
with  a  sincerity  and  pathos 
that  could  be  born  only  of  so 
great  a  national  struggle.  No 
literature  of  patriotism  could 
equal  them.  Simple,  diicct,  but  unutterably 
touching,  they  formed  the  stioiigest  force  for 
heart  strengthening  that  could  have  been  devised. 
There  were  many,  too,  blotted  with  tears,  from 
some  who  had  sent  husbands  aud  8weetlieart« 
away  never  to  come  buck  again  ! 

By  Christmas  time  the  roads  had  become  too 
heavy  for  the  artillery  aud  all  operations  were  at 
aatandatill.  The  army  tried  hard  to  enjoy  Christ- 
mas. Many  boxes  canio  down  from  the  North 
filled  with  cooked  fowl  and  other  delicacies,  and 
often  contaiuing  a  big  plum  pudding  soaked  in 
rum.  Lucky  was  the  mess  thus  favored  !  It  was 
bard  to  keep  up  one's  spirits  at  such  a  time,  t 
was  not  a  soldier,  and  was  free  to  go  and  come  aa 
I  liked,  hut  fell  into  the  spirit  of  my  surround- 
ings. Oil  Christmas  Eve  the  troopers  formed  pro- 
cessions, with  a  Santa  Claus,  wigged  and  bewhisk- 
ered  with  cotton,  at  the  head,  and  bearing  little 
pine  trees,  paraded  in  single  file  along  the  com- 
pany streets,  hoarsely  singing  Christmas  carols  as 
well  as  they  could  I'emember  them,  and  drifting 
off  to  "John  Brown's  Body"  when  eTerythiiig 
else  gave  out. 
Thus  life  lagged  along.     The  bands  were  kept 
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playing,  bnt  nobody  danced 
except  the  officers  and  the 
negroes.  The  men  drooped. 
There  wiis  uo  cheer  in  the 
band's  playing.  Every- 
thing was  home  music  and 
produced  nostalgia.  In  tlie 
evening  the  melody  sounded 
more  like  the  soughing  of 
the  wind  throngh  b  pine 
forest,  tempered  as  it  was 
by  other  sonnde,  than  like 
a  stimulant,  and  made  nie 
lonesome. 

In  Petersburg  the  Con- 
federates hnd  no  other 
Christmas  or  Thanksgiving 
fare  than  corn  bread  and 
bacon.  The  poultry  in  the 
Confederacy  Imd  been  eaten 
up  a  good  wliile  before.  We 
bad  at  least  enough  to  eat. 
They  were  hungry  and  de- 
spairing— and  brave ! 

Military  activities  were  on  in  the  Sonth,  with  memory  of  which  can  never  be  effaced.  I  was  at 
Wilmington,  N,  0.,  as  a  basis.  Btitler  had  failed  Wilmington  when  a  great  detachment  of  men 
to  take  Port  Fisher,  and  another  ex))edition  was  were  broiiglit  down  from  the  pea  at  Salisbury, 
underway.  I  made  haste  to  join  it.  The  amount  packcdiutoboxcar8,forezchange,  representations 
of  illustrative  material  here  provided  must  carry  to  the  President  having  turned  Stanton's  deter- 
my  adventures  over  to  another  article.  But  one  mination  not  to  trade  able-bodied  Confederates 
phase  of  the  war,  and  my  first  glimpse  of  it,  can  oft  for  human  skeletons.  I  had,  of  course,  beard 
be  told  now.     It  was  the  prison  side — the  gaunt    stories  of  the  privations  of  the  prisoners  of  war, 
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but  was  not  prepared  for  the  eight  that  met  my 
ejea.  Tlie  men  were  lodged  iti  cottou  warehouses, 
juet  off  the  main  etreet,  and  were  like  babies. 
Tlie  few  with  a  little  strength  feebly  tried  to 
care  for  tlieir  compaiiione,  but 
to  lean  against.     A  hogshead  of 
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Confederate,  on  the  ezohange  groand, 
and  I  knew  that  one  meant  starvation 
and  death  for  me,  and  the  other  plenty 
to  eat  and  home.  Say,  you'll  never 
know  what  hunger  means  until  you  have 
to  He  down  at  niglit  with  the  dead  cer- 
tainty that  you  won't  get  iinytliing  to 
eat  in  the  morning." 

The  men  were  warned  against  taking 
solid  food,  but  some  succumbed  to 
temptation.  The  ginger-snap  barrel  of 
a  sutler  was  the  chief  fascination.  One 
party  of  five  fell  prey  to  it.  They 
gorged  themselves  with  the  little  crisp 
"cookies."    Three  of  them  died. 

Their  smiles  were  hideous  and  corpse- 
like, their  laughs  simply  a  cackle.     But 
their   eyes  I    I   shall   never  forget  the 
look  in  them.     The  northern  lights  shone  from 
them — the  aurora  borealis  of  Unionism  ! 

I  sent  a  sketch  of  a  sample  lot  to  Mr.  Leslie, 

who  toned  it  down  and  printed  it,  sending  me  a 

useful  mainly     note  to  ask  if  I  had  not  c:fnggerated.     I  had  a 

punch     wandering    pliotographer    tiiko    u    tintype    and 


well  warmed  was  placed   in  a  handy  spot,  and  mnilod  it  for  vindicating  purposes.     Tho  pictui-e 

thoEo  able  to  walk  were  given  a  tin  cup  and  nl-  here  reproduced  has  written  on  its  back  : 
lowed  to  juisa  around  it  and  take  a  drink  as  their 

turn  came.  "Released  Union  prisoners  ainging  the  '  SUr-apangled 

They  were  so  weak  as  to  be  feeble-minded  in  Bn«"er' and  other  naUond  m™.  on  board  of  the  transport 

,     .  ,  .,  ...  ,  General  Sedgwick,  proTioaa  to  her  departure  North.     Tha 

many  cases :  but  as  one  of  them  said  to  me  lone  _    -         , ,  ,     x!     ,  ,  j-  .         -    ■«-,   -  _, 

J        ,ri.,  1.1-        1111  moBic  could  be  heard  for  some  diHtnnce  m  Wilmington, 

afterward:  "1  liadu  t  mucli  feeling  left  for  home  ^nd  attiaciod  crowds  of  Becesh  to  the  vicinity  of  tha 

or  country,  bat  I  saw  the  flags,  our  own  and  the  dock." 

( To  be  eonUntmO.') 
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HEARTS. 

Bv  Bkatiiu  Bellido  de  Luna. 


I. 


Caret  went  slowly  aoroas  the  yard  to  the  cor- 
ral. It  seemed  to  her  that  no  other  girl  had  eiich 
a  hard  time  as  she  did.  Always  the  same  purple 
moiintains,  nlwnya  the  same  dry  mesa,  scorched 
by  the  hot  sdii  of  Southern  California ;  always  the 
same  anzious  eipresaion  on  her  father's  face,  and 
endless  grumblings  from  Marina,  the  servant. 

She  could  remember  when  times  were  not  so 
hard  ;  when  tlie  cattle  and  horses  bearing  the 
"  C  &  R  "  brand  brought  tlie  highest  price  in  the 
country ;  when  the  land  was  crazy  over  the  gold, 
and  every  day  new  faces  came.  Then  her  mother 
was  alive,  and  she  went  to  school  in  San  Diego, 
thinking  it  great  fun  to  come  home  to  the  ranch 
in  the  short  vacations,  the  pride  and  delight  of 
the  whole  connty  for  her  skillful  horsemanship. 

The  mines  were  silent  now.  Only  the  engines 
ToL  XXXTm.,  No.  1—8. 


of  the  Vnltnre  and  the  Eagle  labored  over  in  the 
mountains,  grinding  the  shining  ore  for  which 
men  have  sold  their  lives.  And  alt  the  strangers 
that  she  saw  were  the  miners  who  came  down 
to  Sanford's  for  supplies,  and  Harry  Norman, 
the  young  superintendent  of  the  Vulture,  who 
rode  down  sometimes  to  talk  with  her  father,  or 
staid  over  night  on  his  way  to  San  Diego. 

And  now  Hearts  was  going.  Sold,  becanse 
they  could  not  afford  to  keep  so  valuable  a  horse, 
and  Harry  Norman  wanted  him.  Hearts,  who 
had  carried  her  many  a  mile  on  his  broad  back. 
Hearts,  her  one  friend. 

She  looked  across  to  where  two  of  the  ranchers 
were  saddling  a  powerful  black  hdne.  Ho  did 
not  like  the  rough  hands  of  the  men,  bnt  reared 
and  plunged  violently,  receiving  a  hearty  kick 
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from  the  one  who  was  holding  him.  Carey's  blood 
boiled  at  the  sight.  She  ran  quickly  across  the 
intervening  space. 

*' Don't,  Jose/'  she  said,  sharply.  "Let  me 
cinch  him." 

The  men  stood  back  respectfully^  and  with 
trembling  fingers  she  drew  the  straps  and  slipped 
the  bridle  over  the  now  willing  head  of  the  horse, 
who  whinnied  softly  at  her  approach.  Then  she 
led  him  to  where  Harry  Norman  stood,  leaning 
gracefully  against  the  fence,  his  wide  sombrero 
pulled  low  over  his  handsome  face. 

"lie  is  very  gentle,  Mr.  Norman,''  she  said, 
pleadingly.  "  I  never  struck  him  in  my  life.  You 
will  be  good  to  him  ?"  And  as  she  finished  she 
laid  her  head  against  the  horse's  glossy  neck,  her 
gray  eyes  full  of  teal's. 

"Why,  of  course,  Mias  Carey,"  he  answered, 
quickly.  "Uow  could  I  b^  otherwise  wheii  he. 
has  belonged  to  you  V^ 

She  turned  away  her  \it^9A»  blushing  slightly. 

"Thank  you,"  she  answered,  handing  him.  the 
bridle.  Raising  herself  on  tiptoe,  she  grc^v^y 
kissed  the  horse's  soft  dark  nose.  "Qood*by,. 
Hearts,  my  beauty  !"  she  said,  and  taming  a.way, 
walked  slowly  toward  the  house. 

Harry  looked  after  her  and  sighed. 

"  Will  she  ever  kiss  me,  I  wonder  !"  he  s^id  tp 
himself. 

Then,  as  she  disappeared  through  the  doorway 
he  sprang  lightly  to  the  saddle  and  rode  off,  the 
troublesome  question  still  haunting  him. 

Everyone  in  the  county  knew  of  the  yonug 
superintendent's  admiration  for  Jack  Sanford's 
daughter  except  the  young  lady  herself,  and  she 
had  scarcely  thought  of  him  until  her  father 
spoke  to  her  on  the  subject  one  day. 

"I  don't  want  no  foolin'  with  Hal  Norman> 
Carey,"  he  said.  "He's  a  pleasant  an'  likely 
young  feller,  but  he  ain't  the  feller  fer  you,  my 
gal.  I've  given  you  an  eddication,  an'  yer  harn- 
Bome  an'  as  good  as  he,  but  I  ain't,  and  you 
wouldn't  want  ter  marry  a  feller  who'd  be  ashamed 
of  yer  dad.  Es  fer  enythin'  else,  remember,  Carey, 
yer  mother's  gone,  an'  I'd  rather  see  you  layiu' 
with  her  than  grievin'  out  yer  life  with  a  broken 
heart.  Let  Hal  alone,  Carey,  and  when  you  love 
the  man  that'll  make  you  happy  I  won^t  say  yer 
nay." 

.  Carey  thought  this  very  strange,  but  she  only 
said,  "All  right,  dad,"  and  began  to  think  about 
it,  wondering  if  she  could  ever  care  for  Harry, 
and  ending  in  the  discovery  that  she  did. 

But  though  he  came  often,  ostensibly  to  see  her 
father,  she  seldom  exchanged  a  word  with  him 
beyond  a  greeting  or  farewell.  As  for  Harry, 
perhaps  the  old  man  had  given  him  a  hint.  also,. 


for  had  the  rancher's  daughter  been  a  princess  he 
could  hardly  have  treated  her  with  more  cere- 
mony. Ah  !  he  did  not  know  that  while  he  was 
riding  homeward  Carey  was  looking  out  of  the 
little  south  window  across  the  mesa  to  the  pur- 
ple mountains  where  the  Vulture  lay,  thinking, 
"  If  Hearts  had  to  go  I  am  glad  Harry  has  him," 
and  blushing  redly  as  she  said  the  "Harry"  to 
herself. 

However  lynx-eyed  a  man  may  be.  when  it 
comes  to  saperintendiug  his  daughter's  love  af- 
fairs he  is  as  blind  as  any  bat.  He  sees  nothing 
strange  in  her  Mushing  deeply  over  that  most 
prosaic  of  occupations,  washing  dishes ;  and  Jack 
Sanf^rd  did  not  imagine  that  while  her  feet  car- 
ried her  between  kitchen  and  pantry  his  daugh- 
ter's thoHights  were  out  across  the  fast-darkening 

9ieea. 

II. 

TusRS  was  trouble  at  the  Vulture.  There  had 
been  warnings  and  mutteriugs  for  some  time  past^ 
and  the  superintendent  had  brought  matters  to  & 
criaia  by  diamissing  four  of  the  men  on  the  charge 
of  insubordination.  For  some  time  the  men  had 
been  divided  into  two  parties.  When  Harry  Nor- 
man bad  been  sent  there  by  the  Eastern  company 
be  had  bronght  with  him  some  improved  machin- 
ery which  considerably  lightened  the  manual 
labor.  He  had  some  trouble  in  getting  it  estab- 
lished, but  being  a  determined  young  fellow,  he 
succeeded  in  keeping  his  engine  at  work. 

Some  of  the  men,  angry  at  the  introduction  of 
modern  teience,  formed  themselves  into  a  party 
against  the  superintendent,  and  did  all  in  their 
power  to  annoy  and  harass  him.  They  worked,  it 
is  true,  but  in  a  sullen,  rebellious  way,  finally 
breaking  into  open  mutiny.  Harry,  not  being 
the  man  to  ^tand  that  kind  of  thing,  discharged 
them  and  took  on  Chinamen  in  their  stead. 

Enraged  at  Harry's  daring  to  assert  himself^ 
the  unemployed  men  swore  to  have  his  lite.  '  As 
yet  they  had  only  threatened.  The  Chinese  went 
to  work,  protected  by  the  others,  and  everything 
proceeded  peaceably,  while  Harry,  despite  the 
ominous  predictions  of  his  friends,  congratulated 
himself.  But  on  a  certain  morning  one  of  the 
Chinamen  was  found  dead  by  the  shaft,  an  insult- 
ing missive  pinned  to  his  breast  by  a  dagger,  and 
boldly  signed  "  Francisco  Talge." 

Harry's  blood  was  up.  He  caught  the  too  con- 
fident writer  of  this  choice  bit  of  chirographyv 
and  taking  him  to  San  Diego,  gave  him  up  ta 
justice,  announcing  bis  intention  of  appearing 
against  him  at  the  trial.  From  that  mdmedt 
Harry  Norman  was  a  marked  man.  The.  firimds 
of  Talge  swore  that  the  superintendent  should 
not  reach  San  Diego  alive.     Harry  swore  that  he 
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would,  and  ''see  them  all  hanged,  too/'  So  there 
was  trouble  at  the  Vulture. 

As  the  time  for  the  trial  approached  Harry's 
friends  tried  to  dissuade  him  from  his  perilous 
undertaking,  but  all  in  vain. 

**No  use  in  talking/' he  would  say  in  answer  to 
all  importunities.  *'  I  have  said  I  will  go,  and 
by  George  I  will.  This  funny  business  has  got  to 
stop,  and  I'll  know  who's  master  here  if  it  takes 
my  life  to  find  out.  What's  more,  I'm  going 
alone.     Sabe  ?" 

So  one  afternoon  Harry  mounted  Hearts,  and 
tightening  the  belt  which  held  his  Smith  &  Wes- 
son six-shooter,  rode  gayly  out  of  the  camp,  will- 
fully heedless  of  the  gloomy  faces  of  his  friends, 
declaring  that  he  would  **  make  mincemeat  of  the 
first  Greaser  that  crossed  his  path." 

He  rode  down  the  steep  and  rocky  trail,  reach- 
ing the  mesa  just  as  the  sun  sank  in  the  west. 
Hearts  was  in  fine  spirits,  and  so  was  his  master. 
It  grew  dark,  and  the  moon  rose.  Harry  began 
to  feel  disappointed. 

"  Pshaw  !"  he  muttered,  impatiently.  "  The 
cowards !  Only  an  hour  more  and  I  will  be  at 
IS:inford's." 

The  words  had  hardly  passed  his  lips  when 
three  horsemen  darted  from  the  underbrush 
which  grew  thickly  in  the  arroyo  he  had  just 
passed,  and  wheeling  about,  stood  across  his  path. 
He  drew  rein,  and  with  his  hand  on  his  revolver 
regarded  them. 

"Well,  what  do  you  want  ?"  he  said,  shortly. 
^*  Mei  I  suppose." 

"That's  it,"  spoke  up  one  of  them.  "Ani^ 
^irhat's.more,  we've  got  yer,  young  feller." 

**01v  have  you?"  returned  Harry,  coolly. 
"Well,  maybe— we'll  see."  A  dangerous  light 
bhone  in  his  blue  eyes.  He  was  simply  delighted. 
f'  Maybe,''  he  repeated,  slowly.  "  Will  you  take 
me  now,  or  wait  till  you  get  me  F  It  will  save  yon 
time  and  trouble  if  yon  simply  stand  aside." 

"  Not  mueh^"  replied  the  other.  "  Yer  smart, 
bat  we've  got  the  cinch,  on  yer — see  ?  And  he 
shot  an  ugly  look  at  Harry,  who  sat  gracefully 
npnght  in  his  saddle,  calm  and  unconcerned. 

"  Oh/'  he  said,  slowly,  "  I'm  sorry  to  disap- 
point you,  but  my  business  in  San  Diego  will  not 
^rmit  of  any  delay  I  Are  yon  going  to  let  me 
pass  ?  Na  ?  Well  then,  my  friends,  I'll  pass  any- 
way/' 

There  was  a  second's  pause,  then  a  shot  rang 
out  in  the  still  air,  a  slight  struggle  took  place, 
nud  the 'next  moment  Hearts  was  leaping  over 
the  level  ground  with  Harry  on  his  back.  Be- 
hind him  io<ne  of  the  highwaymen  lay  bleeding  on 
the  ground,  a  ballet;  in  his  side  ^  another  was 
^blinded  by  a  blow  from  Harry's  rawhide,  laid 


with  all  the  vigor  of  a  sturdy  arm  across  hid  eyes ; 
and  the  third  was  galloping  in  an  opposite  direc- 
tion, for,  on  pressing  closer  to  Harry  than  Hearts 
thought  best,  the  horse  had  kicked  violently  at 
his  pony,  who,  resenting  the  insult,  wheeled 
about  and  bolted  unceremoniously. 

In  all  Lower  California  there  were  not  three 
such  amazed  men.  But  their  amazement  soon 
gave  place  to  wrath,  and  gathering  themselves  to- 
gether, with  mingled  oaths  and  groans,  they  gave 
pursuit.  Harry  soon  heard  galloping  hoofs  behind 
him,  and  presently  a  lariat  whizzed  past  his  head. 

"So  that  is  their  little  game  !"  he  said  to  him- 
self, and  spoke  to  Hearts,  who  sped  on  faster.  He 
was  riding  in  the  brilliant  moonlight  of  the  south- 
ern country,  knowing  well  that  there  was  no 
shadow  or  shelter,  even  of  a  tree,  until  he  reached 
the  grove  of  eucalyptus  just  back  of  Sanford's. 
Presently  a  flying  bullet  grazed  his  ear. 

Harry  began  to  realize  that  this  was  a  matter  of 
life  and  death,  as  the  next  bullet  struck  his  right 
arm,  which  fell  nerveless  to  his  side. 

He  took  the  reins  in  his  teeth,  and  grasping 
the  horse's  mane  with  his  uninjured  hand,  lay 
almost  level  along  his  back. 

"  Faster,  Hearts  t  faster  I"  he  whispered. 

A  bullet  struck  the  horse's  flank,  and  maddened 
with  pain  and  rage,  he  dashed  forward. 

On  they  sped  over  the  smooth,  moonlit  mesa. 
Harry's  enemies,  abandoning  their  random  shoot- 
ing, dug  the  spurs  into  their  horns'  sides  and 
began  pursuit  in  earnest. 

I  "On,  Hearts  !  on  !" urged  Harry.  "We'll  win 
yet,  old  fellow,  and  if  I've  one  foot  left  to  stand 
on  we  will  be  in  San  Diego  to-morrow.": 

A  little  longer,  a  little  farther.  ^  The  ii)opnlight 
danced  before  Harry's-  eyesk     Tbo  .  mesa  rocked  ' 
like  the  ocean.     The  stars  seemed  shootiqg  from 
their  places.     The  air  grew  close. 

A  little  longer,  a  little  farther.  The  lights  of 
the  ranch  house  gleamed  lonely  in  the  distance. 
There,  was  the  refuge  he  sought.  There  was 
Carey.  * 

Just  a  little  longer,  only  a  little  farther.  Hearts 
took  a  flying  leap  over  some  obstacle  and  stood 
still.  All  grew  dark  before  Han7's  eyes  aa'  \\p 
fell  from  the  saddle  and  a;  pair  pf  strong  arms 
closed  around  him.  The  light  came  back. a  mo- 
ment ;  he.opened  his. eyes  feebly.  r  . 

"In  at  last,  old  fellow  The  whispered -^"  the 
goarib  won  t"  and  fell  back  senseless. . 

..-,  ■■  .      •   :    ■  •■      ■     ■ 

Mr.  Sanford  had  driven  into*  town. 
i*f  I'll  be  back  about  ten.  et  ao,'f  he.  said  to  Carey, 
who  had  risen  to  see  him  off-    "You  won't  be 
afeard' till  then,:4ftrlin':P  ,  Josp'U  bQ  around."     i 
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"Afraid  !"  Carey  answered.  "  Of  course  not, 
dad  ;"  and  her  eyes  followed  lovingly  the  upright 
figure  in  the  light  wagon  until  it  disappoarcd 
around  the  corner.  Then  they  wandered  to  the 
low  line  of  foothills  and  the  blue  mountains 
across  the  mesa.  There  was  trouble  at  the  Vult- 
ure, and  she  sighed  as  she  looked  across  the  plain. 

She  went  into  the  house  and  about  her  work  as 
usual  until  the  long,  hot  day  at  last  drew  to  its 
close,  the  sunset  leaving  the  wonderful  golden  twi- 
light over  the  land.  Jose,  coming  in  with  the 
milk,  lingered  and  told  her  about  the  trouble  at 
the  mine.  Jose  was  a  stanch  friend  of  Harry's, 
and  much  concerned  as  to  his  safety. 

After  he  had  gone  Carey  sat  down  on  tlie  steps. 
It  grew  late  ;  she  went  in  and  looked  at  the  clock. 
Five  minutes  of  ten.  Almost  time  for  her  father, 
and  she  lighted  the  lamps. 

As  she  stood  at  the  window  she  heard  far  in  the 
distance  several  shots  in  rapid  succession.  After 
a  moment  she  heard  them  again,  and  it  seemed 
as  if  they  were  nearer.  Then  came  faintly  but 
surely  the  sound  of  galloping  hoofs  on  the  hard- 
baked  ground  of  the  level  plain. 

The  young  girl  hurried  to  the  corral  to  find 
Jos6,  but  as  she  reached  there  a  dark  form  came 
with  a  mighty  leap  over  the  five-barred  gate,  and 
in  the  moonlight  she  recognized  Hearts,  her  own 
Hearts.  As  he  laid  his  head  against  her  shoul- 
der she  saw  his  rider,  and  sprang  forward  just  in 
time  to  catch  Harry  Norman  iH  her  soft,  strong 
arms  as  he  fell  from  the  saddle ;  while,  satisfied, 
the  horse  stood  quietly,  breathing  heavily,  and  with 
bright  flecks  of  foam  on  his  satin  coat. 

Carey  let  her  burden  slide  gently  to  the  ground 
and  knelt  beside  him. 

"  Harry  !"  she  whispered,  *'  Harry  !"  and  forget- 
ting all  save  her  terror,  bent  and  kissed  his  cold 
lips. 

"Carey,"  he  said,  "is  it  you?"  Then,  witli 
returning  energy  :  "  Won't  be  in  San  Diego,  eh  ? 
Well,  now,  I  wonder  why  !** 

"  But  you  are  hurt  ?"  she  said,  anxiously.  "  Can 
you  walk  ?    I  dare  not  call  Jose." 

"Of  course  I  can  walk,"  he  answered,  rising 
to  his  feet,  while  Carey  also  rose  and  stood  beside 
him;    "and  in  an  hour  I  shall  be  on  my  way 


again. 
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"Ah,  no!"  she  implored,  clasping  her  hands. 
"  Don't  go,  Harry,  please  !" 

"  Do  you  care  ?"  he  asked,  surprised.  Then, 
receiving  no  answer:  "Do  you  love  me,  Carey  ?" 

"  Yes,"  she  replied,  "  oh,  yes  !  And  you  won't 
go,  Harry  ?" 

"I  must  go,"  he  said.  "I  cannot  help  it  now, 
dear ;  and  the  danger  is  all  passed.  Poor  Hearts  !" 
he  went  on,  turning  to  the  horse.     "It  was  he 


who  saved  me,  sweetheart.  By  Jove  I  little  girl, 
you  would  have  been  proud  of  him  had  you  seen 
the  way  he  knocked  one  fellow  out." 

With  tender  words  and  caresses  she  loosened 
the  straps  and  made  him  comfortable,  kissing  his 
neck  and  whispering  something  which  Harry  did 
not  hear.     Then  she  turned  again  to  Harry. 

"Come  into  the  house,"  she  urged.  "  Lean  on 
me,  my  dear  ;  I  am  very  strong." 

To  please  her  he  laid  his  arm  across  her  should 
der  as  they  walked  slowly  up  the  path,  and  when 
they  reached  the  door  he  stooped  and  kissed  her. 
"At  last !"  wsis  all  he  s^iid.  Then  they  went  in, 
to  find  Mr.  Sanford  coolly  devouring  the  cold 
ham.     He  glanced  up  as  they  entered. 

"  Wal,  little  one,  ye've  come  ter  yer  dad  at 
last,  hev  ye  ?"  he  said.  "  Hello,  Hal !  what  the 
deuce  is  the  matter  with  yer  arm,  boy  ?  Sit 
down." 

Accepting  his  invitation,  Harry  told  his  story, 
while  Jo86  dressed  his  wound.  Sanford  sat  with 
gleaming  eyes. 

"Yer  a  dandy  I"  he  said,  when  the  tale  was 
finished.  "  I'm  proud  of  yer,  boy !  By  gosh, 
Hal,  Jose  an'  me'll  see  yer  safe  to  San  Diego  !" 

"There's  something  else.  Jack,"  said  Harry, 
smiling.  "I — I — in  fact,  sir,  I  love  vour  daugh- 
ter." 

"  Eh  ?"  cried  Sanford,  sharply,  turning  to  Carey, 
who  stood  blushing  behind  his  chair.  "  Didn't  I 
say  '  No  fool  in','  gal  ?" 

"Yes,  dad,"  answered  Carey.  "And  I  didn't. 
Not  a  bit.  But — but  I  love  him,  too,  dad  I"  And 
she  hid  her  face  on  his  shoulder. 

"  Wal,  wal,"  the  old  man  said,  slowly,  "this 
beats  me.    I  never  tho't  yer  liked  him,  Carey ;  but 

if  yer  do Wal,  there's  one  thing  bothers  me, 

Hal,"  turning  to  him.  "  Yer  needn't  be  ashamed 
of  Carey  ;  but  me,  lad,  me — I'm  too  old  to  I'arn 
now,  and  I  wouldn't  want  the  gal  to  blush  fer 
her  dad."  And  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  Jack 
Sanford  shrank  from  meeting  the  gaze  of  another. 

Harry  held  out  his  hand.  "Jack!"  he  said, 
reproachfully.  And  in  that  hearty  hand  clasp  the 
two  understood  each  other. 

To  the  surprise  of  Francisco  Talge,  Harry  Nor- 
man, pale  and  with  his  arm  in  a  sling,  appeared 
in  court  against  him.  Sanford,  seeing  the  black 
look  which  the  prisoner  directed  at  Harry,  sur- 
prised the  court  by  walking  up  to  him  and  shak- 
ing his  huge  fist  in  his  face. 

"  Who's  runnin'  the  Vulture  now  ?"  he  said. 
"Ye  tho't  yer  were  durn  smart,  didn't  ye  ?  But 
ye  got  left  this  trip  ;  an'  let  me  tell  yer,  Hal's  not 
fer  ye  or  yer  gang  ter  fool  with ;  and  the  feller 
thet  does  it'll  answer  ter  me.  Jack  Sanford,  ^^d 
Jose  there.     Sabo  ?" 
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For  observing  rural  lifo  in  Bngliuul  tlio  best 
place  ia  a  villiigo  in  one  ot  the  purely  ngricuUiiml 
counties.  Tlicre  need  be  no  trouble  iti  selecting  a 
county.  If  a  lino  were  drawn  in  a  northeasterly 
direction  across  the  nijip  of  England,  from  t!io 
month  of  the  River  Severn  on  tho  west  coast  to 
the  Wash  on  tho  east,  nil  tho  coLintiea  south  of 
this  line  might  be  described  as  agricultural.  Tlio 
counties  intersected  would  bo  Gloucester,  AVar- 
wick,  Northtim ptoti  and  Cambridge.  There  is  a 
littlo  mining  in  GloiicesterBhivc  and  Warwick- 
ehiro,  and  considerable  manufacturing  in  North- 
nmptonsbire  ;  but  there  is  little  of  either  mining 
or  manufacturing  elsewhere  south  of  this  imag- 
inary lino,  and  in  tho  region  below  it  rural  life 
litis  been  least  affected  by  tho  immense  changes 
which  liuvo  come  over  England  in  consequence  of 
the  enormous  industrial  development  of  tho  last 
hundred  years.  In  these  southeru  counties  things 
are  outwardly  very  much  as  they 
were  before  the  era  of  steam 
and  factories  transformed  tho 
north  of  England,  and  as  le 
gards  its  material  conditions 
sharply  divided  it  off  from  the 
south.  Itailways  intersect  all 
tills  southern  country  ,  the 
stagecoaches  and  tho  carriers 
wagons  have  long  ago  dieap 
peared,  and  tho  old -fashioned 
inns  which  flourished  m  the 
days  when  the  highways  were 
the  great  arteries  of  traffic  aio 
changing  their  character    and 


changing  it  always  for  the  worse.  But  in  many 
other  respects  the  condition  of  things  which  still 
survives  is  not  much  unlike  that  which  prevailed 
in  the  closing  years  ot  last  century.  Political, 
social,  economic  and  religious  changes  have  been 
extremely  tardy  in  reaching  those  southern  agri- 
cultural counties,  and  the  difference  between 
them  ami  the  stirring,  bustling  and  smoky  nortii 
at  once  becomes  obvious,  even  to  a  visitor  whoso 
observations  of  England  aro  confined  to  those 
which  aro  possible  in  a  railway  escursioa  from 
Liverpool  to  London. 

If  on  such  an  excursion  a  visitor  were  to  halt 
for  a  couple  of  weeks  in  any  village  south  of  tho 
tine  from  the  Severn  to  tho  Wusb  lie  would  find 
few  conditions  in  rnnil  life  in  this  part  of  Eng- 
land which  correspond  with  rural  life  in  the  older 
and  more  settled  parts  of  America.  In  both 
these  countries,  of  courao,  the  people  of  a  rural 
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<;omnninity  directly  or  indirectly  live  out  of  the 
land  ;  but  there  all  points  of  (iorredpondence  be- 
tween a  village  in  old  England  and  a  village  in 
New  England  come  to  an  end.  The  systems  un- 
der which  land  is  held  are  entirelv  different,  and 
from  this  vital  and  deep-seated  difference  directly 
arise  all  the  conditions  which  make  rural  life  in 
England  what  it  is,  and  give  to  it  its  dull,  slow- 
moving  and  conservative  character.  When  once 
the  main  features  of  the  land  system  are  recalled 
it  is  easy  to  comprehend  the  social  conditions  of 
village  life  in  England. 

Law,  tradition  and  social  custom  have  for  cent- 
uries past  all  conduced  to  the  building  up  of  a 
system  under  which  the  land  of  England  is  held 
by  a  small  number  of  people.  In  the  days  which 
followed  the  Conquest  the  land  was  parceled  out 
among  the  followers  of  the  Norman  Conqnerof. 
These  old  warriors  and  their  descendants  man- 
aged to  retain  their  hold  upon  the  land  so  dis- 
tributed, and  gradually  to  increase  their  posses- 
sions ;  and  as  centuries  went  by  and  population 
increased  and  society  became  more  complex  the 
large  holders  of  land  devised  schemes  for  keeping 
their  possessions  in  their  families  for  all  time. 

The  system  of  settlement,  or  entail,  which  is  at 
the  basis  of  the  English  land  system,  was  devised 
as  long  ago  as  the  Wars  of  the  Roses  ;  but  it  was 
not  until  the  Civil  War  that  it  took  its  present 
form  and  obtained  a  legal  sanction.  Under  this 
system  of  settlement,  as  it  was  brought  into  use 
at  the  Bestoration,  the  heads  of  the  great  land- 
owning families  make  themselves  tenants  for  life, 
and  their  descendants  are  made  what  is  known 
to  the  lawyers  as  '^succeeding  tenants  in  tail.'' 

By  the  aid  of  expert  lawyers  the  system  is  eas- 
ily worked.  Each  head  of  a  family,  on  coming 
into  his  landed  possessions,  makes  a  settlement 
which  is  binding  upon  his  immediate  successor. 
Trustees  are  appointed  under  this  deed  to  see 
that  the  settlement  is  duly  carried  out,  to  give  ef- 
fect to  the  provisions  which  are  always  made 
for  younger  sons  and  the  female  members  of  the 
family,  and  also  to  take  some  oversight  in  the 
management  of  the  estate.  From  gencmtion  to 
generation  tliis  system  of  attaching  land  to  fam- 
ilies has  gone  on,  and  to  it  is  due  the  great  so- 
cial and  political  advantages  so  long  associated 
with  the  possession  of  land,  and  also  the  fact  that 
so  large  an  area  of  land  in  England  is  in  so  few 
hands.  The  area  of  England  and  Scotland,  in 
round  figures,  is  77,600,000  acres.  One-half  this 
total  acreage  is  held  by  7,400  persons,  and  in  tliis 
list  of  great  landlords  there  were  at  the  last  na- 
tional accounting  600  peers,  who  among  them 
were  the  holders  of  one-fifth  of  the  total  area  of 
the  United  Kingdom. 


With  this  brief  explanation  of  the  land  system, 
and  with  these  remarkable  figures  in  mind,  it  is 
easy  to  understand  the  two  groups  into  which 
English  villages  are  divided.  These  are  "open  " 
and  "  closed  *'  villages.  A  closed  village  is  one 
in  which  all  the  land  round  about,  it  may  be  for 
miles,  is  in  the  hands  of  one  large  proprietor ;  nn 
open  village,  as  its  description  implies,  is  one  in 
which  the  ownership  of  the  houses  and  adjacent 
land  is  in  the  hands  of  a  number  of  different 
people.  Some  of  the  larger  landowners  own  a 
quarter  or  a  third  of  a  county  ;  many  of  them  are 
possessed  of  an  area  of  country  large  enough  to 
contain  half  a  dozen  villages.  Where  this  is  the 
case,  and  the  villages  are  in  the  closed  class, 
the  landlord  dominates  everything.  He  appoints 
the  rectors  or  the  vicars  of  the  parishes  into  which 
the  country  comprised  in  his  estate  is  divided. 
All  the  farms  are  held  from  him,  and  all  the  inn- 
keepers, storekeepers  and  cottagers  are,  directly 
or  indirectly,  his  tenants.  Until  aiew  years  ago 
the  landowners  of  this  class  were  dominant  in 
local  politics.  Only  their  larger  farmer  tenants 
had  Parliamentary  votes,  and  they  were  practically 
compelled  to  use  these  as  the  landlord  directed. 
But  all  this  has  been  changed,  and  as  concerns 
the  elections,  the  English  laborer  now  stands  in 
as  good  a  position  before  the  law  as  the  large  ten- 
ant farmers  or  the  landlords  themselves. 

Tho  two  important  social  personages  in  a  vil- 
lage of  this  kind  are  the  squire  and  the  Church 
of  England  parson.     The  squire,  of  course,  comes 
first.     In  a  measure  the  parson  is  his  creature, 
for,  in  the  first  place,  he  owes  his  position  in  the 
village   usually  to  the  active   good  will  of   the 
squire,  or  to  that  of  the  squire's  predecessor.  The 
church  living  is  bestowed  upon  the  parson  by  th0 
patron,  or   in   other  words  the   local   landlord ; 
but  when  once  the  parson  is  installed  it  is  not 
possible  for  the  squire  to  turn   him   out.     The 
parson  is  in  possession  for  life,  and  can  be  dis- 
placed only  for  gross  misconduct  which  lias  been 
proved  in  the  ecclesiastical  courts.     He  is  thns 
not  dependent  upon  the  squire  in  any  way  as  re- 
gards his  living ;  but  he  is  dependent  upon  him 
for  much  of  his  social  life  and  the  social  life  of 
his  family,  and,  as  a  rule,  the  friendliest  relations 
are  maintained  between  the  rectory  and  the  hall. 
The  squire  and  the  parson  are  usually  both  of  the 
same  political  creed,  and  concerned  together  in 
all  the  local  political  activities.     This,  however, 
is  not  always  the  case,  and  when  there  is  a  dif- 
ference between  the  squire  and  the  ))arson,  and 
both  are  strong  assertive  man,  there  is  trouble  in 
the  parish. 

A  case  of  this  kind  occurred  near  Bath  a  few 
years  ago.     The  rector  and  the  landlord  of  one  ot 
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th«  prettiest  bill  villages  in  Somerset  had  qn&r-  ministerial  resideDoe  in  Downing  Street,  when  be 
reled  over  the  Eastern  policy  of  the  late  Lord  and  Lord  Salisbury  retamed  from  the  Conference 
Beaoonsfield.  The  rector  stood  ont  for  Beacons-  at  Berlin,  TJltimat«ly  both  sqaire  and  parson  got 
field,  while  the  landlord  threw  in  his  lot  with  weary  of  the  feud.  The  squire,  of  course,  could 
Gladstone  and  condemned  all  that  Beaconsfield  not  sell  out  and  leave  the  place ;  entails  and  set- 
was  doing  in  behalf  of  the  Turks.  When  the  tlements  made  that  impossible.  It  was  Uie  parson 
landlord  went  into  Bath  to  address  a  Liberal  meet-  who  had  to  go,  and  he  so  ordered  his  going  as  to 
ing  and  to  denounce  the  Tnrkish  atrocities  his  be  able  to  make  an  exohange  of  livings  with  a 
neighbor  the  rector  would  attend  and  make  a  parson  in  another  part  of  the  country  who  could 
speech  in  support  of  the  Beacousfleld  adminigtra-  live  as  neighbor  with  a  squire  who  had  once  ea- 
tioQ  and  all  it  was  doing  in  defenso  of  the  Turks,  tertained  a  strong  and  lively  detestation  for  the 
This  occasioned  some  unpleasantness,  and  the  an-  Turk. 

tagonism  went  to  an  amasing  length,  until  at  last.  Oases  of  this  kind  are,  however,  somewhat  ex- 

when  the  squire  and  the  parson  desired  to  com-  ceptional,  and  as  a  general  thing  squire  and  par- 

municate  with  each  other,  tliey  did  ao  by  means  son  are  in  agreement  as  regards  national  and  local 

'  of  placards  posted  on  the  walls  of  the  village,  politics,  and  stand  resolutely  together  in  main- 
There  was  a  good  deal  of  tartness  and  curtness  in  taining  the  social  and  political  privileges  att^aoh- 
these  mural  interchanges;  but  the  squire  was  ing  to  their  positions.  The  parson  usually  re- 
ft great  upholder  of  the  state  church,  and  al-  gards  himself  as  on  an  equality  with  the  squire, 
though  he  was  thus  savagely  at  loggerheads  with  and  in  some  villages  he  shares  with  the  squire 
the  rector  he  could  not  deny  himself  and   his  the  work  of  administering  local  justice,  a  function 

■  family  the  pleasure  of  attending  the  parish  church  which,  notwithstanding  all  the  political  changes 
on  Sunday.  He  came  in  by  a  side  door  which  led  which  have  of  late  years  taken  place  iu  England, 
from  the  church  to  his  park,  and  marched  into  is  in  the  rural  districts  still  entirely  monopolized 
his  big  family  pew,  where  he  remained  until  the  by  the  men  of  landed  estate, 
prayers  and  the  lessons  were  over.  As  soon  as  the  After  the  squire  and  the  parson  come  the  doc- 
rector  began  his  sermon  the  squire  headed  his  tor,  the  large  farmers,  the  village  schoolmaster, 
family  procession  and  marched  out  of  church,  the  village  tradesmen,  and,  last  in  the  list,  and  a 
This  kind  of  thing  went  on  for  several  years,  un-  long  way  apart  from  the  farmers,  the  agricultural 
til  after  people  in  England  had  utterly  ceased  to  laborers,  the  poorest  of  all  England's  working 
care  for  the  Turk,  and  had  forgotten  all  about  people. 

-  Lord  BeaconaGeld's  "  peace  with  honor  "  procia-  The  relations  of  the  tenant  farmers  with  the 

!mation,   made. from  the  upper  wiodows  of  the  squire  are  direct  and  constant.     Only  a  small 
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number  of  English  farmers  aro  the  owuers  of  the  mcnt,  nml  he  can  part  company  with  his  land, 

land  they  till.     The  majority  of  them  have  not  lord,  or  his  landlord  can  gut  riil  of  him,  by  giving 

the  capital   necessary  to   the  purchase  of  their  a  year's  notice.     The  English  farmer  can  claim 

k'.nd.     Even  if  they  had,  in  many  parts  of  Eng-  some    compensation   for   improvements    ha    has 

land  it  nould  be  impossible  for  them  to  buy  de-  mode  on  his  farm  ;  but  tlie  proceea  ts  a  camber- 

sirable  land,  for  the  system  of  entail  ties  the  land  some  one,  and  the  law  passed  to  protect  an  out- 

to  tlie  territorial  families.     These  families  cannot  going  tenant  avails  him  but  very  little.    Both  ciia- 

sell  it ;  some  of  thorn  cannot  oven  cut  the  timber  torn  and  law,  in  this  and  oilier  matters  between 

on  their  land  without  the  permission  of  trustees,  farmers  and  landowners  in  England,  are  on  tlio 

All  they  can  do  is  to  cultivate  the  land,  or  lease  side  of  the  landlord.     Practically  he  mnkca  his 

or  let  it  to  farmers.     Most  of  the  farming  land  is  own  terms  with  the  farmer,  and  many  landlords 

held   on   annual  agreements,   the   rents  varying  in  their  agreements  introduce  such  n  nnmber  of 

from  three  or  four  doUhrs  to  fifteen  dollars  an  conditions  that  the  farmer  is  far  from  being  his 

acre,  according  to  the  nearness  of  the  land  to  own  master. 

good  markets,  and  according  to  the  nature  of  the  The  agreements  often  stipniate  what  is  to  bo 

land  itself.  done  with  this  field,  and  what  is  to  be  grown  ia 

These  rents  also  cover  the  occupation  of  the  that;  how  much  hay  a  man  n)ay  sell  off  his  farm; 
homestead.  In  England  the  landlords  almost  in-  what  he  slinli  do  with  his  straw  ;  how  much  ma- 
variably  provide  or  defray  the  cost  of  erecting  all  nure  and  fertilizing  stuffs  he  shall  use,  and  how 
the  farm  buildings,  and  it  is  at  this  point  that  an  many  dogs  he  shall  keep  ;  and  when  n  farmer  is 
English  farmer's  relations  with  his  landlord  differ  unable  to  pay  all  his  creditors  in  full  the  law  or- 
from  those  of  the  Irish  tenant  farmer  with  the  dains  that  tlie  landlord's  claim  for  rent  shall  be 
Irish  landlord.  The  Irish  farmer  builds  his  farm  paid  before  any  other  creditor  receives  n  penny 
premises  himself,  or  takes  them  over  from  a  pre-  in  payment  of  his  debt.  This  is  one  of  the  old 
vious  tenant ;  and  it  is  this  important  difference  laws  of  which  nowadays  farmers  greatly  corn- 
in  the  relationship  of  landlord  and  tenant  in  the  plain.  It  places  them  at  a  great  disadvantage 
two  countries  which  has  led  to  so  mitch  legisla-  witti  all  other  creditors,  and  makes  farmers  as  a 
tion  for  the  benefit  of  Irish  tenant  farmers  dur-  class  men  with  whom  tradesmen  have  to  cxerciso 
iug  the  last  twenty-five  years.  An  Irish  tenant  much  caution  when  they  allow  them  to  become 
farmer   now  has  a   tenant   right  or  tenant   in-  their  debtors. 

terest  in  his  farm,  and  the  landlord  cannot  get  Harsh  conditions  with  regard  to  game  are  often 

rid  of  him  without  buying  out  hia  tenant  interest,  inserted   in   these   agreements    between   farmers 

Tlio  arrangements  between  the  English  farmer  and  landlords.      Farmers  must  give  free  passage 

and  the  squire  are  quite  different.     The  English  to  hunters  on  horseback  and  on  foot  when  these 

farmer  usually  holds  his  land  on  an  annual  agree-  sportsmen  happen  to  be  the  frieuds  of  the  laiid- 

'  ;  and  the  farmers  must  also  euffer 


i 


^ 


the  gamekeepers  in  the  service  of  the 
squire  to  prowl  about  their  homc- 
stenda  and  over  their  lands  when  and 
how  the  gamekeepers  please.  The 
gamekeepers  are  often  a  terror  to 
farmers,  and  the  cause  of  much  worry 
and  friction.  If,  however,  the  farm- 
ers interfere  with  them,  or  in  any  way 
get  into  the  bad  books  of  these  gentle- 
men in  velveteen,  there  is  soon  trou- 
blo  at  the  estate  office  between  the 
agent  and  the  landlord  on  one  side 
and  the  tenant  farmers  on  the  other, 
and  the  farmers  always  get  the  worsl 

of  it. 

The  English  game  laws  are  exceed- 
ingly strict.  The  most  drastic  of 
them  were  passed  by  Parliament  in 
the  early  years  of  this  century — the 
worst  in  1828,  when  the  landed  inter- 
est was  dominant  in   the  House  of 
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Oommons  as  well  as  in  the  House  of  Lords.  The 
intention  of  all  the  laws  is  to  make  game  sacred 
from  the  touch  of  the  common  people  ;  and  a 
farmer  who  kills  a  pheasant  or  a  gronse  on  land 
in  his  own  occupation  not  only  hreaks  the  con- 
ditions of  his  agreement  with  his  landlord^  and 
may  thus  bring  upon  himself  an  ejection  from  his 
farm,  with  the  loss  of  one-tenth  of  his  working 
capital  which  a  change  of  this  kind  always  in- 
toItcs,  bnt  may  be  prosecuted  in  the  local  police 
courts  as  well.  All  over  rural  England  it  is  a 
much  more  serious  offense  to  snare  a  hare  or  a 
pheasant^  or  to  carry  off  a  snipe  or  a  grouse,  than 
it  is  to  steal  a  horse  or  a  €ow  ;  for  the  law  is  such 
tliat  for  a  second  or  a  third  offense  a  man  may 
be  sentenced  to  penal  servitude.  In  the  early 
years  of  the  century  men  were  sent  to  the  chain 
gang  or  transported  for  poaching. 

All  these  poaching  oases  are  tried,  before  mag- 
istrates who  are  landlords.  If  these  landlords  are 
not'game  preservers  themselves  they  have  neigh- 
l>ors  and  friends  who  are,  and  are  in  keen  sym- 
pathy with  game  preservation.  The  consequence 
is  that  they  deal  out  justice  with  a  heavy  hand 
upon  men  who  come  before  them  for  poaching. 
A  poacher  who  is  caught  in  the  act  forfeits  his 
gun,  nets  and  snares  ;  and  often  when  the  poacher 
has  finished  a  term  of  two  or  three  months  in  the 
county  jail  he  is  compelled  to  find  sureties  for  his 
future  good  behavior  during 'a  period 'of  six  or 
twelve  months  after  he  leaves  prison.  If  he  can* 
not  find  these  sureties,  and  in  many  cases  it  is 
impossible  for  him  to  do  so,  he  is  detained  in 
prison  for  the  whole  of  the  period  which  was  to 
hare  been  covered  by  the  sureties. 

Gamekeepers  are  employed  in  large  numbers  to 
patrol,  night  and  day,  land  stocked  with  game ; 
the  police  paid  out  of  the  county  fund  give  much 
zealous  help  in  an  extra-official  way  to  the  game- 
keepers; and  game,  when  dead,  may  be  bought 
and  sold  only  by  dealers  who  have  permits  from 
the  local  magistrates.  But  in  spite  of  all  these 
precautions  poaching  is  still  as  common  in  rural 
England  as  ever  it  was,  and  in  the  country  dis- 
tricts the  magistrates  seldom  meet  in  fortnightly 
or  monthly  session,  to  dispense  summary  justice, 
without  having  before  them  two  or  three  labor- 
ing men  who  have  been  caught  poaching,  or  who 
are  suspected  of  poaching.  For  nearly  a  century 
the  lawmakers  at  Westminster  and  the  adminis- 
trators of  the  law  in  the  rural  districts  have 
sought  by  means  little  short  of  savage  to  incul- 
cate into  the  rural  mind  that  game  is  private 
property.  The  law  has  made  it  private  prop- 
erty, and  has  labeled  it  as  more  precious  than 
many  other  kinds  of  private  property  ;  but  the 
English  laborer  will  not  believe  that  it  is  so  ;  and 


in  every  English  village,  and  in  every  large  town 
in  the  neighborhood  of  game-preserving  conntry, 
there  are  dozens  of  men  who  would  neyer  think 
of  sneaking  off  with  a  chicken,  bnt  who  will  risk 
a  murderous  midnight  encounter  with  armed 
game  watchers,  and  perhaps  a  long  term  in  jail, 
for  the  fun  and  excitement  attendant  upon  snar- 
ing a  few  hares  or  rabbits,  or  posaessing  them- 
selves of  a  brace  of  partridges  or  a  few  pheasants. 

It  is  not  the  game  itself  these  men  vsoally  de- 
sire, for  but  little  money  is  ever  obtained  for  it 
by  the  poachers.  Oenerally  it  is  the  passion  for 
sport  and  adventure  which  takes  the  English 
poacher  abroad  at  night ;  and  when  once  a  man 
has  become  ad^'fcted  to  poaching  he  seldom  aban- 
dons the  pursuit  while  he  is  active  enough  to  en- 
gage in  it,  or  as  long  as  there  is  any  game  left  in 
his  neighborhood.  If  he  is  caught  and  sent  to 
prison  he  begins  again  almost  as  soon  as  he  is  at 
liberty. 

Many  of  these  old  poachers  have  much  more 
money  invested  in  appliances  for  snaring  game 
than  they  have  in  clothes  and  household  furni- 
ture. Desperate  encounters  between  gamekeep- 
ers and  poachers  are  matters  of  almost  weekly 
occurrence.  Every  now  and  again  there  is  a  ter- 
rible tragedy,  like  that  in  Oxfordshire  three  years 
ago,  which  involved  the  loss  of  four  lives — one  in 
the  woods  and  three  on  the  gallows ;  and  if  a  rec- 
ord of  all  these  fatalities,  these  midnight  shootings 
in  the  woods  and  plantations,  and  the  hangings 
which  followed,  had  been  kept  since  the  first  of 
the  modern  game  laws  was  passed  in  1B28,  it 
would  be  found  that  game  preserving  in  England 
has  cost  more  lives  than  were  spent  in  taking  and 
keeping  possession  of  England's  great  empire  in 
the  East. 

The  agricultural  laborer  has  already  been  spoken 
of  as  the  poorest  of  England's  working  |)eople. 
This  is  true,  and  it  has  been  true  for  a  centur} 
or  more.  Students  of  English  rural  life  in  the 
fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries,  men  such  as 
the  late  Professor  Thorold  Rogers,  have  put  it  on 
record  that  there  was  a  time  when  the  condition 
of  the  rural  laborer  was  immensely  better  than  it 
is  now.  No  one  now  living,  however,  remembers 
when  there  was  much  difference  for  the  better  in 
the  lot  of  the  rural  laborer.  Up  to  the  forties 
the  landlords  in  Parliament  were  able  to  impose 
high  protective  duties  on  corn,  and  thus  insure 
that  the  tenant  farmer  should  get  an  artificially 
high  price  for  the  produce  he  raised.  The  farmer 
did  get  a  high  price  for  his  wheat,  but  this  Itigh 
price  affected  the  farm  laborer  hardly  at  all. 
Most  of  the  enhanced  value  went  to  the  landlords 
in  the  way  of  rent ;  some  of  it  may  have  staid 
with  the  farmer,  but  practically  none  of  it  reached 
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the  laborer.  All  through  this  century  the  farm 
laborer  in  the  country  south  of  the  line  from  the 
Severn  to  the  Wash  has  been  so  ill  paid  and  so 
badly  housed  that  he  has  never  lived  any  but  an 
absolutely  hand-to-month  existence. 

The  late  Professor  Fawcett,  who  was  Postmas- 
ter General  in  Mr.  Gladstone's  188Q-'5  Admin- 
istri^ion,  was  a  native  of  Wiltshire,  oue  of  the 
exclusively  agricultural  counties  in  the  south  of 
England.  He  spent  his  boyhood  there,  and  in 
later  years  seldom  failed  to  make  a  visit  to  his 
old  home  at  Salisbury.  When  he  was  there  in 
Anrrnsty  1868,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  a  friend,  de- 
scribing some  phases  of  rural  life  in  Wiltshire. 
''  I  am  staying, '^  he  wrote,  **  in  the  midst  of  what 
id  considered  to  be  one  of  tlie  most  prosperous 
Agricultural  districts  of  England.  It  would  be 
almost  impossible  to  find  a  laborer  who  had  saved 
n  sovereign  ;  and  not  one  in  a  thousand  of  these 
laborers  will  save  enough  to  keep  him  from  the 
]HM>r  rates  when  old  age  compels  him  to  cease 
work." 

It  is  a  quarter  of  a  century  since  Professor 
Fawcett  wrote  this  letter,  but  the  condition  he 
then  described  is  verv  little  altered.  If  it  is  al- 
tered  at  M  it  is  altered  for  the  worse.  At  the 
present  time  the  ordinary  wages  of  a  day  laborer 
in  Wiltshire  are  two  and  a  half  dollars  a  week.  A 
man  must  be  exceptionally  good  to  receive  three 
dollars;  some  farmers  pay  as  low  as  two  and  a 
quarter  or  two  dollars  a  week.  These  aire  sum- 
mer-time wages,  when  work  is  brisk  on  the  farm. 
In  winter  many  of  the  farmers  deduct  a  quarter 
a  week  from  these  rates  of  pay.  Nor  are  these 
low  wages  peculiar  to  Wiltshire.  There  is  little 
variation  in  the  rates  paid  in  the  neighboring 
counties  of  Dorset  and  Oxford.  Wages  imppve 
a  little  in  the  counties  nearer  the  line  from  the 
Severn  to  the  Wash  ;  but  in  Hertfordshire,  which 
is  the  county  abutting  on  the  great  area  covered 
by  London,  the  wages  of  farm  laborers  seldom 
exceed  two  dollars  and  seventy-five  cents  or  three 
dollars  a  week. 

Laborers  in  London  who  are  not  specially  skilled 
do  not  earn  more  than  five  dollars  a  week,  and  in 
the  large  towns  in  the  Midlands  and  in  the  north 
of  England  four  dollars  and  a  half  is  considered 
a  fair  wage  for  men  of  this  class.  The  lot  of 
these  laborers  in  the  towns  is  hard ;  but  it  is  not 
so  hard  nor  so  utterly  without  hope  as  the  lot  of 
the  agricultural  laborer.  The  town  laborer  can 
often  push  himself  into  a  better-paid  position. 
Opportunities  frequently  occur  of  which  he  can 
take  advantage ;  and  even  if  he  cannot  improve 
his  own  lot  he  can  at  least  hope  to  give  his  boys 
and  girls  a  much  better  start  in  life  than  it  was 
his  fortune  to  receive,  and  still  keep  them  at 


home  in  the  early  yeurs  of  their  working  life. 
Such  a  man,  with  a  little  self-denial,  can  give  his 
sons  a  trade,  and  thus  push  them  into  the  mnks 
of  skilled  artisans. 

The  rural  laborer  has  few  hopes  of  this  kind. 
Work  as  he  will,  he  can  never  get  in  front  of  the 
world  to  the  extent  of  five  or  ten  dollars.  In- 
deed, he  would  never  keep  up  with  the  world 
even  during  the  best  years  of  his  working  life 
were  it  not  for  the  help  he  receives  from  his 
neighbors  who  are  a  little  better  off,  and  from 
the  charitable  associations  connected  with  the 
church.  These  organizations,  especially  the  ma- 
ternity societies  which  exist  in  most  English  vil- 
lages, help  him  through  the  difficulties  of  times 
when  childreu  are  making  their  appearance,  and 
he  has  to  look  to  kindred  charities,  or  in  the  last 
resort  to  the  poor  law  guardians,  to  help  him 
through  the  periods  when  his  wages  cease,  owing 
to  sickness  or  slackness  of  work.  He  and  his 
family  have  none  of  the  opportunities  which 
tcome  in  the  way  of  the  town  laborer.  In  the  vil- 
lages there  is  little  work  which  married  women 
can  undertake ;  and  when  the  children  of  the 
laborer  grow  up,  if  their  opportunities  in  life  are 
to  be  improved,  they  must  early  go  afield,  and 
make  their  way  in  London  or  in  the  large  towns^ 

A  rural  laborer  has  little  or  no  chance  of  pn8h'> 
ing  his  sons  into  the  ranks  of  skilled  artisans,  bo- 
cause  in  his  own  village  the  openings  for  boys, 
except  in  farm  work,  are  but  few,  and  he  cannot 
afford  to  maintain  them  while  they  are  being 
taught  a  trade  in  some  distant  town.  Usually 
the  sons  of  farm  laborers  engage  in  farm  work 
for  the  first  two  or  three  years  after  leaving 
school,  and  then  if  they  have  any  ambition  they 
make  a  break  for  London  or  some  other  large 
city.  They  are  too  old  when  they  thus  leave 
home  to  apprentice  themselves  to  a  trade ;  but 
thousands  of  these  boys  from  the  country  find 
their  way  into  the  service  of  the  railway  compa- 
nies, or  into  that  of  the  brewing  and  transport 
companies,  where  their  ability  to  handle  horses 
secures  them  fairly  good  pay  and  permanent  em- 
ployment as  carmen  and  teamsters.  A  large 
number  of  the  better-equipped  young  country- 
men join  the  police  forces  in  the  great  cities. 
There  are  always  openings  for  young  men  with 
good  records  in  these  services.  No  political  in- 
fiuence  is  required  to  secure  positions.  All  that 
is  needed  is  a  good  physique,  a  little  education 
and  some  intelligence,  and  a  certificate  of  re- 
spectability and  good  character. 

Domestic  servants  in  the  large  towns  are  re- 
cruited from  the  country  villages ;  and  exceed- 
ingly few  of  the  young  men  and  the  young  women 
who  thus  leave  their  native  places  ever  perma- 
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nently  return.  Most  of  them  do  well  in  their 
new  spheres ;  but  even  those  who  fail  seldoni 
return  to  tho  country.  For  n  generation  or  so 
post  tlio  milks  of  tho  rural  laborers  have  been 
greatly  thinned  by  this  movement  to  the  town:?. 
The  squires  and  the  farmers  are  loud  in  their  ex- 
pressions of  regret  at  this  movement  of  the  labor- 
ing people  from  the  country,  for  it  is  the  jjick 
of  tho  laborers  who  go.  Tho  movement  is  often 
lamented  in  speeches  at  agricultural-show  din- 
ners, at  the  rent  dinners,  and  at  the  inn  dinners 
at  which  farmers  meet  when  attending  market; 
but  neither  tlie  squires  nor  the  large  farmers  pro- 
fess iji:norance  of  tho  cause  of  it.  Thev  know 
that  the  life  of  a  rural  laborer,  under  existing 
conditions,  is  almost  hopeless ;  they  know  that 
tho  laborer  has  never  had  any  inducement  to  stay 
in  t!ie  country.  Tho  farmer  attributes  his  in^^ 
ability  to  pay  the  laborer  better  wages  to  the  heavy 
calls  which  arc  mado  upon  him  for  rent  and  for 
taxes,  and  to  tho  bad  times  in  English  agricnlt- 
nre,  which  seem  chronic ;  while  tho  squire,  for 
his  part,  complains  that  he  is  poorer  than  his 
predecessors,  that  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  re- 
duce rents,  and  that  after  he  has  met  the  perma- 
nent family  charges  coming  against  his  rent  roll 
little  remains  out  of  which  ho  can  keep  up  his 
dignity  among  his  landowning  neighbors. 

Within  the  last  ten  years  the  rural  laborer  has 
received  an  immense  amount  of  attention  at  the 
hands  of  the  politicians.  Both  parties  have  paid 
court  to  him.  Up  to  1885  ho  had  never  cast  a 
vote  at  a  Parliamentary  election  ;  and  he  had  no 
more  to  do  with  village,  county  and  national 
politics  than  he  had  with  the  affairs  of  the  Czar 
of  Russia.  When  local  and  national  elections 
came  round  all  tho  laborers  had  to  do  was  to 
shout  and  demonstrate  while  the  squires  and  the 
large  farmers  did  all  the  voting.  Since  1885, 
however,  the  rural  laborer  has  been  a  Parliament- 


ary voter.  Since  1888  he  has  had  a  vote  for  the 
council  which  administers  all  county  affairs,  and 
as  tho  result  of  tho  Act  of  Parliament  nossed  in 
the  early  weeks  of  1894  tho  rural  laborer  now 
has  a  vote  in  the  election  of  poor  law  guardians, 
and  in  tho  election  of  the  councils  for  the  admin- 
istration of  municipal  affairs  in  the  parishes  and 
the  larger  districts'  into  which  the  counties  arc 
divided.  Ho  can  also  be  a  member  of  any  of 
these  bodies.  As  a  result  of  all  this  improvement 
in  the  political  position  of  the  laborer  endeavors 
are  now  being  made  to  improve  his  social  and  ma- 
terial position,  and  to  give  him  more  opportu- 
nities in  life.  One  result  of  all  this  will  be  that 
sooner  or  later  the  rural  laborer  will  at  least  bo 
better  housed  than  ho  has  been  in  the  past 
Hitherto  his  condition  in  this  respect  has  been 
most  deplorable,  for  the  squires  and  the  farmers, 
who  owned  tho  wretched  places  in  which  tho 
laborer  was  lodged,  were  also  dominant  on  the 
boards  which  administered  the  sanitary  laws. 
These  laws  were  strong  enough ;  the  trouble  iu 
the  past  has  been  that  they  were  not  enforced. 
The  laborer  himself  can  now  change  all  this,  for 
he  can  elect  his  fellows  to  tho  councils  and  boards 
which  are  intrusted  with  the  administration  of 
these  laws. 

These  councils  are  also  empowered  to  bay  or 
lease  land,  and  let  it  to  the  laborers,  so  that  any 
laborer  who  desires  it  may  now  rent  an  acre  or 
two  of  land,  and  by  cultivating  it  himself  be  re- 
lieved from  the  absolute  dependence  upon  the 
farmer  which  for  generations  has  been  his  lot. 
All  these  political  changes  ought  to  bring  about 
some  improvement  in  tho  condition  of  the  la- 
borer ;  but  what  is  really  wanted  is  some  change 
which  will  give  the  laborer  an  adequate  wage,  and 
free  him  from  tho  certainty  that,  work  as  he  may, 
there  is  little  but  the  workhouse  for  him  in  tho 
closing  days  of  his  life. 


THE    LITERATURE    OF   QUOTATION. 

By  a.  Oakey  Hall. 


There  has  ever  been  a  fashion  allied  to  refer- 
ences from  the  literature  of  quotation.  During 
tho  close  of  the  last  and  the  beginning  of  the 
present  centnry  it  was  the  fashion  to  quote  from 
Butler's  "  Hudibras,'*  Alexander  Pope  and  Robert 
Burns.  In  time  Byron,  Shelley,  Scott,  Moore, 
Coleridge  and  Wordsworth  succeeded  in  such  pre- 
eminence. 

Among  colonial  great  men  perhaps  Benjamin 


Franklin   was   the   most   quotable.     How    many 
pedestrians    pass   his    statue — which    exchanges 
bronzed  looks  with  the  adjacent  statue  of  Horace 
Greeley  in  the  Printing  House  Square   of  New 
York  city — without  knowing  that  their  favorite 
quotations,  "  Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise,''ete., 
or  **  Three  removes  are  as  bad  as  a  fire,'*  or  "He 
that    goes    a-borrowing    goes    a-sorrowing,''   or 
*'  Snug  as  a  bug  in  a  rug,"  or  "  He  has  pa/d  dear 
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for  his  whiatle,"  belonged  to  the  antliorsliip  of 
the  printer  patriot !  For  many  yeara  it  was  pop- 
ular to  quote  from  D:iniel  Webster.  Hia  aono- 
rouB  eayinga  are  yot  virile  in  ecliolarly  remem- 
brance. Seward  and  Sumner  became  ()notabIe 
orators  in  turn.  Abraham  Lincoln's  proverbs, 
anecdotes  and  epigrammatic  sayings  were,  and 
are,  in  great  vogue. 

Among  American  poets,  Halleck,  Drake,  Bryant, 
Whittier,  Poe  and  Longfellow  Buccesaively  came 
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era  provioualy  named,  and  to  whom  I  may  add 
Bayard  Taylor,  Willis,  Morris  and  Alfred  Street. 
When  Sydney  Smith  naked  flippantly,  in  a 
celebrated  review  of  "Soybeil's  Statistical  An- 
nals of  the  United  States,"  "  Who  in  tho  four 
quartors  of  the  globe  reads  an  American  book,  or 
goea  to  an  American  play,  or  looks  at  au  Amcricaa 
picture  or  statue  ?"  it  was  nndonbtedly  true  that 
qnotationa  from  au  American  sonrce  were  com- 
paratively unknown  to  Bngiiahmen  ;  but  in  this 
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into  similar  fashion.  Among  feminine  authors 
doubtless  Americans  recognize  the  moat  qnota- 
tiona from  Mrs.  Sigonrney,  and  much  as  Knglish- 
mea  turn  enthusiastically  for  excerpts  to  tho 
Torks  of  Mrs.  Hemans,  Mrs.  Barrett  Browning 
snd  George  Eliot. 

From  among  living  American  authors  their 
conntrymen  now  select  largely  for  quotation  from 
Holmes,  Bret  Harte,  Aldrich,  John  Hay,  Stoddard 
and  Oilder ;  as  in  their  day  tbey  remembered  oth- 


cloae  of  the  century  tlieir  magazines  and  news- 
papers often  pay  attention  to  quotations  from 
American  authors,  and  sometimes  with  generous 
reference. 

Perhaps  in  time,  inasmuch  as  the  UNitcd  States 
show  more  promise  than  Great  Britain  does  for 
the  future  of  poets,  historians,  novcliiits  and 
writers  in  general,  this  country  will  find  returned 
to  it  the  compliment  which  the  infant  republic 
once  paid  to  the  old  country  of  liberally  drawing 
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quotations  ivom  its  literature.  Already  it  is  no- 
ticeable that  the  reading  books  and  literary  ex- 
tracts of  the  day  used  in  their  schools  and  acad- 
emies refer  largely  to  Lowell,  with  whom  in- 
deed John  Bnll  had  a  most  genial  acquaintance 
while  Lowell  was  American  Minister  to  the  Court 
of  St.  James. 

I  may  also  allude  to  authors  whose  translated 
quotations  into  English  are  well  approved  and 
used.  Of  these,  we  are  probably  best  familiar  with 
the  epigrammatic  sayings  of  Cervantes,  to  whom 
we  owe  the  trite  phrases,  ^*  Mince  the  matter, 
**  Their  labor  for  their  pains, ^'  '*  As  ill  luck  would 
have  it,''  ^'  Plain  as  the  nose  on  a  man's  face, 
**Sure  as  a  gun,"  **The  proof  of  the  pudding  is 
in  the  eating,"  '* Other  fish  to  fry,"  "Pot  calls 
the  kettle  black,"  and  ''Count  chickens  before 
they  are  hatched."  The  ubiquitous  phrase, 
''From  hand  to  mouth  "comes  from  a  Spanish 
author  contemporaneous  with  Cervantes  named 
Du  Bartas,  and  who  is  now  almost  totally  forgot- 
ten. 

French,  German  and  Italian  authors  have  also 
largely  enriched  through  English  translation  this 
subsidiary  literature  of  quotation  —  as  witness 
Itochefoucauld,  Moliere,  Pascal,  Voltaire,  Ooethe, 
Uhland,  Tasso  and  Dante.  And  apropos  of  the 
latter :  I  was  once  visiting  a  correctional  prison  in 
England  in  which  over  one  cell — devoted  to  pun- 
ishment— was  inscribed,  "Who  enters  here  leaves 
hope  behind  " — the  English  of  Dante's  "  Lasciate 
ogni  speranza,  voi,  ch'  entrate."  I  ventured  to 
ask  one  of  the  wardens  who  was  the  author  of  the 
inscription,  and  he  glibly  replied,  in  a  tone  ac- 
cusatory of  my  ignorance :  "  Why,  John  Bun- 
yan."  Doubtless  scores  who  use  quotations  and 
proverbs  are  equally  ill  informed  about  their 
originators.  But  it  must  be  admitted  that  knowl- 
edge of  the  authorship  of  sayings  that  are  freely 
bandied  on  tongues — rhetorical  shuttlecocks,  so 
to  speak — adds  tenfold  to  the  interest  in  the 
speaking  and  the  hearing. 


CARLYLE   CALLED   0QWN. 

MoNCUBE  D.  CoNWAT  took  Cliarlcs  G.^Leland 
to  see  Carlyle,  and  the  visit  must  have  been  a 
lively  one,  according  to  Leland's  tepbrt  of  it  in 
his  recently  published  memoirs  :   '' 

"I. can  only  remember  that. for  the  first  twenty 
or  thirty  minntes  Mr.  Carlyle  talked  such  a  lot  of 
skimble-skamble  stuff  and  rubbish,  which  sounded 
like  the  very  dihris  vlix^  lees  of  his  '  Latter-day 
Pamphlets,'  that  I  hegan  to  suspect  that  he  was 
quizzing  me,  or  that  this  was  the  manner  in  which 
he  ladled  out  Carlyleism  to  visitors  who  came  to 


be  Carlyled  and  acted  unto.  However  it  may  be, 
I  felt  a  coming  wrath,  and  the  Socratic  demon  or 
gypsy  dooky  which  often  rises  in  me  on  such  occa-' 
sions  and  never  deceives  me,  gave  me  a  strong 
premonition  that  there  was  to  be,  if  not  an  ex- 
emplary row,  at  least  a  lively  incident  which  was 
to  put  a  snapped  end  to  this  humbugging. 

"  It  came  thus :  All  at  once  Mr.  Carlyle 
abruptly  asked  me  in  a  manner  or  with  an  in- 
tonation which  sounded  to  me  almost  semi-con- 
temptuons :  'And  what  kind  of  an  American 
may  you  be  ? — German,  or  Irish,  or  what  V 

"  To  which  I  replied,  not  over  amiably  :  '  Since 
it  interests  you,  Mr.  Carlyle,  to  know  the  origin 
of  my  family,  I  may  say  that  I  am  descended 
from  Henry  Leland,  whom  the  tradition  declares 
to  have  been  a  noted  Puritan  and  active  in  the 
politics  of  his  time,  and  who  went  to  America  in 
1G36.' 

"  To  this  Mr.  Carlyle  replied  : '  I  doubt  whether 
any  of  your  family  have  since  been  equal  to  your 
old  Puritan  great-grandfather.'  With  this,  some- 
thing to  the  effect  that  we  had  done  nothing  in 
America  since  Cromwell's  revolution  equal  to  it 
in  importance  or  of  any  importance. 

"  Then  a  great  rage  came  over  me,  and  I  re- 
member distinctly  that  there  flashed  through  my 
mind  in  a  second  the  reflection,  'Now,  if  I  have 
to  call  you  a  d — d  old  fool  for  saying  that,  I  will ; 
but  I'll  be  even  with  you.'  When  as  quickly  the 
following  inspiration  came,  which  I  uttered,  and, 
I  suspect,  somewhat  energetically  :  '  Mr.  Carlyle, 
I  think  that  my  brother,  Henry  Leland,  who  got 
the  wound  from  which  he  died  standing  by  my 
side  in  the  War  of  the  Rebellion,  fighting  against 
slavery,  was  worth  ten  of  my  old  Puritan  ances- 
tors ;  at  least  he  died  in  a  ten-times  better  cause. 
And'  (here  my  old  'Indian'  was  up  and  I  let  it 
out)  'allow  me  to  say,  Mr.  Carlyle,  that  I  think 
that  in  all  matters  of  historical  criticism  yon  are 
principally  influenced  by  the  merely  melodramatic 
and  theatrical.' 

"  Here  Mr.  Carlyle,  looking  utterly  amazed  and 
startled,  though  not  at  all  angry,  said,  for  the 
first  time  in  broad  Scotch  :  '  Whet's  thot  ye  say  V 

"  'I  say,  Mr.  Carlyle,'  I  exclaimed,  with  rising 
wrath, '  that  I  consider  that  in  all  historical  judg- 
ments yon  are  influenced  only  by  the  mesreiy 
melodramatic  and  theatrical.' 

"  A  grim  smile  as  of  admiration  cam^  over  tli6 
stern  old  face.  Whether  he  really  felt  the  justice 
of  the  hit,  I  know  not;  but  he  was  evidently 
pleased  at  the  manner  in  which  it  was. delivered; 
and  it  was  with  a  deeply  reflective  and  not-  dis- 
pleased air  that  he  replied,  still  in  Scotch  :^«Kt;r, 
na ;  I'm  uae  thot.*  r        '    i 

"  tt  was  the  terrier  who  had  ferociously  attacked 
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the  lion,  and  the  lion  was  charmed.  From  that 
instant  he  was  courteoasy  companionahlo  and  affa- 
ble, and  talked  as  if  we  had  been  long  acquainted, 
and  as  if  he  liked  me/' 
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Thb  Gun  Beabbb  **  is  a  new  Ledger  war  noTel  by  E.  A. 
Bobinson  and  G.  A.  WaU»  who  evidently  know  something 
at  first  hand  about  soldier  life.  The  story  opens  amidst 
the  intense  excitement  over  the  firing  on  Fort  Snmter, 
and  culminates  with  the  desperate  battle  of  Franklin, 
where  General  Schofield,  with  ten  thousand  men,  wrestled 
with  General  Hood's  Confederates. 

Captain  Wii.z«abd  GziAZSeb,  the  author  of  many  popular 
war  books,  and  latterly  an  independent  explorer  of  the 
headwaters  of  the  Mississippi,  has  published  in  a  handsome 
illustrated  Yolume  of  over  500  pages  (Rand,  McNally  & 
Co.)  the  narrative  of  his  two  expeditions  in  1881  and  1891, 
and  their  results.  Besides  a  full  account  of  the  discovery 
and  location  of  what  is  apparently  the  true  source  of  the 
Mississippi,  in  a  lake  beyond  the  hitherto  accepted  Itasca, 
the  author  gives  a  complete  epitome  of  the  history  of  the 
Father  of  Waters,  f^m  its  discovery  by  Hernando  de  Soto 
in  1541,  down  to  the  present  time.  Leading  geographers 
and  educational  publishers  in  the  United  States  and  En- 
rope  indorse  the  claim  of  Lake  Glazier  to  the  distinction 
of  being  the  real  source,  and  have  altered  their  maps  ac- 
cordingly. Mr.  Glazier's  book  has  over  fifty  fine  illustra- 
tions, including  maps,  portraits,  half-tone  reproductions  of 
photographs  and  original  drawings  by  l^e  Williams,  of 
Chicago. 

"  Out  or  Bobxmia,  "  is  a  woman's  story  of  art-student 
life  i&  Paris,  written  in  a  very  pretty,  ludiM  style  by  Ger- 
trude Christian  Fosdick,  and  qrmpathetically  illustrated  by 
J.  William  Fosdick,  the  master  of  the  art  <^  burnt-wood  or 
**fire.  etching,"  and  whose  illustrative  as  well  as  literary 
work  is  well  known  through  Framk  Lxslxb's  B<»tniAs 
Monthly.  Mrs.  Fosdick  presents  animated  pictures  of 
life  in  the  Latin  Quarter  as  it  is  lived  by  students  who 
9tud^^  rather  ttuoi  the  wild  and  scMnewlmt  stnistor  career  of 
that  picturesque  survival,  the  ** Bohemian"  of  Henri 
Murger  and  is  bygone  generation.  In  this  choice  of  material 
the  author  is  true  to  fact  as  well  ss  to  her  f^ninine  deli- 
cacy ;  for  the  great  majority  of  Paris  students,  those  whose, 
after  lives  reflect  bai;k  upon  tiie  old  *^  Quartier  **  its  undy- 
ing prestige,  are  and.  have  ever  been  tbe  eamsst,  ambitious 
workera^  For  Uie  sprinkling  of  wild  ones,  BohemiaiiiBm  is 
only  a  eul  da  mo— -a  blind  alley,  from  whiclt  thay  oannot 
emerge  save  by  turning,  back  into  the.  legitimate  avenues 
of  success.  But  even  serious  endeavor  is  full  of  gayety  in 
Pktfis;  and.  Mrs.  Fosdick'a  book  tak^s  u»  through  many  a 
sparkling  scene,  beginning  with  a  students^  ball  at  the 
Academic  Colarrossi,  and  ending  in  ^e  happy  culmination 
of  the  love  romance  that  is  interwoven  throughout  the  nar« 
rative. 

At  a.general  meeting  of  the  St.  Paul  (Minn. )  Prass  Club, 
lust  September,  an  original  plan  was  formally  presented 
and  ^'el^o^icaily  "  adopted  for  creating  a  substantial  reve- 
nue  for  the  organization,  by  an  undertaking  which  should 
at  the  same  time  redound  to  its  literary  credit  through  the 
profession.  This  enterprise  consisted  in  the  writing  and 
publication  of  a  volume  composed  of  original  contribu- 
tions by  the  members,  *'For  Bevcnue  Only,"    Under  the 


chairmanship  of  Mr.  Harry  W.  Wack — the  acknowledged 
author  and  chief  executive  of  the  idea,  as  well  as  contrib- 
utor of  a  very  smart  story  entitled  **Mr.  Wilkes  of  Har- 
vard"—  the  General  Committee  set  to  work:  and  in  threj 
months'  time  from  its  inception  the  perfected  result  pre- 
sented itself  for  popular  reoog^tion.  Its  success  has  jus- 
tified the  sanguine  hopes  of  its  projectors.  The  book  is  a 
handsome  large  quario  of  350  pages,  bound  in  a  cover  of 
original  design,  containing  upward  of  a  score  of  literary 
articles,  supplemented  with  a  history  of  the  St.  FbuI  Press 
Club,  and  embellished  with  numerous  portraits.  It  is  ded- 
icated to  the  Hon.  Charles  £.  Flandrou,  **the  pioneer  ju- 
rist, the  versatile  advocate,  the  judicial  journalist,  the  peren- 
nial gentleman." 

Mas.  Mabtha  MgCulloch  Wilxjamb,  a  contributor  well 
known  to  the  readers  of  Fbamk  LssiiIb's  Populab  Monthly, 
has  prepared  a  spirited  and  picturesque  paper  upon  **  Koad 
Coaching  in  America,"  which  will  be  a  feature  of  the  next 
(August)  number  of  this  magarine.  Mrs.  Williams's  novel 
*^  Milre,"  a  strong  romance  of  Southern  life,  is  proving  oae 
of  the  most  successful  numben  of  Collier's  **  Once  a  Week 
Library." 

The  breezy  verses  of  William  Lawrence  Chittenden,  poet 
and  ranchman,  of  Anson,  Texas,  rounded  up  and  publl^ed 
by  Messra.  G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons,  have  gone  into  a  second 
edition.  They  make  a  very  pretty  volume,  which  is  further 
embellished  with  neat  hidf-tone  illustrations  and  ranch 
views,  not  forgetting  a  speaking  likeness  of  the  author,  re- 
printed from  Book  News.  '*  Larry"  as  a  poet  is  by  turns 
sentimental,  humorous,  serious,  patriotic  and  **  wild, 
woolly."  He  apficars  a  trifle  ill  at  ease  in  the  rondeau, 
viUanelle  and  sonnet  forms ;  but  there  is  a  poetic  spirit 
and  genuine  lyric  swing  to  everything  else  he  writes.  He 
is  perhaps  best  at  home  with  his  Texas  types — as,  for  in- 
stuice: 


it 


thb  oowbot. 


''  He  weara  a  big  hat  and  big  spurs  and  all  that. 
And  leggtns  of  fancy  fringed  leather ; 
He  takes  pride  in  his  boots  and  the  pistol  he  shoots. 
And  he's  happy  in  aU  kinds  of  weather. 

'*  He  is  fond  of  his  horse— 'tis  a  broncho,  of  course, 
For  oh,  he  can  ride  like  the  devil ; 
He  is  old  fbr  his  yean,  and  he  always  appeara 
To  be  foremost  at  round-up  or  revel. 

^  He  can  slag,  he  can  cook,  yet  his  eyes  have  the  look 
Of  a  man  that  to  fear  is  a  stranger; 
Tes.  his  cool,  <|uiet  nerve  will  always  subserve 
In  his  wild  lifo  of  duty  and  danger. 

'^  He  gets  little  to  eat  and  he  guys  tenderfeet. 
And  for  FUshion— oh,  weU,  he's  ''  not  in  it  !'* 

•  BEe  osA  rope  a  gay  steer  when  he  gets  on  his  ear, 
At  the  rate  of  two-forty  a  minute ! 

'*  His  saddle's  the  best  in  the  wild,  woolly  West, 
Sometimes  it  will  cost  sixty  dollars ; 
Ah,  he  knows  all  the  tricks,  i^hen  he  brands  *  Maver- 
icks,' 
But  his  learning's  hot  gained  from  your  scholora. 

"  He  is  loyal  as  steel,  but  demands  a  square^  deal, 
And  he  hates  and  despises  a  coward. 
Tet  the  cowboy  you'll  find  unto  woman  is  kind. 
Though  he'll  fight  till  by  death  overpowered. 

**  Hence  I  say  unto  you,  give  the  cowboy  his  due. 
And  be  kinder,  my  friends,  toward  his  folly ; 
For  he's  generous  and  brave,  though  he  may  not  be- 
have 
Like  your  dudes,  Who  are  so  melancholy." 
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A  BXYI8ED  and  enlarged  edition  of  the  desenredly  popn- 
lar  **Good\vin*s  ImproTed  Bookkeeping  and  BusineM 
Mnnnal^bas  recently  been  published.  Ihia  is  a  most 
comprehensiTe  and  practical  treatise,  and  is  yalnable  both 
to  the  experienced  bookkeeper  and  to  the  beginner,  show- 
ing as  it  does  the  method  of  keeping  books  in  the  simplest 
way,  and  pointing  oat,  in  technical  details,  the  different 
phases  of  scientific  bookkeeping.  Great  care  has  been 
taken  in  the  preparation  of  the  work,  and  the  head  book- 
keepers of  mnny  of  the  large  business  houses  have  been 
consulted  in  order  to  m  ike  it  perfectly  reliable  and  prac- 
ticable. The  book  is  well  printed  and  bonnd  and  has  a  com- 
plete index.  The  'author  and  publisher  is  J.  H.  Goodwin, 
Boom  670,  1215  Broadway,  New  York  city. 


OLD    DOMINION   VOYAGES. 

The  attractions  of  Old  Point  Comfort  and  Fortress  Mon- 
roe are  perennial ;  while  the  Virginia  Beach  season  is  now 
at  its  height,  and  the  historic  James  Biver,  with  its  thrill- 
ing war  associations,  as  picturesque  as  early  summer  can 
make  it.  All  these  places  are  within  twenty-four  hours' 
ocean  sail  from  New  York  city,  by  the  Old  Dominion 
steamship  line.  This  season,  two  superb  new  ships,  the 
Jamestown  and  the  YorkUnon^  have  been  added  to  the 
fleet.  They  are  built  with  every  now  mechanical  and  serv- 
iceable improvement  known  and  approved  in  modern  ship- 
building. The  pilot  houses  and  captains'  rooms  are  above 
the  hurricane  deck.  The  steam  steering  apparatus  is  built 
on  the  hurricane  deck.  The  vessels  are  310  feet  in  length 
over  all,  a  beam  of  40  feet,  and  26  feet  9  inches  depth  of 
hold.  They  are  schooner-rigged,  with  masts  of  steel.  The 
engines  are  of  the  triple-expansion  condensing  type,  with 
cylinder  diameters  of  28,  44^  and  73  inches  for  the  high, 
intermediate  and  low  pressure,  respectively,  and  a  com- 
mon stroke  of  54  inches.  The  propellers  are  made  of  man- 
gancsa  bronze,  and  the  vessels  are  expected  to  develop  a 
ftpeed  of  16  knots  an  hour.  These  ships  are  each  supplied 
with  four  steel  boilers  having  a  diameter  of  13  feet  9  inches 
nnd  a  length  of  12  feet  6  inches,  sustaining  a  working 
pressure  of  180  pounds  to  the  square  inch,  which  will  sap- 
ply  the  steam.  Each  boiler  has  three  corrugated  furnaces 
44  inches  in  diameter.  There  are  accommodations  for 
100  first-class  passengers,  40  steerage  quarters,  and  accom- 
modations for  20  of  the  crew  in  the  forecastle.  All  the 
modem  appliances  for  handling  and  facilitating  the  mov- 
ing of  cargo  are  supplied.  A  signal  improvement  in  the 
construction  of  the  Jamestaion  and  Yorktawn  over  most 
steamships  is,  that  the  two  upper  decks  are  built  entirely 
of  steel,  a  greet  additional  element  of  safety  to  cargo  in 
Citse  of  fire,  and  absolutely  insuring  the  safety  of  pas- 
sengers. 

AN    ARTISTIC   SOUVENIR. 
Thb  Wobks  of  ▲  Gbeat  Soenio  Photoobaphsb. 

Onb  of  the  strongest  arguments  in  favor  of  the  theory 
that  Shakespeare  was  the  author  of  the  plays  which  bear 
his  name  is  useil  constantly  by  the  ** Baconians**  as  an 
argument  for  Bacon — namely,  the  proved  fact  of  Shake- 
speare's ignorance. 

Tlie  carelessness  and  lack  of  scientific  knowledge  as  to 
details  crop  out  of  all  Shakespeare's  plays.  Deer  in  the 
French  forest,  the  inexcusable  errora  regarding  the  sun  in 
*'  A  Biidsummer  Night's  Dream,"  and  hundreds  of  other 


proofs  of  ignoranee  might  be  mentioned,  and  yet  it  only 
goes  to  show  what  a  born  genius  can  do. 

Inspiration  overcomes  all  diffioaltiea.  One  of  America's 
most  prominent  novelists—no  names  need  be  mentioned— 
is  a  poorly  educated  man.  Some  of  his  private  corre- 
spondence borders  on  illiteracy ;  yet  he  baa  the  ca|>acity  of 
building  a  plot  of  unexampled  interest,  and  can  describe  a 
character  with  the  vividness  of  Dickens. 

Shakespeare  speaks  of  the  toad  as  ngly  and  venomoxu, 
and  yet  with  **  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head.**  It  is  rather 
surprising  that  nobody  thought  of  examining  the  toad  to 
prove  the  truth  of  the  tradition. 

But  what  connection  have  Shakespeare,  Bacon  and  the 
jeweled  toad  with  the  VThite  City  Artfolio  ?  None.  And 
yet,  when  one  thinks  of  departed  geninses  who  have  he- 
come  immortal  through  their  works  which  live  after  them, 
he  is  tempted  to  look  about  him  for  something  that  will 
keep  ever  fresh  in  his  memory  objects  which  he  i^ft*  seen 
and  enjoyed. 

Have  you  ever  read  Dickens's  "  Haunted  Man  *'  ?  If  not, 
read  it,  for  it  contains  a  beautiful  moral.  He  tells  there  of 
a  man  who  prayed  that  he  might  lose  his  memory  of  the 
whole  post.  His  life  hod  been  sad,  and  he  wanted  to  for- 
get it. 

His  wish  was  granted,  but  his  heart  became  cold  and 
his  life  a  dismal  failure  and  a  burden.  Fortunately  for 
him,  he  got  back  his  memory  by  praying  Tery  hard  for  it, 
and  felt  very  much  relieved. 

The  World's  Fair  is  a  thing  of  the  past.  Who  would 
care  to  forget  it  ?    Kobody,  of  conrstf. 

Now,  then,  how  can  we  best  retain  what  we  have  seen  ? 
The  sketch  artist  and  the  painter  can  only  convey  their 
ideas  to  the  paper  and  canvas.  The  only  tme  reproduc- 
tion, then,  is  the  photograph. 

But  photographs  often  deceive.  Therefore  it  is  impor- 
tant to  secure  the  best.  The  plates  of  the  White  City  Art- 
folio  series  are  made  from  the  photographs  of  W.  H.  Jack- 
son, a  scenic  artist  whose  taste  and  talent  are  recognised 
everywhere.  No  better  recommendation  for  th'ese  pictures 
is  needed  than  the  statement  that  they  are  the  work  of 
Mr.  Jackson. 


NEW  PUBLICATIONS    RECEIVED. 

Hbadwatebs  of  thb  MnsiBsippi.  By  Captain  Willard  Gla- 
zier. Illustrated.  527  pp.  Cloth,  $2.50.  Band, 
McNally  &  Co.,  Chicago  and  New  York. 

Stobibs  Told  fob  Bbvxmue  Only.  By  the  St.  Paul  Press 
Club.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  J.  J.  Conway  and  Harry  W. 
Wack.  Illustrated  by  Herbert  Connor  and  Charles  F. 
Brisley.     343  pp.     Cloth,  gilt.     St.  Paul,  Minn. 

Ranch  Yebsks.  By  William  Lawrence  Chittenden.  Illus- 
trated. 195  pp.  Cloth,  $1.50.  G.  P.  Pntnam*8  Sons, 
New  York  and  London. 

Thb  Gun  Bbabeb.  A  War  Novel.  By  Edward  A.  Robin- 
son and  George  A.  Wall.  Illustrated  by  James  Fagon. 
300  pp.  Cloth,  $1.25  ;  paper,  50  cents.  Robert  Bon- 
ner's  Sons,  New  York. 

Out  of  Bohemia.  A  Story  of  Paris  Student  life.  By  Ger- 
trude Christian  Fosdick.  Illustrated  by  J.  Wilhani 
Fosdick.  Boards,  $1.  George  H.  Richmond  &  Co., 
New  York. 

MiLBE.  A  Story  of  Shadow.  By  Martha  McCnllocb 
Williams.  »*Once  a  Week  Library,"  Vol.  XI.,  Nos. 
17,  18.     P.  F.  Collier,  New  York. 

Gkx)DwiN*s  Impboved  Bookkeepino  and  Busi.vEas  Manuai- 
By  J.  H.  Goodwin.  293  pp.  Cloth,  $3.  Sixteenlli 
Edition.  Published  by  the  Author,  Room  670,  1215 
Broadway,  New  York. 


FRANK    LESLIE'S 

Popular  Monthly. 


.Vol.  XXXVIIL 


.  AUGUST,  1894. 


ROAD   COACHING    IN    AMERICA. 


By  Maktha  McCulloch  Wii 


The  coachman  Iiimsolf  nerer  dreams  of  it,  bnt 
Cinderella  was  truly  his  prototype  and  esemplar. 
With  a  difference,  though.  The  fairy  god  mother 
made  her  coach  directly  from  pumpkins,  rats  and 
such  small  deer — made  it,  too,  in  order  that  her 
favorite  might  have  a  taate  of  pleasure.  The 
coachman's  fairy  godmotlier  has  been  most  gener- 
ally a  father  or  grandfather,  who  delved,  moiling 
from  morning  to  night  in  the  products  of  field, 
forest  or  mine,  in  order  to  lay  up  treasures  for 
those  to  come  after  him. 

So,  after  all,  the  fine  road  coach,  brave  in  its 
paint  and  gilding,  is  but  one  remove  from  the 
original  pumpkin.  Ciuderellas  there  are,  too,  to 
Vol  XXXVIII  ,  Ko.  2-9. 


Bit  grandly  on  the  box  seat,  albeit  they  know 
nothing  of  the  ashes  and  the  cruel  stepmother. 
Racing  has  been  set  down  "the  sport  of  kings," 
Koad  coaching  is  even  more  pre-eminently  the 
sport  of  millionaires.  And  few  of  their  manj 
sports  are  better  worth  encouragement.  Ever 
upon  purely  utilitarian  grounds  it  ia  to  be  ap 
proved  as  a  form  of  diversion  that  puts  money  it 
circulation  with  the  greatest  good  to  the  greater 
number,  and  the  least  possible  harm  to  th' 
smaller  one. 

Taking  them  by  little  and  by  large,  the  famou 
American  whips — the  real  enthusiasts  in  the  pa 
time — are  men  who  have  iuherited   along  wit 
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their  fortunee  a  fair  moietj  of  the  energetic  ca- 
pacity which  enabled  their  forbears  to  lay  ap 
treasare  on  earth.  That  is  to  say,  the  son  has 
the  same  impolse  as  his  father  to  do  something, 
and  if  possible  something  notably  well.  Trade 
means  merely  adding  to  a  fortune  already  suffi- 
cient. Naturally,  the  coachman  does  not  give  his 
whole  mind  to  it,  even  if  he  keeps  up  the  family 
business.  And  it  is  very  well  for  the  republic 
that  he  does  not,  since,  given  the  advantage  of 
position  and  long  establishment,  he  would  infalli- 
bly crowd  to  the  wall  competitors  very  much  more 
needy. 

Few  points  of  art  or  literature — indeed,  of  any 
purely  intellectual  recreation — appeal  in  the  least 
to  the  thoroughbred  coaching  man.  To  be  thor- 
oughbred he  must  be  born — it  is  impossible  to 
make  him,  even  out  of  twenty  millions  and  the 
desire  to  spend  them  in  the  moat  ultra-English 
fashion.  Politics  he  eschews — and  who  shall 
blame  such  eschewing  ?  Now  and  again,  though, 
one  of  the  coaching  set  go^s  into  public  life,  and 
acquits  himself  as  little  discreditably  as  any  other 
citizen  of  ordinary  competence.  Yet  it  is  impos- 
sible that  statecraft  can  become  a  ruling  passion 
among  these  children  of  foilunc.  They  prefer  to 
have  their  self-governing  clone  for  them,  as  East- 
ern potentates  prefer  to  have  their  dancing. 

Such  being  the  case,  there  remain  to  our  un- 
coroneted  princes  of  finance  only  the  resources  of 
society,  athletic  sport,  and  fast  and  furious  dis- 
sipation. It  is  a  clierished  popular  belief  that 
the  men  most  prominent  manage  to  combine  all 
three.  Like  some  other  precious  errors,  it  must 
be  overthrown  by  the  facts  of  the  case. 

It  is  not  meant  that  the  coaching  man  is  a  pen- 
feathered  angel,  nor  even  that  he  is  calculated  to 
the  proportions  of  a  Sunday-school  library  hero. 
He  has  had,  doubtless,  his  seasons  of  going  the 
pace  and  making  it  a  madly  merry  one.  But  for 
coach  driving,  particularly  over  long  distances,  a 
man  needs  a  clear  head,  a  quick  eye,  a  hand  firm 
yet  light,  a  courage  that  is  unacquainted  with  the 
thought  of  fear  or  failure.  He  must  have,  in  ad- 
dition, that  muscular  perfectness  known  as  good 
condition.  It  is,  indeed,  more  vital  that  the  driver 
be  fit  than  that  the  team  shall  be  entirely  so.  He 
is  an  absolute  monarch,  supreme  over  everything, 
from  the  leader's  nose  to  the  dust  flying  in  his 
wake.  By  prudence  and  judgment  lie  may  make 
good  all  his  team  lacks  of  perfection  ;  whereas  if 
he  be  reckless  or  incompetent  only  the  special 
providence  which  is  said  to  keep  from  harm  chil- 
dren, drunkards  and  fools  can  save  his  passengers 
from  serious  mischance. 

So  much  generically,  by  way  of  giving  road 
coaching's  reason  of  being.    It  began  some  twenty 


years  back,  and  at  first  was,  unquestionably,  the 
result  of  imitation.  My  lords  and  gentlemen  of 
England  had  taken  it  up  and  found  it  a  mighty 
pretty  pastime.  Various  and  sundry  good  Amer- 
icans had  horsed  and  driven  coaches  abroad,  both 
in  England  and  upon  the  Continent.  In  Eng- 
land the  sport  was  not  a  survival,  but  a  revival,  of 
the  fittest.  Even  after  railways  gave  road  coach- 
ing as  a  traffic  its  final  overthrow  there  were  yari- 
ous  lines  out  of  London,  kept  alive  by  the  patron- 
age of  gentlefolk,  who  preferred  to  be  whirled  to 
their  seats  behind  four  good  beasts  to  being  sent 
there  at  the  best  speed  of  steam  and  steel. 

Then,  too,  a  coach  and  four,  or  six,  had  long 
been  recognized  as  a  necessary  part  of  the  coun- 
try gentleman's  establishment.  To  tool  it  prop- 
erly was  no  small  part  of  a  liberal  education  for 
that  estate  in  life.  The  acme  of  social  felicity 
was  to  be  seen  on  top  of  a  smart  coach  at  any  of 
the  great  race  meetings.  It  is  for  such  occasions 
that  the  coach  awning,  the  coach  hamper,  have 
been  devised.  An  it  please  you  and  your  purse, 
the  awning  may  be  of  the  most  gayly  striped 
silk ;  the  hamper,  of  finest  wicker,  with  silver 
cups,  spoons,  forks  and  plates  inside,  snug  in 
Russia  leather  holders,  all,  and  costing  five  hun- 
dred dollars. 

As  its  name  implies,  the  four-in-hand  tallyho 
was  a  fine  and  favorite  vehicle  for  driving  to  see 
the  hunt  begin.  The  boldest  riders  to  hounds 
did  not  disdain  a  seat  on  its  top.  Indeed,  it  was 
very  much  better  than  splashing  along  the  lanes 
upon  a  covert  hack,  with  a  g^oom  leading  the 
hunter  in  your  rear.  Women,  young  and  old, 
found  it  a  post  of  utmost  vantage.  Even  those 
Amazons  who  wore  the  pink  and  were  in  at  the 
death  as  often  as  the  best  of  their  masculine  com- 
peers had  a  weakness  for  driving  to  the  meet, 
especially  if  they  could  manage  to  have  the  box 
seat.  When  the  run  began  the  non-hunting 
woman  had  her  innings.  Weather  and  road  per- 
mitting, the  coach  kejit  in  hearing  of  the  hunt, 
and  often  in  sight  as  well,  until  Pug  gave  up  his 
brush  or  went  to  gross  outside  hunt  limits,  and  so 
saved  his  scalp. 

Naturally  then,  when  fox  hunting  and   ama- 
teur racing  came  in  among  us,  road  coaching  could 
not   lag   behind.     Something  like  twenty  years 
ago  Colonel    Delancey  Kane  introduced  it  as  a 
fashionable   sport.     He  is  still  one  of  the  fore- 
most whips.     Along  with  him  must  be  ranked 
Colonel  William  Jay,  that  fine  Virginia  gentleman 
Reginald  Rives,  Esq.;  Mr.  Francis  T.  Underhill, 
Mr.  0.  H.  P.  Belmont,  Mr,  Eugene  Higgins,  Mr. 
T.  Suffern  Tailer,  Mr.  W.  C.  Eustis,  Mr.  W.  G. 
Tiffany  and  Mr.  J.  Clinch  Smith.     Beside  tiiem  a 
great  multitude,  that  is,  as  fashionable  multitudes 
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go.  The  New  York  Coaching  Club  has  a  vigorous 
membership.  And  New  York's  coaching  set  is 
ilistinctly  smart,  and  more  distinctly  given  to 
lively  leadership  of  all  that  goes  on  in  society. 

Many  of  the  best  whi{5s  have  had  lessons  both 
in  London  and  Paris  in  the  art  and  mystery  of 
iour-in-hand  driving.  Others  have  learned  in 
the  dear  school  of  experience.  It  is  a  mighty 
•even  thing  as  to  which  moiety  does  the  more 
<;redit  to  its  teacher.  There  are  women,  too,  who 
think  nothing  of  holding  the  ribbons  over  four 
horses,  or  even  six.  Two  of  the  most  skillful  are 
Miss  Helen  Benedict,  daughter  of  Mr.  E.  C.  Bene- 
<lict,  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Hitchcock,  born  Eustis,  a 
granddaughter  of  the  late  W.  TV.  Corcoran. 

The  annual  coaching  parade  is  a  social  event. 
It  comes  off  in  late  May.  Central  Park  is  the 
43cene  of  it.  Very  early  in  the  day  a  crowd  gathers 
to  watch  the  fine  folk  at  their  sport.  Sometimes 
ten  thousand  throng  there  before  a  wheel  rolls 
in.  It  is  not  so  much  the  coaches  or  the  horses 
SB  the  swagger  folk,  at  ease  in  the  seats,  that  the 
irorld  has  come  out  to  see.  Curiosity  about  them 
rises  quite  to  the  thrilling  pitch.  Tlie  morning 
papers  have  been  eagerly  scanned ;  the  names  of 
each  coach  owner  and  his  probable  passengers  are 
passed  familiarly  from  lip  to  lip.  To  the  normal 
mind  there  is  something  half  marvelous  in  this 
lively  interest  in  people  who  are  to  the  mass  of 
their  fellows  only  shadows  as  exalted  as  they  are 
glittering.  Hearing  such  speech,  you  come  read- 
ily to  understand  why  and  wherefore  society  gos- 
sip gets  page  upon  page  in  even  the  most  con- 
servative of  Sunday  papers. 

The  morning  wears  on,  the  crowd  momently 
thickening.  By  and  by  there  is  not  a  vacant  foot 
along  the  roadway,  nor  upon  any  convenient  high 
place. '  Policemen  in  gray  move  about  with  anx- 
ious faces.  There  is  constant  roaming  up  and 
down  of  mounted  men,  upon  whom  it  devolves  to 
4iee  that  the  road-  is^  kept  clear. 

Intrusive  small  girls  trundle  hoops  into  for- 
1)idden  spaces.  Irrepressible  small  boys  dart 
agilely  almost  under  the  horse  hoofs,  but  come 
up  soathleds  Upoii  the  other  side.  Worse  yet, 
now  and  then  a  determined  fat  woman  waddles, 
irresistible  as  the  hand  of  fate,  toward  some  spot 
diagonally  opposite,  whence  she  fancies  she  can 
see  without  interruption  all  the  glittering  parade. 
It  is  what  she  is  there  for.  Not  to  her  eyes  are 
the  trees  green  marvels  of  refreshing,  the  grass  a 
spreading  miracle  of  growth  And  blowth.  She 
has  no  ear  for  the  south  wind  at  whisper  in  the 
leaves.  But  she  will  not  miss  a  frill  or  a  flounce 
upon  the  top  of  any  coach.  Weeks  after  she  can 
tell  you  the  pattern  of  parasol  that  was  in  the 
majority. 


There  are  half  a  dozen  false  alarms  th^t  set  all 
heads  turning.  By  time  the  coaches  really  come 
a  few  discouraged  or  weak-couraged  spectators 
have  taken  themselves  away.  But  for  each  of 
them  a  good  ten  more  have  come  in.  Heads 
are  as  thick  as  your  fingers  all  along  the  Mall, 
the  East  Drive— everywhere,  in  fact,  that  there  is 
the  remotest  chance  the  gentlemen  drivers  will 
pass. 

A  brave  show  they  make  when  at  last  they 
drive  in.  Sometimes  there  are  less  than  half  a 
dozen  teams,  but  all  that  is  lacking  in  number  is 
more  than  made  up  in  gorgeousness.  Gay  is  a 
poor  word  for  the  vehicles  themselves.  Here  are 
scarlet  running  gear,  yellow  wheels,  green  or  ma- 
roon bodies,  or  bine,  picked  oat  with  gold.  Fancy 
indeed  has  run  riot  all  over  the  equipages.  But 
whatever  the  extravagance  of  tint,  each  vehicle  is 
as  light  running,  as  nearly  noiseless,  as  softly 
cushioned,  as  fine  and  firm  of  body,  as  anything 
of  its  kind  which  it  hath  entered  into  the  heart 
of  man  to  conceive,  the  hand  of  man  to  make. 
American  coachbuilders  now  easily  lead  the  world. 
Notwithstanding  tlie  prejudice  for  everything 
English,  it  has  come  to  be  acknowledged  that 
the  London-made  coach  cannot  compare  with  the 
best  American  work.  Indeed,  more  than  one 
visiting  Englishman  has  ordered  here  an  Amer- 
ican rig.  Thus  does  time's  whirligig  truly  bring 
in  revenges. 

Now  the  guards,  trim  and  smug  in  gay  livery, 
blow  long  and  loud  upon  their  silver-throated 
horns.  At  the  sound  necks  crane  forward,  eyes 
are  shaded  with  the  hand.  Here  come  four  blacks 
held  magnificently  in  hand  by  the  gray-mus- 
tached  whip,  in  spite  of  the  blood  that  shows  in 
each  line  of  tbem,  the  fire  and  spirit  of  their 
glancing  eyes.  They  are  wild  to  be  off  at  a  ten- 
mile  spanking  trot.  The  whip  seems  to  have  no 
sort  of  concern  save  for  the  flower- faced  woman  on 
the  seat  beside  him,  yet  there  is  that  in  his  touch 
that  holds  the  fiery  creatures  within  less  than  the 
park  limit  of  speed.  The  leaders  have  at  least 
three-quarters  of  racing  blood.  The  wheelers  are 
something  heavier — a  grade  nearer  the  cart  horse. 
They  stand,  perhaps,  sixteen  hands.  The  leaders 
are  a  trifle  under.  But  all  of  them  have  sub- 
stance and  quality.  The  leggy,  showy,  raking 
brute,  upheaded  and  heavy  in  hand,  has  no  place 
in  the  economy  of  coaching. 

Now  comes  a  fancy  team — gray  wheelers,  chest- 
nut leaders.  The  coach  they  draw  has  a  dark- 
blue  body  upon  yellow  wheels  and  running  gear, 
picked  out  with  the  same  dark  blue.  Was  ever 
anything  more  perfect  than  the  motion  of  the 
four  ?  It  is  as  though  one  impulse  set  sixteen 
hoofs  in  motion.     The  blacks  moved  well ;  but 
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listen  to  the  fall  o(  the  hoofa  and  you  will  readily 
see  the  difference.  Their  stroke  is  longish,  a 
trifle  blurred,  as  it  falls  on  the  ear.  The  crosa- 
matcbed  team  beats  out  a  rataplan  as  sharp  and 
clear  as  a  master  of  music  could  strike  from  a 
drum  The  rhythm  of  it,  indeed,  recalls  a  stately 
□nrch — the  beat  is  so  even,  so  clearly  accented, 
BO  utterly  unhurried.  A  judge  of  pace,  listening 
to  it  with  shut  eyes,  must  know  not  merely  what 
perfect  step  the  creatures  kept,  but  tlic  rate  of 
speed. 

Here  comes  a  flitter  of  scarlet  wheels  behiud 
roan  wheelers,  with  a  bay  and  sorrel  in  the  lead. 
They  step  fairly  together.  No  member  of  the 
Coaching  Club  comes  on  parade  with  less  than 
excellence.  It  will  be  hard,  though,  for  any  to 
fetch  better-moving  cattle  than  he  had  who  came 
secoDd.  But  here  come  four,  bays  at  the  wheel, 
chestnuts  leading,  who  divide  honors  fairly  with 
anything  on  four  hoofs.  They  draw  a  dark-green 
coach  upon  fawn  wheels  and  red  running  gear, 
picked  out  with  gold.  As  tliey  flash  past  whis- 
pers go  about  among  the  on-lookers  that  such  and 
such  a  costume  ou  top  is  tlie  outward  and  visible 
sign  of  Miss  or  Mrs.  So  and  So.  Loitering  along 
the  line  of  gazers,  one  gets  heaps  of  information, 
startling  if  true.  He  is  indeed  a  well-known 
member  of  the  club  who  is  not  called  by  the  name 
of  each  of  his  associates  before  h^  has  gone  half 
the  length  of  the  line. 

Said  Master  Evelyn:  "Doubtless  God  migJit 
have  made  a  better  berry  than  the  strawberry,  but 


certainly  God  never  did."  In  like  manner  fash- 
ion— ^athletics  of  all  sorts  are  certainly  tlie  fashion 
— migiit  possibly  give  us  a  better  spectacle  than 
this  parade,  but  certainly  fashion  never  hag  done 
it,  nor  most  likely  ever  will.  For  few  others  caa 
have  Buch  setting  as  the  park — the  noble  pleas- 
ance  of  America's  metropolis.  Here  is  the  full 
charm  of  light  and  color  and  motion.  It  is  as  if 
Arcady  had  gone  to  court  and  set  itself  seriously 
the  task  of  being  magnificent.  The  men  and 
women  are  not  merely  players.  Instead  they  are 
the  last,  the  crowning  note,  of  the  spectacle.  Men 
wear  high  hats  and  box  coats,  correct  to  the  tini- 
est fraction  of  London's  latest  inch.  The  ladies, 
God  bless  'em  !  who  shall  fitly  sum  their  perfect- 
ness  of  style,  of  elegance,  of  flowery  snmmer 
brilliance  ? 

Here  are  bilks  and  lace  galore — rainbow  tissues, 
the  shimmering  marvels  of  Lyons  looms.  And 
each  wearer  of  them  knows  to  a  nicety  the  exact 
turn  of  head  and  arm  and  wrist  that  shall  mako 
her  a  picture  of  delight.  There  is  that  in  a  coach- 
ing parasol,  properly  used,  to  soften  and  transfig- 
ure the  homeliest  face.  Only,  homely  faces  sel- 
dom get  the  chance  to  show  atop  the  parading 
coaches.  Beauty  is  as  essential  there  as  good 
horaeflesh  or  good  form. 

There  is  very  much  more  to  road  coaching, 
however,  than  this  one  holiday  appearance.  This 
last  half-score  years  a  coaciiing  party  has  ranked 
among  the  politest  of  end-of-the-century  diver- 
sions.    Besides,  there  have  been  coach  lines  run 


134 


BOAD   COACHING   IN  AMERICA. 


to  various  and  sundry  places,  upon  which  anybody 
might  ride  who  would  give  up  a  sufficient  amount 
of  the  circulating  medium  iu  exchange  for  the 
privilege.  The  Country  Club,  in  Westchester 
Countv,  Jerome  and  Morris  Parksj  Tuxedo  and 
Bernardsville,  N.  J.,  have  been  among  the  ter- 
mini. It  has  got  to  be  quite  a  familiar  sight — a 
multimillionaire  driving  as  steadily  and  in  as 
businesslike  fashion  as  though  he  depended  on 
the  work  to  supply  bread  for  his  butter.  Perhaps 
the  first  lines  were  established  because  it  was  such 
a  very  English  thing  to  do.  AVhatever  the  reasou, 
the  fact  remains,  and  becomes  yearly  more  pat- 
ent, that  there  are  on  this  side  the  water  road- 
coaching  enthusiasts,  ready  to  do  and  endure 
simply  and  solely  for  tlie  sake  of  sport. 

Road  coaching  is  among  Newport's  dearest  pas- 
times. It  is  even  whispered  that  the  summer  of 
'94  may  see  a  line  of  coaches  to  both  New  York 
and  Boston.  Some  of  the  gentlemen  drivers  go 
even  beyond  that,  and  tell  of  a  good  time  coming 
when  it  will  again  be  possible  to  go  from  Boston 
to  Washington  upon  top  of  a  coach.  Already 
there  are  whips  who  think  nothing  of  driving 
with  one  team  from  Philadelphia  to  Boston.  One 
of  them,  Mr.  H.  K.  Caner,  a  young  Philadelphian 
who  is  among  the  pupils  of  the  famous  Howlett, 
drove  the  same  team  the  whole  distance,  making 
average  journeys  of  thirty  miles  a  day,  yet  came 
home  with  his  horses  hard  and  sound  without  so 
much  as  a  collar  gall  or  a  gear  mark  to  mar  their 
fine  condition.  Another  Philadelphian  has  driven 
six  in  hand  through  the  Catskills.  And  more 
than  one  prominent  New  Yorker  has  taken  a 
coaching  party  through,  over  and  beyond  tlie 
North  Woods,  and  on  to  the  Berkshire  region. 

Boston  has  opened  her  whole  mind  to  roail 
coaching.  The  Myopia  Clubhouse  knows  well  the 
sound  of  the  guard's  horn.  But  she  has  no  such 
warm  heart  for  the  sport  as  Philadelphia.  There 
you  find  a  flourishing  Four-in-hand  Club,  that  has 
for  several  years  past  run  lines  of  coaches  daily  to 
two  or  three  of  the  beautiful  residential  suburbs. 
Even  that  did  not  suffice  the  choicer  spirits. 
They  organized  a  club  within  the  club,  and  set 
tlieir  minds  upon  a  tremendous  coaching  enter- 
prise. This  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  the 
establishment  of  a  coach  line  between  New  York 
and  Philadelphia.  The  thing  had  been  done  once 
in  the  way  of  experiment.  About  1878  Colonel  De- 
lancey  Kane,  Hon.  Perry  Belmont,  Mr.  Francis  R. 
Rives,  and  other  as  famous  whips,  made  the  route 
iu  something  like  twelve  hours.  So  these  Alex- 
anders weeping  for  new  road  worlds  to  conquer 
resolved  to  do  something  exceeding  notable  by 
covering  the  distance  daily  throughout  a  spring 
season. 


Bets  were  freely  offered,  at  the  longest  sort  of 
odds,  that  the  enterprise  would  fall  through. 
Though  there  was  any  amount  of  money  back  of 
it,  wise  folk  could  not  quite  make  themselves  be- 
lieve that  the  half-dozen  young  fellows  would  not 
get  sick  of  the  tiresome  details  and  throw  up  the 
whole  affair.  For  setting  up  such  a  line  meant 
no  end  of  work.  Something  over  one  hundred 
horses  had  to  be  bought,  bitted,  harnessed,  cou- 
pled, provided  with  grooms  and  stabling  along 
the  route.  Then  they  had  to  be  matched  in 
teams,  exercised  'and  brought  to  the  hard  condi- 
tion necessary  for  ten-mile  stages.  First  and  last 
it  meant  the  putting  of  a  great  many  dollars  into 
the  pockets  most  in  need  of  such  filling.  Besides 
the  horses,  there  had  to  be  five  coaches — two  for 
daily  road  trips,  a  spare  one  at  either  end,  and  a 
third  stationed  at  Princeton  against  the  day  of 
mischance. 

Selecting  the  route,  the  stations,  was  no  joke» 
The  distance  is  as  the  crow  flies  a  litHe  less  than 
one  hundred  miles.     As  the  coach  drove  it  is  ona- 
hundred  and  ten.     The  extra   miles  come  from 
the  desire  on  the  part  of  those  in  authority  to  get 
the  best  road  and  the  most  agreeable  landscape. 
Princeton,  lying  halfway  between  the  two  cities, 
became  naturally  the  stopping  place  for  dinner. 
The  town  has  besides  a  fine  new  inn.  So  all  things: 
seem  to  have  worked  together  to  help  the  Sub- 
urban Road  Coaching  Club  in   its  plan  to  give 
these  United  States  the  longest  coach  line  in  the 
world.     London's  Brighton  route,  which  comes 
next,  is  but  fifty-four  miles — less  than  half  the 
distance,  and  over  roads  far  less  difficult. 

There  were  but  a  choice  half-dozen  of  these- 
ad venturous  young  fellows.  Their  names,  which 
should  not  be  writ  in  water  nor  in  the  dust  of  a 
coach  road,  are  E.  de  V.  Morell,  Rittenhouso 
Miller,  Harrison  K.  Caner,  Edward  Browning, 
Nelson  Brown  and  Mr.  John  Grome.  In  spite  of 
croakings  and  scoffs  they  carried  their  great  un- 
dertaking most  manfully  to  a  triumphant  close,, 
and  certainly  deserve  well  of  all  who  were  privi- 
leged to  take  passage  upon  either  the  Alert  or 
i\\eVivid^  the  two  regular  coaches. 

Assuredly  it  was  no  small  feat,  this  three  weeks, 
of  coaching  over  a  route  rising  one  hundred 
miles.  Beside  it  the  best  achievements  of  coach- 
men over  sea  sink  quite  out  of  sight.  Even  the^ 
much-vaunted  mail  trip  of  Messrs.  Higgins  and 
Tailer,  driving  the  one  hundred  and  forty  miles, 
from  Paris  to  Trouville  in  ten  hours  fifty  min> 
utes,  is  scarcely  so  creditable.  There  is  a  wide- 
difference,  as  anyone  must  admit,  betwixt  doings 
a  thing  that  is  not  quite  easy  once,  and  repeating* 
the  same  thing  four  times  a  week  for  the  better 
part  of  a  month. 
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•  Indeed,  it  took  grit  and  stay,  moral,  phyBicat  and  financial,  to  save  the 
Suburban  Rood  Coaching  CInb  from  coming  to  grief.  At  tbe  outset  th« 
inembere  knew  that  tbey  were  facing  a  loss  of  thirty  thousand  dollars. 
Notwithstanding,  they  decided  that  the  game  waa  worth  the  candle. 
Whoever  looks  deeper  than  the  surface  mnst  abundantly  agree  with  them. 
The  money  doubtless  did  thrice  as  much  good,  spent  in  this  fashion,  as  if 
it  had  been  given  in  charity,  so  called,  and  heralded  far  and  wide.  Lux- 
ury is  labor's  opportunity.  When  that  comes  to  be  fully  understood  and 
accepted  there  will  be  better  hope  for  the  future  of  rich  and  poor — not- 
withstandiug  there  are  yet  among  us  Pharisees  to  cry  out,  "  Why  was  not 
all  this  sold  and  given  to  the  poor  P" 

The  good  coach  Vivid  carries  never  a  Pharisee.  Come  with  me  upon 
her  soft  cushions  this  late  April  day,  Tbe  sun  shines  warmly  vernal. 
There  is  just  a  film  of  vapor  to  temper  the  shining  gratefully  to  eyes  that 
must  face  it  the  day  through.  The  Fifth  Avenue  at  rising  seven  o'clock 
shows  as  a  long,  clear  vista  between  softly  tinted  towering  walls.  There 
is  Eo  chill  in  the  air,  but  rather  tbe  biting  tang  that  promisee  rnftlflB  of 
wind  all  tho  day  long.  Smoke  from  the  thousand  city  breakfast  Sres 
hovers  a  lo«-  cloud  or  settles  in  wefts  of  bluish  gray  far  down  the  street 
ends  next  to  tiie  water.  Climbing  the  rise  at  about  Thirtieth  Street, 
you  mark  a  thickening  of  tho  casual  lounger.  By  time  yon  have  gone 
three  blocks  further  the  thickening  has  swelled  to  knots  of  on-lookers,  of 
not  quite  the  casual  type.  The  palms  ami  pansies  in  front  of  the  Hotel 
Waldorf  noil  importantly  one  to  another.  It  is  as  though  they  felt  that 
something  was  on  tlie  point  of  happening  and  they  themselves  were  in 
the  midst  of  it. 

The  loungers,  though,  arc  not  massed  on  the  pavement  in  front  of  the 
blossoms.  Instead,  they  haunt  and  cling  to  the  corners  opposite.  Pres* 
ently,  far  down  tbe  street,  a  horn  breaks  silverly  out.  With  the  cheeriest 
rattle  of  chain  and  hoof  the  coach  draws  up  before  its  inn  ;  there  is  stow- 
ing away  of  many  things  inside  its  shining  blackness  ;  the  guard,  gorgeous 
in  tan  and  scarlet,  sots  the  steps  in  place ;  men  and  women  clamber  up 
tbem  ;  there  is  a  minute  of  settling  to  place  ;  tbo  whip  gathers  but  reins 
with  tbe  least  possible  motion;  there  is  a  blast  of  the  horn;  a  rapid 
swinging  around  tho  street  corner ;  then  we  are  bowling  down  the  avenue, 
on  the  way  to  Philadelphia. 

We  aro  exactly  on  time.  The  watch  set  in  tbe  guard's  bag  marks  a 
quarter  of  eight.  The  eight  o'clock  boat  must  take  us  over  the  ferry, 
or  we  shall  lose  time  hopelessly  here  in  the  outset.  So  we  go  at  the 
sharpest  trot  tho  stone  pavement  and  the  passers  thereon  will  allow.  The 
boat  lies  panting  in  her  slip  as  we  come  in  sight ;  there  is  a  heartbreaking 
minute  of  wonder  as  to  whether  or  not  she  will  swing  out  before  we  are 
safoon  board.  It  grows  to  rank  disgust  as  we  find  her  hugging  the  dock 
for  near  ten  minutes  after  the  Vivid  rolls  upon  her.  Both  whips  get 
down ;  so  do  the  men  passengers;  so  does  the  guard.  The  horses  are 
blanketed,  and  not  without  reason.  They  aro  warm  from  work  over  the 
stony  ways,  and  the  wind  over  the  river  has  a  little  keen  edge,  particu- 
larly  to  whatever  must  stand  or  sit  in  the  ehode. 

Tho  women  passengers  huddle  themselves  in  their  furs,  rejoicing  in 
the  forethought  that  provided  them.  But  by  time  Jersey  City's  unloveli* 
ness  lies  well  behind  us  nobody  has  a  thought  that  there  is  such  a  thing 
as  wind  or  winter  in  the  world. 

For  though  we  are  barely  upon  the  hill,  here  is  the  spring's  sign  mannal 
set  in  gold  upon  the  grass.  Dandelions  by  millions,  it  seems,  embroider 
royally  each  bit  of  roadside  green.  Springing  green  things  cling  about 
the  rocks ;  the  tiny  house  yards  are  aflauut  with  tulip  and  daffodil. 
Here  or  there  a  dwarf  pear  tree  stands  all  in  bridal  array.     And  half 
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the  school  childrcu  trooping  nfter  iia  have  hobo-  hsuven  that  certuinly  when  'twere  done  'twere 
gaya  great  or  small  clutched  hard  in  the  hand.  vroU  'tircro  done  ([iiickly.     As  you  whislc  out  of 

A  little  way  back  there  was  a  bug  winding  of  the  meadows  you  drnw  a  long,  long  sigh  in  relief, 
the  horn.  Now,  as  the  coaoh  draws  to  a  halt.  Then  you  sit,  full  of  happy  wonder,  watching  tho 
you  see  the  reason  of  it.  It  was  in  eignal  for  tho  whip  make  his  way,  deftly,  safely,  swiftly,  throngh 
first  change.  Hero  are  tlie  fresh  horses  standing  the  tangles  of  truck  aud  trolley,  and  spick-and- 
fnll-harnesBed  in  the  road,     L'p  aud  down  it  and    span  private  turnout. 

round  about  there  is  a  gathering  that  quite  puts  Tnily,  coach  driving  here  is  no  pastime  for 
out  of  consideration  tlio  urban  loungers  who  light-minded  youtji.  It  takes  a  mighty  fine  qual- 
watclied  us  aw.iy.  For  the  most  part  it  is  a  suiil-  ity  of  manly  muscle,  a  superb  corrce]>ondonco  of 
ing,  good-humored  crowd,  ready  to  cheer  or  cliaH  hand  and  brain,  to  jiilot  sucli  an  equipage  through 
the  whole  coaching  crew.  Here  or  there  a  for-  tliis  worse  than  l.tbyrinth.  Yet  we  go  throngh  it 
eign  face  lowers  sourly  at  the  holiday  night,  scathlesa ;  we  get  our  change  of  horses  in  less 
Watching  such  a  one,  it  is  easy  to  comprcJieml  tlian  two  minutes — .ttsoin  sight  of  at  least  four 
how  and  whence  the  seed  were  dropped  which  times  as  many  folk  as  watched  the  other  one. 
have  flowered  in  ruBianly  pelting  of  tlie  other  And  here  tho  faces  are  wholly  pleasant.  As  we 
coach,  which  gets  here  about  dusk.  go  on  steam  whistles  salute  us  shrilly  ;  men  at 

There  is  scant  leisure  for  moralizing,  none  desks  fling  down  the  pen  to  rush  to  tlio  windows 
whatever  for  apprehension.  Ity  time  yon  have  and  wave  ua  on  our  way.  Factory  hands  line  np  at 
drawn  breath  to  say  to  tho  elbow  neighbor  I  their  doors  to  giio  us  rousing  cheers.  Any  who 
thought  the  first  chaugc  came  at  Newark  tho  had  oars  to  hear  oven  though  he  know  no  word 
coach  18  again  in  motion  and  one  in  anthoi  of  our  speech  must  be  certain  that  tho  coaching 
ity  says  that  after  jouucing  and  bouncing  over  folk  had  brought  about  a  new  and  wonderfully 
miles  of  paving  stones   aud  np  the  sharp  hill      taking  thing 

they  have  thought  it  better  to  pit  on  a  fresli         Iho    real    country   now!     IIow   green!    how 

team  good  '  how  heavenly  sweet !    All  the  cherry  trees 

You  applaud  them  for  wise  men  before  Newark    aie  in  flower  and  Jersey  seema  to-day  but  a  big 

IS  reached      That  stretch  of  the  way  so  smells  to    blossomy  orchard      Japan  holds  high  feast  in  her 

Time  of  the  Olierry  Viewing. 
riiat  land  of  surprise  cannot 
possibly  bo  fairer  than  this 
through  which  we  are  rolling 
at  sitch  a  pncc  aa  makes  it  slip 
away  like  tho  shadow  of  a 
dream.  Every  roadside  tree  is 
a  miracle  of  buds.  Xow  and 
ngain  an  intrusive  boiigJi  hanga 
far  across  the  way.  As  wo  come 
to  it  the  guard  shouts,  "  Lo-ow 
br-i-dgc !'  and  every  head  is 
bowed.  But  wli&n  tho  low 
bouglis  are  blossom -laden  the 
girl  in  front  puts  out  a  hand 
and  strips  them  daintily.  It  is 
not  that  she  cares  for  the  blos- 
soms— tliey  are  dropped  before 
we  have  gone  a  hundred  yards ; 
she  h.is  only  a  pretty  feminlno 
greediness,  which  must  appro- 
priate all  that  conies  in  reach. 
Yet  she  does  not  look  in  tho 
least  grasping.  It  is  perhaps 
tlie  air  wliich  has  gone  to  her 
head  and  made  her  too  intoxi- 
cito  with  the  joy  of  spring  to 
be  her  normal  self. 
It  is  like  a  breath  of  heavea 
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to  the  indweller  of  the  town.  Scent  of  newly 
turned  earth  is  in  it,  and  the  warm  fresh nees  of 
seeping  waters,  trickling  in  roadside  ditches.  All 
the  thousand  delicate  orchard  fragrances  as  welh 
Faint  and  afar  late  peach  trees  make  pink  blurs 
in  the  white  of  cherry  and  pear.  It  may  be  only 
fancy,  but  now  and  again  the  wind,  sitting  fair  at 
southeast,  seems  to  bring  a  breath  of  peach  blos- 
soms, fine  and  warm  and  almond-scented,  as 
though  the  tree  still  had  root  in  its  native  Perttian 
wilds. 

The  fields,  the  roadway,  team  with  life.  Men 
are  at  plow  out  in  the  brown-loamy  reaches.  Other 
men.  dig  manfully  at  the  work  of  building  the 
highway  anew.  Dusty  and  full  of  grime  as  they 
are,  they  smile  cheerily  at  us,  or  cheer  as  hats  are 
lifted  upon  the  coach  top.  There  all  semblance 
of  formality  has  evaporated.  Yon  chat  familiarly 
with  your  next  neighbor,  of  whom  you  know  noth- 
ing whatever  save  that  he  is  a  fellow  passenger. 
The  camaraderie  of  coaching  for  the  time  being 
holds  social  limitations  in  happy  abeyance.  As 
the  fields  unroll  before  you  their  scroll  of  brown 
and  green,  as  the  hills  rise  up,  true  delectable 
mountains  in  their  swathings  of  softest  blue,  you 
cry  aloud  one  to  another  or  sit  silent,  looking  hn^v 
pily  out  at  the  fair  world,  that  was  surely  never 
before  exactly  so  passing  fair. 

Farmsteads  great  and  small  dot  and  splotch  the 
fac^of  it.  Plainfield,  with  all  its  suburban  smart- 
ness, lies  well  behind.  Fresh  horses  are  taking 
us  over  the  fine  clay  road  that  runs  on  to  ilo- 
tuchen — to  New  Brunswick.  What  a  pace  we  arc 
traveling  !  At  each  stop  wo  have  been  exactly  on 
time.  As  we  whirl  into  the  quaint  old  seaport 
^wn  some  one  wise  in  local  antiquities  points  out 
Rutgers  College.  It  is  old-looking  and  brown, 
with  a  fine  musty  tang  to  even  its  architecture. 
A  bare  glimpse  is  all  the  exigency  of  a  time  table 
allows.  Fifty  seconds  suffice  for  the  change  here. 
Before  you  can  rise  an<l  turn  about  the  Vivid  is 
rolling  away  at  the  early  speed  of  four  stout 
beasts,  impatient  to  be  off. 

Fpr  by  this  time  you  have  como  to  understand 
that  it  is  a  very  important  part  of  road  coaching  to 
know  how  and  when  to  call  for  your  cattle's  best 
pace.  The  driver  thoroughly  knowing  his  buei- 
ness  does  not  send  fresh  horses  away  at  a  spanking 
trot.  Instead,  he  warms  them  gradually  to  the 
work,  finds  out  the  speed  of  the  swiftest  among 
them,  and  later  sets  that  pace  for  all.  He  is  driv- 
ing, you  see,  not  for  a  day  alone.  The  beasts 
most  stay  the  route  if  long-distance  coaching  is 
to  be  proved  a  success.  If  he  outpaced  a  relay 
to-day  woe  to  the  man  who  had  them  in  the  col- 
lar upon  the  morrow.  Or  maybe  even  upon  this 
same  day.     The  team  which  takes  the  out-bound 


coach  at  morning  must  draw  the  in-bound  mate 
of  it  at  night.  It  is,  besides,  a  driving  axiom, 
fully  revered  by  all  who  care  for  the  noble  art, 
that  no  beast  is  really  fit  to  do  his  best  until  he 
has  twice  been  wet  and  dry  since  the  start. 

Now  we  are  in  the  region  of  great  farms. 
Often  the  barns  arc  bigger  than  the  houses.  The 
dwellings,  though,  are  not  mean.  Many  of  them 
are  solidly  antique,  oozing  from  all  their  bricks 
or  stones  the  savor  of  old  days.  Windmills  abound. 
Sometimes  they  sit  apeak  upon  the  gable  or 
ridgepole.  Oftener  they  are  perched  upon  their 
own  slender  towers  of  iron  lattice  with  a  big  tank 
huddling  between  the  legs  of  it. 

The  good  people,  though,  arc  far  and  away 
more  interesting  than  their  houses.  Mark  how 
they  troop  to  door  and  window,  waving  and  smil- 
ing at  us  with  most  superb  good  will.  One  dear 
old  soul  fetches  out  the  Stars  and  Stripes  and 
waves  and  waves  as  long  as  we  are  in  sight.  The 
coach  passengers  give  her  a  double  round  of 
cheers.  They  have  not  fallen  silent  before  we 
come  abreast  another  farmstead,  through  whose 
outer  gate  a  small  girl  is  driving  a  smart  buggy. 
She  pulls  out  to  give  us  room  with  the  air  of  an 
accomplished  whip.  She  cannot  be  nine— the 
pretty  roguo  ! — but  see  her  lean  far  out  blowing 
kisses  from  dainty  finger  ti[)s  to  the  whole  coach- 
load of  us.  Two  lads  on  bicycles  come  out  for  a 
brush  with  us.  For  half  a  mile  they  keep  at  the 
wheel,  then  spurt  away  out  of  sight,  to  vanish,  it 
may  be,  in  one  of  the  big  farm  gates. 

Flower  throwing  is  in  order  now.  Though  we 
have  come  over  scarce  half  a  degree  of  latitude, 
the  spring  is  distinctly  more  forward. 

Pear  trees  are  dropping  the  bloom,  in  place  of 
scantily  unfolding.  Peaches  arc  quite  past  flower. 
Forsythia  shows  its  full  golden  glory.  There  are 
flames  of  scarlet  pomegranate  in  half  the  yards 
we  pass.  The  budded  boughs,  too,  wear  now  a 
livery  of  small  new  leaves.  Every  cherry  tree  is 
a  thing  of  scented  snow,  rocking  high  in  the  soft 
air.  And  lilac  buds  are  a  full  fiuger-long.  Next 
week  will  bring  them  to  tlic  flower.  The  scarlet 
maple,  too,  in  the  scant  marshy  places,  has  hung 
out  her  bloody  tassels,  that  the  bees"  may  drone 
through. 

All  these  and  more — the  full  treasure  of  the 
garden,  the  hothouse — generous-minded  folk  fling 
to  us  as  "we  whirl  past. 

Everybody  has  the  hand,  tlie  heart,  full  of  this 
rural  largess. 

It  is  coming  on  to  noon  now.  Ah  I  sec  that 
girl  in  the  plaid  frock  run  quite  to  the  yard's 
edge,  mount  the  fence,  and  clinging  there,  salute 
us  with  peals  from  the  family  dinner  bell.  She 
is  more  heartening  even  than  the  old  damo  with 


BOAD   COACHING   IN  AMERICA. 


ISff 


the  &&g.  If  coochiDg  hod  uo  other  delight  it 
would  surely  be  worth  while  for  theso  manifeata- 
tions  of  peace  and  good  will. 

So  far  we  liaTe  had  no  hint  of  miachance.  The 
most  exciting  thing  of  the  journey  has  been  the 
opening  of  more  than  one  champagne  bottle. 
With  a  dainty  sandwich  or  two  it  stays  the  hun- 
ger consequent  on  an  early  breakfast.  The  lead- 
era  are  trotting  as  though  againat  the  arch  enemy 
Time.  Their  pace  sets  the  wheelers  galloping, 
bnt  never  miud  about  it.  Tliey  are  hard  and 
fit.  Look  as  close  as  yon  may,  you  will  see  no 
mark  of  distress  in  any  beast  aa  he  is  led  away 
to  etall.  The  road  drops  a  little.  The  wliip 
knows  that  he  is  really  easing  Iiia  cattle  by  let- 
ting them  thus  escape  the  weight  of  the  coach. 
That  is  why  an  undulant  road  is  BO  much  easier 
to  horse  and  driver  than  one  utterly  flat.  Aside 
from  the  dolight  to  the  passengers,  it  is  twice  aa 
restful  to  the  horsea.  One  aet  of  muscles  come 
into  play  in  uphill  work — quite  another  one  in 
going  down.  In  fact,  with  a  smooth  road  and  a 
coach  properly  balanced  it  is  really  no  work  to 
go  along  even  a  gentle  incline.  But  upon  a  dead 
level  there  is  perpetual  dragging — a  call  upon 
the  muscles  of  traction  that  after  an  hour  or  two 
becomes  intensely  wearing. 

"One  thing  this  day  lacks — just  the  spice  of 
danger,"  some  one  says  upon  the  coach  top,  smil- 
ing aa  he  speaks.     The  word  is  yet  hot  in  the 


mouth  when  we  come  upon  road  menders,  who- 
have  trenched  the  highway  narrowly  across.  It 
is  the  merest  gash— we  will  cross  it  without  check- 
ing our  speed.  It  must  bo  wider  at  bottom,  for 
see,  a  man,  alarmed  by  the  aound  of  wheels,  haa 
thruat  an  arm  above  ground,  almost  under  the 
leaders'  noses. 

Hengh  I  here  is  a  bolt.  The  coach  tips— one 
wheel  stands  in  air— everbody  scrambles  to  the 
npper  side.  Everybody,  that  is,  but  the  second 
whip.  With  one  bound  he  is  on  the  ground.  Be- 
fore you  draw  breatli  he  is  at  the  leaders'  heads, 
ahouting  to  the  whip:  "Keep  'em  going,  old 
man  I     Keep  'em  going  I" 

The  whip  gives  tlie  near  horse  the  lightest  pos- 
sible flick  of  liis  long  lash.  He  has  sat  cool  and 
smiling  all  through  the  ten  seconds  of  peril.  Ko 
great  peril,  nfter  all,  though  we  were  near  an  over- 
set. The  earth  was  so  aoftly  grassed  there  on  the 
bank,  no  real  harm  would  have  come  of  it  if  the 
Vivid  had  gone  over. 

Franklin  Fark  is  barely  named  to  us,  and  we 
are  out  of  it.  The  road  hag  climbed  steadily. 
We  are  going  now  over  a  atony  way.  Or  rough 
or  smooth,  the  Vivid  and  her  complement  are  a, 
match  for  it.  Soon  we  rattle  into  Princeton 
town,  to  find  iXt^Alerl  standing  horsed  and  ready 
in  front  of  the  inn.  On  the  way  we  have  got  & 
glimpse  of  the  campua,  home  of  the  blue-light 
Presbyterian  orthodoxy.     But    to>day   wo    have 
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'*  WHEN  THE   WORLD    WAS    YOUNO." 


iiardlj  aii  eye  for  all  its  treasnro  or  its  cluirin. 
We  have  got  away  from  everything  scholastic. 
The  end  of  the  century  holds  us  securely  in 
thrall.  Life  has  nothing  to  compare  with  a  coach 
and  the  riding  thereon.  Even  the  dinner  at  the 
inn,  albeit  fairly  good,  seems  an  impertinence,  in 
that  it  takes  up  forty  minutes  which  might  be 
spent  on  the  road. 

What  word  is  left  for  the  long,  lovely  drive  by 
Delaware  banks  ?  through  Trenton,  close  under  the 
shadow  of  its  battle  monument,  on,  on,  through 
lovely  farmland  reaches,  where  art,  strive  as  it 
may,  can  never  match  the  enchantment  of  spring- 
ing grain,  and  fat  fallow  fields,  and  breadths  of 
clover  just  the  height  to  dance  in  the  ruffling 
wind.  Every  little  while  we  get  fresh  horses — 
there  are  thirteen  changes  first  and  last.  And 
each  stage  shows  the  same  crowd  merrily  in  wait 
for  our  passage.  Trig  young  women,  correct  in 
the  latest  park  style,  gallop  after  us  out  of  some 
towns.  And  once  a  lad  upon  a  broncho,  with 
Texan  saddle  and  Texan  seat,  races  us  a  couple  of 
miles,  grinning  good-humoied  triumph  as  at  last 
he  leaves  us  behind. 

The  morning  haze  has  thickened.  Later  it  may 
come  on  to  rain.  By  time  we  come  to  the  famous 
Red  Lion  Inn,  that  ha?  two  hundred  years  of  his- 
tory behind  it,  there  is  only  a  soft  luminance  in 


the  sky,  grateful  indeed  after  the  midday  glare. 
Yet  as  daylight  wanes  the  charm  of  it  all  strength- 
ens.  You  sigh  to  think  such  journeying  mnst 
ever  end.  When  the  very  last  stage  begins  some* 
thing  like  a  sense  of  bereavement  falls  upon  you. 
Yon  do  not  care  to  speak,  to  move,  even  to  look 
about.  All  your  mind  and  soul  is  given  to  draw- 
ing in  the  morsel  of  deligiit  this  inch  of  time  af- 
fords. If  any  asked  you  where  lay  the  charm  yon 
might  be  puzzled  to  say  ;  yet  none  the  less  do  yon 
feel  it  as  among  the  things  you  will  remember 
and  be  glad  of  all  the  days  of  your  life. 

By  and  by  the  sun  slips  from  his  cloud  veil  to 
smile  a  good  night.  As  in  a  dream  you  watch 
the  swiftly  falling  dusk.  Soon — ah,  so  soon  ! — 
you  find  the  coach  rolling  through  a  way  as  broad 
and  straight  as  that  which  leads  to  destruction. 
Ti)is  leads  instead  to  Philadelphia's  heart — it  is 
Broad  Street,  whereupon  stands  the  Stratford, 
the  Philadelphia  inn.  Yet  you  go  for  miles 
through  the  winking,  pranky  lights  before  you 
are  set  down,  happy  and  sorrowful  at  your  jour- 
ney's end. 

The  half  has  not  been  told.  Words  are  too 
pale  and  poor  to  body  forth  all  that  lies  in  such 
journeying.  May  it  grow  and  increase  until  the 
sound  of  the  guard's  horn  is  no  more  strange  to 
any  summer  hillside  or  valley  of  the  land  ! 


-WHEN  THE  WORLD  WAS  YOUNG." 

By  Ellen  Thorn vcroft  Fowler. 

Two   GIRLS   in    robes   of   amethystine   hue 

Play  on   the   pavement  with   their   knuckle-bones, 
A   third    sleeps   sweetly  on   the   carven   stones 

Against   the   mountains*  everlasting   blue  : 

A  bath    as    clear  and   cool   as   morning   dew 
The   faintly  tinted    marble   softly  tones. 
Youth,  Dawn  and    Spring  were   seated   on   their   thrones, 

And    reigned    triumphant  when   the  world  was    new. 

Our   jaded   eyes   are   rested   by  the   peace 

Which    fills   the   court ;    and,  envying,  gaze   across 
The   shadow,  that   the   centuries   have    flung, 

At   that   fair   time   ere   gladness   had   to   cease 

To   make    more   room   for   pain   and   toil   and    loss — 
That    happy  morning  when   the  world  was   young. 


THE   VALUE   OF   LAST   WORDS. 


Bv  John  Paul  Bocock. 


Whek  the  contralto  singer  Mme.  Patey  fell 
dead  on  the  concert  stage  in  the  city  of  Sheffield 
a  few  monthfl  ago  she  had  snng  the  lost  line  of 
"Allan  Water/'  which  is :  "  There  a  corse  lay  she." 
The  coincidence  of  her  death  with  the  utterance 
of  a  line  describing  the  death  of  another  was  the 
sabject  of  much  comment,  and  it  was  recalled 
that  the  equally  famous  English  comedian  John 
Palmer  fell  dead  in  Liverpool  in  1798  just  after 
uttering  this  line  from  *'  The  Stranger  *':  "  There 
is  another  and  a  better  world/' 

Tlie  last  words  of  great  men  and  women  have 
been  for  centuries  treasured  up  as  of  more  than 
casual  value.  There  seems,  however,  to  be  good 
reason  to  believe  that  their  import  and  impor- 
tance have  alike  been  exaggerated.  A  neurolo- 
gist who  is  known  the  world  over  for  his  researches 
into  brain  lore  has  answered  at  the  writer's  re- 
quest a  number  of  questions  intended  to  elicit 
the  scientific  view  of  the  value  of  'Mast  words.'' 
Mental  and  surgical  science  may  be  held  alike  to 
contribute  to  this  result,  which  strips  from  these 
historic  fragments  the  veil  of  romance  and  the 
suggestion  of  portent  which  have  so  long  mag- 
nified their  meaning.  As  a  mutter  of  fact,  a  per- 
son's last  words  have  no  special  value  beyond  the 
•stamp  of  earnestness  one  might  reasonably  sup- 
pose they  would  receive  from  tiie  premonition  of 
the  great  change.  Yet  there  are  a  number  of 
ckses  on  record  of  the  deliberate  asseveration  of 
falsehood  with  one's  latest  breath. 

The  thoughts  which  find  expression  in  the  lat- 
est articulate  utterances  of  a  human  being  are 
feeble  or  vigorous,  of  course,  in  proportion  as  the 
mind  is  clouded  or  clear.  If  tliese  thoughts  are 
obscured  by  the  action  of  drugs,  or  the  waste  of 
nervous  energy  which  leaves  the  brain  torpid, 
they  cease  to  be  worthy  of  more  than  passing  no- 
tice. They  may  be  pathetic  as  the  prattle  of  a 
babe  by  the  bedside  of  its  dying  mother,  but  they 
mean  just  what  the  infant  intended  them  to 
mean,  and  no  more.  The  interest  reflected  npon 
them  by  the  atmospliere  in  which  they  are  ut- 
tered is  spurious.  For  there  is  eminent  author- 
ity for  the  opinion  that  there  is  no  special  elo- 
quence or  import  in  last  words,  even  when  uttered 
under  the  most  auspicious  circumstances. 

In  the  absence  of  stupor  induced  by  drugs  or 
disease  the  human  brain  is  only  relatively  active 
up  to  the  instant  of  dissolution.  When  Che  vital 
spark  is  leaving  the  body  the  brain  must  feel  its 
latest  parting  glow ;  but  in  that  parting,  which 
must  mean  fainting,  how  could  virile  thoughts 


be  conceived  or  formulated  P  They  are  only  tho 
results  of  the  intense  action  of  the  brain  at  its 
best,  in  the  white  heat  of  an  effort  sustained  by 
all  the  energies  of  life.  The  enfeebling  of  the 
body,  which  is  about  to  result  in  the  snapping  of 
the  spider  web  that  holds  mind  fast  in  matter, 
must  enfeeble  the  one  product  to  which  mind  and 
matter  jointly  contribute,  and  that  is  thought,  bar- 
ring the  influence  of  the  two  psychological  crises 
into  which  the  parting  spirit  is  by  some  believed 
to  plunge  the  quivering  body.  These  are, ;  the 
peep  beyond — the  instantaneous  piercing  by  the 
spiritual  eye  of  the  veil  that  shuts  away  the  un- 
seen from  the  world  of  the  seen — and  the  won- 
derful dress  parade  in  which  all  things  the  indi- 
vidnal  has  ever  done  or  suffered  are  supposed  tq 
pass  before  his  soul  in  a  moment.  Of  them  later. 
The  first  consideration  is  this — ^the  eloquence  oc- 
signiflcance  supposed  to  be  in  the  last  words  d 
one  dying  in  full  possession  of  one's  senses,  as  thei 
saying  is.  \ 

There  seems  to  be  no  doubt  that  the  imminence 
of  dissolution  is  felt  by  the  dying ;  as  a  rule,; 
there's  no  need  to  be  told  one's  dying.  The  doc-i 
tor  and  nurse  are  quite  likely  to  conceal  it  if  ])os-t 
sible.  But  their  artifices  are  often  vain.  Car-i 
dinal  Beaufort,  who  was  reputed  the  richest  Eng-' 
lishman  of  his  day— Henry  V.'s — said,  according 
to  tradition:  **  Wliat !  is  there  no  bribing  death  ?^ 
Byron  said :  *'  I  must  sleep."  Caesar  Borgia  sighed  : 
"Now,  alas!  I  am  to  die,  though  entirely  un- 
prepared." Cleopatra,  to  the  asp  and  the  Greut^ 
Leveler,  both :  **  Here  thou  art,  then  I*'  Henry 
Clay,  as  if  surprised  to  realize  it :  "I  am  dying  1"^ 
Erasmus:  "Lord,  make  an  end  I"  and  Stephon- 
Girard  :  **  How  very  extraordinary  it  is  !** 

As  vivid  as  is  the  meaning  of  the  dying  excla- 
mation of  the  Philadelphia  atheist,  the  latest  ex- 
clamation of  Lord  Chancellor  Thurlow  even  more 
accurately  depicts  the  shock  of  this  awful  realiza- 
tion. He  said  :  "  V\l  be  shot  if  I  don't  believe  I 
am  dying  !"  There  must  have  been  some  sudden 
access  of  light  which  lent  a  new  meaning,  to  him, 
at  least,  to  the  scene  he  had  a  moment  before 
perhaps  regarded  as  an  accident  and  not  a  cli- 
max. Ximenes,  the  Spanish  theologian,  realized 
it  in  tho  same  way  ;  he  cried  :  *'  This  is  death  I" 
Zimmerman,  the  author  of  the  famous  essay  ou 
Solitude,  said  :  "  I  am  dying — leave  me  alone." 
Mathews,  the  English  comedian,  responded,  as  if 
to  the  call  of  an  invisible  prompter :  "  I  am 
ready  !" 

John  Knox,  the  great  Scotchman,  cried  :  "  Now 
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it  is  eome  !''  There's  the  suggestion  that  he  was 
suddenly  persuaded  by  means  beyond  mortal  ques- 
tion that  the  crisis  had  arrived.  Charles  Kings- 
ley  was  specially  favored,  it  would  seem,  in  not 
only  confronting  the  supreme  moment  in  the 
command  of  all  his  faculties,  but  in  being  able  to 
invoke  at  that  moment  the  aid  of  the  God  in 
whom  he  loved  to  trust.  *'Thou  most  worthy 
Judge  eternal/'  he  whispered,  "suffer  us  not  at 
our  last  hour,  from  any  pains  of  death,  to  fall 
from  Thee !" 

The  courteous  Voltaire  greeted  his  valet  for  the 
last  time:  ** Adieu,  my  dear  Maraud — I  am  dy- 
ing.'' Queen  Elizabeth  seems  not  only  to  have 
been  thoroughly  conscious  of  what  was  happen- 
ing, but  to  have  regarded  the  approach  of  the 
last  moment  with  frenzied  horror.  "All  my 
possessions  for  a  moment  of  time  !"  she  shrieked. 
Daniel  Webster  knew  what  was  coming,  and  that 
tjiose  about  him  knew  it.  "I  still  live/'  were  his 
last  words,  as  if  to  comfort  them.  The  Maha- 
rajah Rnnjeet  Singh,  who  owned  the  Kohinoor, 
quoted  with  his  latest  breath,  "  My  soul  comes  to 
my  neck,"  a  sentence  from  the  Koran  expressive 
enough.  Louis  XIV.  said  :  "I  thought  dying 
had  been  harder!"  • 

"The  ruling  passion "  shows  itself  " strong  in 
death  "  in  many  of  those  instances  re'oeived  on 
record  as  authentic.  Malherbe,  "the  father  of 
French  lyric  poetry,"  cried  out  to  the  priest  who 
was  telling  him  of  the  joys  of  heaven,  but  in  un- 
T^ietorical  language  :  "  Hold  your  tongue  !  Your 
wreiched  style  only  makes  me  out  of  conceit  with 
them  !"  Nero  reproached  his  cowardly  slaves  for 
not  killing  him,  exclaiming  as  his  own  sword 
pierced  his  vitals  :  "Is  this  your  fidelity?"  He 
had  always  striven  to  hold  others  up  to  a  standard 
of  duty  which  he  deemed  non-existent  for  himself. 
Chesterfield  smiled  and  said  to  an  attendant : 
"  Give  Davrolles  a  chair,"  He  wished  no  one  to 
have  to  stand  up  to  see  the  master  of  politeness 
die.  General  Edward  Braddock  said  :  "We  shall 
better  know  how  to  deal  with  them  another  time." 
Charles  Abbott,  Lord  Tenterden  :  "  Gentlemen 
of  the  jury,  you  will  now  consider  your  verdict." 
Correggio  :  "  Farewell,  farewell,  Madelina  V*  Ste- 
phen A.  Douglas  :  "  Tell  them  to  obey  the  laws 
and  the  Constitution."  Sir  Harry  Vane  :  "  Blessed 
be  God,  I  have  not  deserted  the  righteous  cause 
for  which  I  suffer  !"  Tyndale,  the  martyr,  who 
translated  the  Bible  :  "  Lord,  open  the  eyes  of  the 
King  of  England."  John  Wesley  :  "  The  best  of 
all  is,  God  is  with  us."  Wycherley,  the  English 
dramatist,  who  survived  only  eleven  days  his  mar- 
riage, in  old  age,  to  a  lovely  young  wife,  said  to 
her :  "  Promise  me  you  will  never  again  marry 
an  old  man."    There  was  no  selfish  attempt  there 


to  pledge  a  blooming  widow  not  to  wed  again. 
Victor  Yvart,  the  naturalist :  "  Nature,  how 
lovely  thou  art !"  Algernon  Sidney :  "I  die  for 
the  good  old  cause."  Sir  Walter  Scott,  who  had 
worked  himself  to  death  for  his  home  and  family, 
thus  apostrophized  them :  "  God  bless  you  all !" 
Benjamin  Franklin,  the  exact,  confessed  :  "  A 
dying  man  does  nothing  well."  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte's tele  (Varmie  has  been  denied,  but  seems 
now  historic.  John  Adams  :  "  Independence  for- 
ever— ^Jefferson  still  lives !"  Mirabeau,  the  vo- 
luptuary :  "  Let  me  die  to  the  sound  of  delicious 
music."  King  Henry  of  Navarre,  the  warrior 
sovereign  of  the  white  plume  :  "  I  am  wounded." 
Mary,  Queen  of  England  :  "  You  will  find  Calais 
written  upon  my  heart."  She  had  grieved  greatly 
OTer  the  loss  of  that  town  to  the  French.  Scar- 
ron,  the  witty  cripple :  "  Ah,  my  children,  you 
cannot  grieve  as  much  for  mo  as  I  h2kve  made  you 
laugh  !"  Charles  II.,  the  profligate  of  England  : 
"  Let  not  poor  Nelly  starve."  King  Richard  III.: 
"  My  kingdom  for  a  horse  !"  Hortense  Mancini, 
sister  of  Cardinal  Mazarin  :  "Debt !" 

The  last  words  of  Marco  Bozzaris,  the  Greek 
patriot,  were,  "To  die  for  liberty  is  a  pleasure, 
not  a  pain  ";  of  the  Venerable  Bede,  "  Glory  be 
to  the  Father  and  to  the  Son  and  to  the  Holy 
Ghost ";  of  John  Bunyan,  "  Happy  forever,  world 
without  end.  Amen";  of  Sir  Francis  Bacon,  "I 
found  thee,  0  Lord,  in  thy  sanctuaries !"  of 
Locke,  the  essayist,  "Oh,  the  depth  of  the  riches 
of  the  goodness  and  knowledge  of  God !"  of 
Cyrus  the  Great,  "Adieu,  dear  children — may  you 
live  in  peace !"  of  Andrew  Combe,  "  Happy, 
happy  !"  of  Philip  Doddridge,  "I  shall  assuredly 
be  accepted  in  the  beloved  of  my  soul";  of  Sir 
Henry  Havelock,  "See  how  a  Christian  can  die"; 
of  William  Webster,  "  Peace ";  of  George  Wash- 
ington, "  It  is  well,"  and  of  Sir  James  Macin- 
tosh, the  philosopher,  "Happy,"  show  a  con- 
tented, peaceful  and,  occasionally,  an  ecstatic 
frame  of  mind.  The  Christian  martyrs  are  said 
to  have  died  nearly  all  in  a  blessed  ecstasy.  Even 
Mohammed  cried  :  "  Henceforth  among  the  glo- 
rious host  of  paradise !'' 

The  gloomy  mental  atmosphere  in  which  many 
persons  whose  last  words  have  been  deemed 
worthy  of  preservation  pass  from  this  life  is 
readily  inferred  from  the  following  instances. 
There  is  in  some  of  them,  indeed,  a  peculiarly 
painful  suggestion  of  desertion :  Talma,  "  the 
Garrick  of  the  French  stage,"  said,  "  The  worst 
is,  I  cannot  see";  Adele  Terchout,  the  beautiful 
"comet"  of  the  Second  French  Empire,  "A  mis- 
erable life,  and  where  now  ?"  Adam  Clark,  "Are 
you  going?"  Pope  Gregory  VIL,  "I  die  in  ex- 
ile"; Edward  Gibbon,  "AVhy  do  you  leave  me  .^" 
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Kiug  Henry  II.,  ''Shame,  shame  !  I  am  a  con- 
quered king  !"  Theroigne  de  M6ricourt,  the  God- 
dess of  Ueasou  of  the  French  Revolution,  *'  I 
have  fallen  from  the  clouds*';  Cardinal  Mazarin, 
the  wily  guardian  of  Louis  XIV.,  "Oh,  my  jwor 
soul,  whither  wilt  thou  go  !" 

Is  there  ever  a  glimpse  of  the  beyond  ?  Do 
"dying  eyes  see  clearer"?  Does  "the  veil  be- 
tween the  seen  and  the  unseen  '*  fall  at  the  last 
moment  ?  Is  there  vouchsafed  to  the  dying  a 
peep  around  the  corner  ?  Surely  these  are  ques- 
tions which  come  near  liomc. 

The  eminent  alienist  very  promptly  answers 
them  :  "Of  course  not/* 

There  is  a  tendency  to  magnify  the  meaning  of 
last  words  in  the  direction  of  an  affirmative  an- 
swer. When  science  unhesitatingly  says  "No,'* 
religion  and  even  superstition  may  say  as  ear- 
nestly "Yes.'' 

Tlie  death  cry  of  Julian  tlio  Apostate  is  no  longer 
believed  to  have  been,  as  he  threw  a  handful  of 
blood  from  his  wound  toward  the  sky,  "  O  Gal- 
ilean, thou  hast  conquered  I"  Baron  von  Hum- 
boldt, however,  the  author  of  "Cosmos,"  is 
known  to  have  exclaimed  :  "  How  grand  those 
rays !  They  seem  to  beckon  eartli  toward  heaven  I" 
Goethe  cried  out:  "I^et  the  light  shine  I"  Schil- 
ler said  :  "Many  things  are  growing  plain  and 
clear  to  my  understanding."  Sarah  Wesley,  wife 
of  the  founder  of  Methodism,  shonte'.l  :  "Open 
the  gates !  open  the  gates  !"  William  Wilberforce 
cried  out:  "Heaven!"  Henry  VIII.,  who  had 
dismantled  the  monasteries,  seemed  to  see  un- 
pleasant visions  of  "Monks,  monks,  monks  !" 

The  remarkable  similarity  in  the  traditional 
last  words  of  many  famous  men  deserves  note. 
Christopher  Columbus  said  :  "  Into  thy  hands,  0 
Lord,  I  commend  my  spirit  I"  Torquato  Tasso  : 
"Lord,  into  thy  hands  I  commend  my  spirit!" 
William  Hunter:  "Lord,  Lord,  receive  my 
spirit !"  Bishop  Hooper  of  Worcester  :  "  Lord 
Jesus,  receive  my  spirit !"  Archbishop  Cranmer  : 
"  0  Lord  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit !"  Thomas 
Jefferson:  "I  resign  my  spirit  to  God!"  Will- 
iam Laud:  "Lord,  receive  my  soul!"  Mary, 
Queen  of  Scots:  "0  Lord,  into  thy  hands  I  com- 
mend my  spirit !"  John  Bradford  :  "And  now, 
O  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit !" 

What  do  men  think  in  the  face  of  death  where 
there  are  none  to  hear  their  last  words  ?  Do 
the  events  of  their  lives  pass  in  review  before 
them  ?  The  eminent  expert  in  diseases  of  the 
brain  answers:  "Not  in  the  infinitesimal  time  we 
read  of  in  novels,  or  about  which  theologians 
speak." 

But  there  must  be  a  calm  self-examination, 
an  unselfish  pondering  over  of  the   mistakes  of 


life.  What  more  fitting  close  for  a  pa^cr  of  tliia 
kind  than  the  last  messages  ccrawled  in  the  inkj 
darkness  of  the  coal  seams  which  had  overwhelmed 
them  by  the  miners  of  Saxony  a  generation  ago  ? 
They  have  scarcely  a  parallel  in  pathos. 

An  eyewitness  of  the  delivery  of  their  bodies 
from  tlie  black  depths  Ba3'8  one  of  them,  a  miner 
named  Ileiche,  held  in  his  hand  when  his  dead 
body  was  found  a  scr-ip  of  paper  on  which  were 
scrawled  these  words  :  "  Dear  sister.  Mover  in  the 
village  owes  mo  ten  thalcrs.  It  is  yours.  I  hope 
my  face  will  not  be  distorted  when  they  find  us. 
I  might  have  been  better  to  you.  Janetz  forgives 
me.     Good-bv." 

liciche  was  a  severe  man,  his  only  relative  be- 
ing a  sister,  named  Rika,  who  had  charge  of  lior 
brother's  household.  She  was  loved  bv  a  younar 
miner  named  Janetz,  and  she  loved  him  in  re- 
turn. Her  brother  had  commanded  all  commu- 
nication between  them  to  cease.  Janetz  was  one 
of  the  victims  of  the  mine  disaster.  Pinned  to 
his  blackened  coat  was  a  leaf  from  his  notebook, 
on  which  he  had  written  this:  "Darling  Rika, 
my  hist  thought  was  of  thee.  It  is  well  with  our 
brother,  and  my  heart  holds  no  bitterness.  Tliy 
name  will  be  the  last  word  my  lips  shall  speak. 
Farewell." 

Lying  close  to  tlie  body  of  the  young  miner 
Janetz  was  that  of  his  friend  Moretz,  who  had  a 
wife  and  two  children.  On  a  paper  in  his  cap  he 
had  written  these  words  :  "  Janetz  has  just  died. 
Richer  is  dying.  He  says,  *Tell  my  family  I 
leave  them  with  God.'  Farewell,  dear  wife. 
Farewell,  dear  children.     May  God  keep  you  !" 

Two  brothers  of  the  name  of  Jaehn  were  em- 
ployed in  the  mine,  working  in  alternate  "shifts." 
On  the  day  of  the  disaster  the  brother  whose  turn 
it  was  to  work  was  unable  to  go,  and  his  brother 
took  his  place.  This  message  was  found  on  hie 
dead  body:  "Thank  God  for  His  goodness, 
brother !     You  are  safe  !" 

The  miner  Schmidt  wrote  :  "My  dear  relations, 
while  seeing  death  before  mo  I  remember,  you. 
Farewell  until  we  meet  again  in  happiness  !'' 

One  of  the  doomed  men  was  a  man  of  faniilv 
named  Miiller.  His  message,  found  on  the  fly 
leaf  of  a  Testament  in  his  pocket,  was  one  of  the 
most  touching  of  all. 

"Dear  wife,"  he  wrote,  "take  good  care  of 
Mary.  In  a  book  in  the  bedroom  you  will  find  a 
thaler.  Farewell,  dear  mother !  We  will  meet 
again."  The  Mary  he  mentioned  was  the  miner's 
only  daugliter,  wlio  was  blind. 

A  miner  named  Richer,  whose  brother  was  men- 
tioned as  dying  in  Moretz's  message,  simply  wrote 
on  a  piece  of  paper  whicli  was  found  on  his 
breast :  "  No  more  toil  in  darkness." 


t  DECK,  BE&DIHO  ALOUU  TO  TBE  CAFTAIK." 


THE    LIMIT   OF   MAMMON. 

By  Charles  U.  Lamer. 


There  had  been  a  lack — and  now  the  thought 
vaa  to  Cashier  Penrose  merely  an  added  pleasure 
instead  of  a  recurring  uneasiness — there  had  been 
a  paucity,  very  irregular,  of  firat-class  city  refer- 
ences when  John  Monckton  opened  his  large  ac- 
coiiut  with  the  Gosmopolis  Bank.  But  tlie  two 
big  checks  immediately  deposited  to  that  gentle- 
man's credit  had  been  duly  honored.  And  the 
personality  of  Mr.  Monckton  had  worked  in  his 
favor  with  Penrose  almost  as  much,  if  Bitch  a 
thing  were  conceivable,  as  that  unquestionable  de- 
posit of  fifty  thousand  dollars.  In  fact,  it  had 
been  for  some  time  a  veiiug  question  iu  the  cash- 
ier's mind  how  a  man  with  such  entirely  respecta- 
ble side  whiskei's,  with  a  face  and  form  so  squaro- 
cut  and  substantial,  such  direct,  steady  gray  eyes 
and  such  gilt-edged,  incisive  views  on  the  money 
market  coulil,  by  any  fortuitous  combination  of 
Vol.  XXXVIIl.,  Ko.  2-10. 


circumstances,  come  to  be  without  those  refer- 
ences. 

But  all  these  half-doubts  had  been  borne  away 
months  ago  ou  the  wings  of  the  large  balances — 
twenty,  tliirty,  forty  thousand  dollars  even — that 
tJie  brokerage  firm  of  Monckton  &  Co.  was  carry- 
tug  with  the  Cosmopolis. 

And  it  was  in  a  genial  atmosphere  that  Mr. 
Penrose  was  found  in  the  smoking  room  of  the 
dining  club  by  the  very  Monckton  of  whom  we 
have  been  speaking.  The  broker  took  occasion 
to  Inquire  of  Mr.  Penrose  if  it  were  his  judgment 
that  there  would  soon  be  a  profit  in  sJiipping  gold 
to  London.  It  was  Mr.  Penrose's  judgment,  and 
he  asked  : 

"  Do  you  think  of  sending  over  any  gold  ?" 

"  Well,"  said  Jlr.  Monckton,  with  a  ponderous 
inflection  that  indicated   an  exhaustive  view  of 
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the  Bnbject,  ''I  have  been  figuring.  It  would 
take  more  than  all  my  capital  to  ship  specie  over 
mj  own  name  in  any  quantity  worth  the  while. 
But  if  she  keeps  on  going  tiie  way  she  is  now  I 
shall  try  it.  Some  of  my  customers  are  willing 
to  join  me  in  a  deal." 

"Any  way/' said  the  representative  of  the  Cos- 
mopolis,  "  that  we  can  help  you,  just  call  on  us. 
You  know  we  frequently  send  gold  out  of  our 
vaults  for  the  money  people  on  the  street.'' 

Mr.  Monckton  was  occupied  in  his  apartments 
that  night  in  painstaking  penmanship  until  the 
streets  had  lost  the  day's  jostling  throngs,  until 
the  hour  when  each  belated  footstep  rings  out 
loudly  on  the  pavement  in  compensation  for  the 
loneliness  about.  He  then  swung  himself  into  a 
large  overcoat  with  one  of  those  high  collars  that 
shield  one's  ears  and  cheeks  so  famously  from  the 
night  air,  and  strode  boldly  from  his  abode,  tak- 
ing a  cross  street  to  the  East  Side. 

When,  after  a  time,  he  was  passing  through 
that  quarter  particularly  affected  by  sailors  he  be- 
gan to  take  notice  of  the  lodging  houses  of  vari- 
ous degrees  that  lined  the  streets,  and  presently 
stopped  at  one  of  the  better  class.  Having  ac- 
complished "three  flights  of  stairs, back,"  thanks 
to  the  sense  of  touch  rather  than  that  of  sight, 
and  to  the  assistance  of  the  banister  rail,  he 
knocked  at  a  door  which  seemed  to  fill  the  formula 
hurled  at  him  by  the  clerk  below,  and  stood  wait- 
ing while  shuffling  noises  and  certain  heavy  con- 
cussions within  betokened  to  a  masculine  percep- 
tion that  the  occupant  was  putting  on  his  boots. 

The  conclusion  of  these  toilet  operations  was 
quickly  succeeded  by  the  opening  of  the  door. 
The  visitor  was  confronted  by  a  man  whose  pow- 
erful form  —  powerful  from  its  thickness  and 
breadth  rather  than  height  —  together  with  a 
bronzed  complexion  and  heavy  beard,  made  quite 
the  traditional  picture  of  the  sturdy  sea  captain. 
The  eyes  of  the  two  men  met  for  one  brief  but 
decisive  moment,  in  which  Monckton  saw  that  the 
gray  ones  in  front  of  him  did  not  flinch  or  waver 
— that  they  were  penetrating,  aggressive. 

"  Captain  Hawksbee  ?"  the  visitor  inquired, 
composedly. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  captain,  clumsily  placing 
the  armchair  for  his  visitor.  "I  suppose  this  is 
the  gentleman  that  I  got  a  note  from  to-day  ?" 

"  Yes.  You  are  still  open  to  an  engagement, 
I  hope  r 

"Haven't  made  any  other  arrangements  yet,"' 
said  the  seafaring  man.  "Now,  what  is  it  you 
want  me  to  do,  Mr.. Benton  ?" 

"Well,  captain,  I  wanted  to  see  if  I  could  get 
you  to  take  charge  of  a  small  steamer  that  I've 
bought.     I'm  going  to  be  aboard  myself ;  I'm  go- 


ing to  South  America  to  live.  I  hear  that  you 
know  the  coast  waters  thoroughly.  I  should  wish 
to  engage  you  to  take  the  vessel  from  New  York 
to  Buenos  Ayres,  and  then  if  we  like  each  other 
we  may  have  further  dealings.  I've  got  consid- 
erable personal  luggage,  although  nothing  to 
amount  to  a  cargo,  naturally." 

Here  Mr.  Monckton  smiled,  and  the  captain 
obligingly  smiled  with  him. 

"  So  her  coal  '11  be  the  best  part  of  her  cargo  ?" 
said  Hawksbee. 

"Yes.  Hawksbee,  I'm  not  a  man  of  many 
words.  I've  heard  well  of  you,  and  I  like  your 
looks.  If  you  will  take  my  ship  to  South  Amer- 
ica I  will  double  the  salary  yon  got  on  your  last 
trip." 

The  captain  gave  a  hitch  on  his  scat  before  he 
replied  : 

"  That  sounds  fair,  sir ;  but  there's  one  thingll 
have  to  be  settled.  I've  got  a  daughter,  'n'  last 
year  her  mother  died.  She's  just  done  school  in', 
or  finishin',  whatever  they  call  it,  and  she  hasn't 
any  near  kin."  His  visitor's  steady  features  were 
beginning  to  show  the  slightest  signs  of  impa- 
tience. "What  I'm  coming  to  is  that  I'd  like  to 
take  her  on  my  next  trip,  so's  she  can  see  some- 
thing of  the  world  and  so's  she  can  be  with  me." 

"I  see,"  said  his  visitor,  who  had  been  think- 
ing rapidly  and  decisively.  "  When  could  your 
daughter  and  you  get  ready  ?" 

"As  for  me,  I  could  leave  in  half  an  hour  for 
Australia  or  for  the  moon.  My  daughter  nat- 
urally ain't  quite  so  easy  on  the  trigger,  but  as 
she's  not  got  dresses  to  be  made  for  the  trip,  and 
never  beiu'  a  foolin'  and  a  frillin'  kind  of  a  girl, 
I  guess  she  can  be  ready  on  a  couple  of  days'  no- 
tice." 

The  arrangements,  financial  and  otherwise, 
were  soon  completed.  Hawksbee  was  to  hire  five 
men  to  work  the  vessel,  and  was  to  make  her 
ready  to  weigh  anchor  by  the  next  Saturday 
noon. 

It  was  Friday.  Again  Mr.  Monckton  happened 
to  meet  the  representative  of  his  bank  at  lunch. 
He  thought  it  very  likely  he  would  ship  gold  at 
an  early  date.  The  Cosmopolis  would  accommo- 
date him. 

"  IIow  much  notice  shall  I  give  you,  Mr.  Pen- 
rose ?" 

"  Two  hours  will  be  ample,  sir.  The  Etruscan 
sails  to-morrow  at  noon.  She's  going  to  take  over 
a  couple  of  millions  for  Hazard  Brothers." 

"  I  shall  probably  use  her  then.  I  have  a  good 
opportunity  to  realize  on  the  stocks  I  hold,  and 
my  customers  will  invest  a  few  hundred  thousand 
with  me." 

When  Mr.  Monckton  returned  to  his  office  he 
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called  his  senior  clerk^  Mr.  Williams,  and  made 
that  young  man's  heart  glad  and  proud  wltliiu 
him  by  a  request  that  ho  should  seek  the  Fall 
River  boat  to  Boston  that  evening  on  a  delicate 
piece  of  firm  business. 

In  consequence  of  this  and  further  dispositions 
in  the  clerical  staff  of  Monckton  &  Co.,  it  was  the 
office  boy  Peter  who,  at  ten  o'clock  on  Saturday 
morning,  carried  a  formal  letter  from  the  head  of 
that  firm  to  the  Cosmopolis  Bank,  requesting 
that  in  two  hours  one  million  dollars  in  gold  bars 
might  be  delivered  to  his  order,  to  be  bought 
with  certified  checks  when  they  were  duly  de- 
posited. AVhich  order  was  *^  0.  K.'d  "  by  the  cash- 
ier. And  it  was  Mr.  Monckton  himself  who,  at 
five  minutes  to  twelve,  took  from  his  coat  pocket 
^  dozen  checks,  plainly  certified,  drawn  to  the 
order  of  the  Cosmopolis,  handed  them  with  a 
■dignified  ''Good  morning ''to  the  loan  clerk,  and 
announced  that  a  drayman  was  in  attendance. 
It  was  Mr.  Penrose  who,  in  the  presence  of  his 
brag  customer,  affixed,  after  nominal  scrutiny, 
the  mysterious,  all-powerful  hieroglyphics  to  these 
several  documents,  and  chatted  with  Monckton 
while  the  boxes  ot  ingots  were  being  loaded  on 
the  two  drays. 

These  vehicles  drove  east  instead  of  west.  At 
two  o'clock  a  tramp  steamer  in  the  East  River 
was  getting  under  way,  and  in  the  Cosmopolis 
Bank  Mr.  Penrose  was  telling  his  .subordinate 
that  the  large  checks  they  had  received  since 
noon  need  not  be  presented  until  Monday.  He 
then  joined  his  family  in  Connecticut  for  the 
Sunday  respite.  At  ten  o'clock  Monday  morn- 
ing he  turned  up  at  the  bank  as  punctual  and 
cheery  and  as  important  as  ever.  But  at  eleven 
a  runner  was  referred,  to  him  with  the  complaint 
that  there  was  something  wrong  with  the  certi- 
fication of  a  check  for  one  hundred  thousand 
dollars.  It  was  drawn  by  Monckton  &  Co.  Be- 
fore the  cashier  had  compared  the  signature  with 
the  test  he  held  another  runner  came  in^  and 
then  another ;  and  about  that  time  it  became  clear 
to  tlie  Cosmopolis  Bank  that  it  had  on  Saturday 
exchanged  one  million  dollars'  worth  of  gold  for 
a  dozen  worthless  forged  checks. 

Mr.  Penrose  did  not  go  to  Innch  at  all  that  day. 

11. 


THE  TOTAOE  OF   THE  "BWOBDFISH." 

IDEALLY,  thought  Mr.  Benton,  as  he  sat  in  the 
"bow  of  the  Swordjish,  greedily  drinking  the  harsh 
refreshment  of  the  sea  spray  thrown  up  by  the  driv- 
ing steamer — really,  this  was  practically  the  first 
moment  for  a  dozen  years  that  he  had  had  the  in- 
clination or  the  opportunity  to  cast  a  look  back- 
ifard.     The  tension   of  nervous   nights,  weeks, 


months,  was  suddenly  relaxed.  And  he  was  free, 
he  was  rich,  he  was  full  to  the  brim  with  the  eager 
desire  of  living.  His  own  room  was  some  distance 
from  the  captain's.  It  was  pretty  badly  crowded 
with  the  four  trunks.  The  captain  had  been  sur- 
prised that  they  were  not  put  in  the  hold.  But  his 
employer  was  peremptory.  Benton  smiled  again, 
now,  as  he  thought  of  the  power  he  held  in 
those  four  chests.  The  sense  of  power  was  a  de- 
light to  this  strong-fibred,  lawless  man.  The  joy 
of  it  had  generally  been  latent ;  but  in  this  rare 
moment,  with  so  much  of  its  tangible  essence  en- 
compassed within  the  four  narrow  walls  of  his 
room,  he  was  conscious  of  his  happiness,  and 
shifted  in  his  seat  from  sheer  exultation. 

The  movement  brought  within  the  range  of  his 
vision  a  figure  in  a  white  mackintosh,  which, 
with  a  manly  escort,  was  making  short  trips  on 
the  aft  deck.  Benton  lazily  awoke  to  the  fact — 
he  found  very  pleasing  the  novelty  of  this  in- 
clination to  be  lazy — tliat  it  was  the  captain  and 
his  daughter.  What  a  curious  company  they 
were !  He  had  made  known  his  especial  desire 
to  be  left  to  himself  on  the  trip.  His  relations 
with  women  were — simply  lacking.  Appreciation 
of  them  was  dead  through  atrophy.  Far  other 
gods  than  the  small  archer  had  been  his. 

It  was  an  involuntary  hiatus  in  his  comfortable 
sense  of  security  that  now  brought  him  to  his  feet 
and  moved  him  to  go  aft  to  be  presented  to  Miss 
Hawksbee. 

The  captain  was  duly  aware  of  his  approach, 
and  with  considerable  awkwardness  effected  the 
presentation.  Benton  made  the  discovery  that  the 
daughter's  blue-gray  eyes  had  the  captain's  direct, 
unfaltering  gaze,  with  an  added  effect  of  for  the 
time  possessing  the  object  they  were  directed 
upon.  They  made  the  man  feel  there  was  a 
power  behind  them  that  he  had  not ;  or  at  least 
that  if  they  knew  him  thoroughly  they  would 
think  so.  As  for  the  rest,  Regina  was  evidently 
a  lady,  as  her  fellow  passenger  saw  at  a  glance  ; 
was  twenty-one,  of  medium  atatnre,  with  a  noble 
brow,  and  hair  that,  without  realizing  the  cop- 
pery glory  of  Rossetti's  ideal  maiden,  responded 
brilliantly  enough  to  any  appreciative  rays  of  light 
that  were  so  fortunate  as  to  strike  it  at  the  proper 
angle. 

The  three  stood  a  moment  while  Benton  asked, 
in  the  tone  of  the  formal  host : 

''  I  hope  your  quarters  are  fairly  comfortable. 
Miss  Hawksbee  ?" 

''They  are  quite  pleasant,  thank  you."  Her 
instincts  of  shyness  had  been  heightened  by  the 
report  of  the  solitary  desires  of  the  proprietor  of 
the  Staordfish,  and  there  was  a  little  honest, 
though   unapparent,  curiosity  in  the  gaze  that 
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compassed  him.  It  was  only  to  tide  over  au  em- 
barassing  pause  that  she  added:  ^'lamqnitea 
sailor's  daughter,  Mr.  Benton.  I  learned  how  to 
make  myself  comfortable  on  board  ship  when  I 
was  a  little  girl.'' 

"  Well,  your  father  is  master  here,  and  he  will 
be  responsible  if  you  don't  get  what  the  ship  can 
afford,"  was  the  faint  jocoseness  under  cover  of 
which  Benton  tipped  his  hat  and  left  the  two  to 
their  walk. 

''Well,  Regy,  what  do  you  think  of  him?" 
asked  the  captain,  over  their  neat  little  table  at 
the  Sunday  dining  hour.  Benton  ate  his  meals 
in  his  stateroom. 

''  My  diagnosis  of  him,  papa,  would  be  that  he's 
suffering  from  an  enormously  aggravated  case  of 
selfishness.  But  I've  only  seen  him  three  min- 
utes, and  even  your  daughter,  papa,''  she  con- 
tinued, playfully,  ''with  all  her  'advantages,' 
can't  always  map  out  a  stranger's  past  history 
and  present  disposition  exactly  right  in  that 
short  time." 

Hawksbee  smiled  gleefully  to  sec  his  daughter 
in  such  good  spirits. 

Between  Captain  Hawksbee  and  his  employer 
there  was  a  certain  formality  which,  Benton's 
keen  observation  told  him,  had  been  increased  by 
the  difference  of  opinion  over  the  disposition  of 
the  chests. 

These  strained  relations  Mr.  Benton  endeavored 
to  do  away  with  by  easily  proposing,  on  the  sec- 
ond day  out,  a  game  of  cards,  and  asked  if  Miss 
Hawksbee  would  join  them.  Regina  complied, 
though  she  would  rather  have  been  seated  on 
deck  reading,  or  accepting  the  crass  homage  of 
the  deck  hands. 

After  this  it  became  quite  a  regular  thing  that 
the  three  should  spend  the  evening  in  the  saloon, 
the  captain  and  his  passenger  at  cards  or  listen- 
ing to  Regina's  music. 

Benton  did  not  trouble  himself  about  this 
change  in  the  contemplated  programme  of  the 
voyage.  On  the  whole,  he  was  rather  glad  to  bo 
relieved  of  the  necessity  of  doing  the  grand, 
gloomy  and  peculiar.  And,  then,  he  found  the 
Hawksbees  anything  but  intrusive.  The  captain 
rarely  came  out  of  his  official  shell,  while  the 
daughter  studiously  avoided,  in  her  tours  of  in- 
spection and  her  daily  constitutional,  the  seat  in 
the  flange  of  the  bow  anchor  tliat  Benton  had  ap- 
propriated for  himself,  and  which  had  given  him, 
in  Regina's  conversations  with  her  father,  the  nick- 
name of  the  Anchorite.  In  fact,  it  had  amused 
him  somewhat  to  find  how  great  a  distance  that 
young  lady  insisted  on  keeping  between  herself 
and  her  father's  employer. 

It  was  after  one  of  these  pleasant  meetings  in 


the  saloon,  on  an  exquisitely  calm  night,  beneath 
a  moon  that  might  have  been  held  accountable 
for  any  amount  of  lunacy,  that  the  thought  came 
to  Benton  of  making  the  captain's  dauglitcr  his 
wife.  He  was  puffing  away  on  a  cigar  in  his  anchor 
seat.  He  considered  with  most  absolute  selfish- 
ness the  pros  and  cons  of  the  situation.  He  would 
probably  want  a  wife  of  some  sort  to  help  him 
use  the  great  fortune  he  possessed.  He  doubted 
whether  in  the  South  he  would  be  able  to  find 
among  the  Spanish  population  the  kind  of  woman 
he  would  care  to  have  around.  This  girl  was 
good-looking — he  paused  a  little  as  he  thought  of 
those  enveloping,  isolating  eyes — ^and  well  edu- 
cated, and  had,  as  Mr.  Mantalini  would  hava 
said,  "  no  demnition  nonsense  about  her." 

Next  morning  he  did  not  remember  the  even- 
lug's  speculation  until  he  had  dressed  and  break- 
fasted. Then  he  laughed  at  himself,  and  won- 
dered if  he  were  getting  into  his  dotage  at  thirty- 
five.  It  was  not  until  the  afternoon  that  he  saw 
the  unwitting  subject  of  his  plans.  She  was  seated 
on  deck  reading  aloud  to  the  captain.  Benton 
noticed  that  the  two  rose  suddenly  with  a  motioa 
of  surprise,  and  looked  over  the  ship's  railing.' 
Another  glance  showed  him  that  the  jaunty^ 
girl's  Tam  o'  Shanter  was  lodged  on  a  projecting 
scupper.  He  swung  himself  down  in  the  anchor 
chains  for  it.  Miss  Hawksbce's  face  wore  a  some- 
what annoyed  look  when  he  returned  triumph- 
antly to  be  thanked.  Why  should  she  not  bo 
pleased  and  complimented  ?  he  asked  himself, 
and  noticed  that  the  rosy  flush  made  her  prettier 
than  he  had  supposed  she  could  be.  Then  it  was 
ascertained  that  a  ragged  splinter  had  torn  his 
finger  in  a  very  bloody  though  rather  innocent 
way,  and  Regina  could  not  but  insist  on  deftly 
tying  it  up  with  the  materials  that  the  captain 
hastened  to  bring.  Benton  was  curiously  affected 
by  the  light  touch  of  her  finger  tips,  which  em- 
phasized some  moral  distinction  between  them. 
He  was  seized  with  a  mighty  desire  to  see  her 
tender  toward  him  instead  of — this  way. 

He  was  in  a  mood  next  day  to  notice  that  Miss 
Hawksbee  made  an  excuse  to  join  her  father  after 
her  hour  of  practice,  when  he  had  attempted  a 
fete-d'tete  with  her  in  the  saloon.  He  would  have 
been  angry  if  any  emotion  but  that  of  misery  had 
been  compatible  with  the  seasickness  which  had 
seized  him. 

As  the  captain  left  Benton's  bertlii^  where  his 
official  condolences  had  been  receivedwifl^SHJ'^ 
grace,  he  offered  to  send  his  men  to  lash  up  ti!^ 
four  trunks    in   the   adjoining  stateroom.      He 
watched   curiously  the   sick  man's  eyes  as  they 
turned  suspiciously  toward  him  to  forbid  the  pre- 
caution on  the  ground  that  the  trunks  were  too 
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low  and  heavy  to  move  with  tiie  rolling  vessel. 
When  lie  went  out  lie  licnn]  Bciitou  lock  ttie 
£tuteroom  door. 

Before  uiglitfall  tlio  ship  was  pitching  and  roll- 
ing in  n  scandalous  manner.  Hawkebee  worked 
like  a  Trojan  to  see  that  all  was  right.  He  was 
awakened  from  a  cat  nap  in  the  saloon  by  a  series 
of  tremendous  lurches,  and  started  to  hie  feet  at 
s  heavy  roll  and  crash  eomcwliere  near  by  in  the 
ship.  It  was  repeated,  throwing  him  to  the  floor, 
and  then  came  a  muffled  call  from  Benton's  room. 
He  hurried  to  it,  found  the  door  locked,  and  bat- 
tered it  open  with  his  shoulder.  Two  of  the 
^cheats,  in  being  hurled  about,  had  broken  through 
the  partitions  of  the  berth  as  if  they  were  paper, 
and  had  blocked  Benton  in  it  with  the  debris. 
The  captain  extricated  him  as  best  he  could,  led 
him  to  a  sofa  in  the  saloon  and  returned  to  the 
ecene  of  the  accident,  meaning  to  call  the  men  to 
make  things  shipshape.  But  he  stopped  as  his 
'ejo  caught  something  that  glittered  in  the  light 
of  the  lantern  he  carried.  One  of  the  trunks  had 
been  shattered,  and  a  number  of  gold  ingots  lay 
-on  the  floor.  He  puckered  his  mouth  for  »  long, 
low  whistle,  which  died  incontinently  ns  Benton's 
pale  face  appeared  nt  the  door.  The  captain 
noted  the  expression  in  the  sick  man's  eye,  and 
was  glad  that  Benton  had  not  come  up  behind 
him.  They  looked  at  each  other  a  moment,  and 
then  Benton  broke  the  eloquent  silence  by  sug- 
gesting with  much  sang  froid,  considering  his 
condition : 

"  I  think  we  had  hetter  patch  this  up  ourselves, 
captain." 

"Yes,"  said  Hawksbee,  "I  think  we  had.  I 
nill  get  some  tools  and  half-inch  oak." 

And  they  worked  late  into  the  night. 

Hegina  was  troubled  to  find  her  father  decid- 
edly morose  and  glnm  during  the  succeeding 
days.  It  was  not  his  way,  and  the  surprise  it 
caused  was  only  second  to  that  which  Mr,  Ben- 
ton's behavior  aroused.  He  was  very  much  with 
]ier  ;  there  was  only  a  certain  proportion  of  occa- 
sions on  which  she  could  refuse  to  make  music 
lor  him  or  to  admit  him  to  her  morning  tramp 
on  deck.  He  was  not  a  stupid  companion  by  any 
means, 

"  Your  father  says  we  may  reach  port  to-mor- 
row," he  observed  to  Bcgina,  having  with  some 
craft  waited  for  her  to  settle  herself  to  a  sewing 
task.  Ho  looked  hungrily,  but  in  vain,  for  some 
snspicion  of  melancholy  in  his  vis-a-vi/>.  "How 
long  will  your  plans  probably  keep  you  iu  Buenos 
Ayres,  Wise  Hawksbee,  before  you  start  back  to 
the  Xorth  ?"  he  continued. 

"I'm  not  quite  certain  how  long  father  will 
stay.     I'd  like  to  see  the  country  and  feel  very 


much  '  traveled '  when  we  go  home ;  hut  he  says 
it  is  fever  time,  and  we  may  not  be  able  to  land 
oven.  I  should  think  it  would  be  a  dangerous 
time  for  you  to  acclimate  yourself,  Mr,  Benton." 

"  Oh,  there  are  healthy  sections  away  from  the 
rivers  and  seacoast  and  swamps.  There  ai'e  some 
of  the  most  beautiful  spots  in  the  world  in  South 
America." 

Benton  went  on  to  describe  the  magnificent 
estate  he  had  planned.  He  felt  at  times  like 
blurting  out  to  this  schoolgirl  of  yesterday  that 
ho  was  omnipotent  with  the  might  of  riches,  and 
could  command  the  things  that  the  world  had  to 
give.  He  wished  that  there  were  others  around 
that  she  might  see  how  people  would  defer  to 
him.  He  inventoried  his  history,  his  attainments 
— everything,  in  fact,  that  pertained  to  him- 
self— and  found  nothing  that  she  would  care  for. 
The  thought  egged  him  on  to  be  desperately  in 
love  with  Regiua  Hawksbee.  When  the  world 
lay  at  his  feet,  was  this  the  first  fruit  of  his 
wealth  and  success  ? 

He  was  in  a  savage  mood  with  himself  when  he 
arose  on  the  day  the  captain  had  predicted  their 
arrival,  and  found  that  the  steamer  had  stopped. 


"nEOIlTA  COtLD  KOT  BUT  INBIBT  ON  DEFIXT 
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He  was  on  deck  in  a  moment,  and  saw  that  the 
Swordj}.sh  was  anchored  at  the  month  of  the  port. 
He  looked  up  the  captain  to  inquire  why  they 
were  waiting. 

"  Do  you  get  a  pilot  ?"  he  inquired. 

"  No.'* 

"  Then  why  don't  you  go  ahead  ?'* 

"If  you'll  come  down  into  the  cabin  I'll  tell 
you,  Mr.  Benton." 

The  two  men  proceeded  to  one  of  the  empty 
cabins  below. 

"  Well,  captain,  let's  have  it,"  he  said,  briskly, 
with  an  attempt  to  ignore  the  sullen  humor  of 
his  companion. 

Hawksbee  cut  oflf  a  generous  amount  of  plug 
and  began  ruminating  upon  it  before  he  said, 
slowly,  with  an  ugly  inflection  : 

"What  I've  been  thinkin' is  that  this  trip  is 
payin'  yon  more'n  your  share — that's  as  compared 
with  what  I'm  gettin'  out  of  it.  There  ain't  that 
difference  between  the  work  we've  done." 

Benton's  face  flushed  ;  but  he  said,  calmly: 

"  Hawksbee,  I  made  you  a  generous  offer  as  far 
as  salary  is  concerned,  and  you  accepted  my 
terms.  If  you  choose  to  ask  for  more  now,  and 
can  show  me  any  good  reason " 

"  Hold  up  !"  sternly  interrupted  the  captain, 
with  an  anger  born  of  his  own  shame  and  a  con- 
sciousness of  the  attempt  to  du|)e  him.  "  Hold 
up  here !  Yon  know  what  I  mean.  I  intend  to 
be  in  on  this  deal.  You  couldn't  have  got  here 
but  for  me,  and  I  can  sail  vou  into  the  harbor 
now,  and  give  you  up  to  that  United  States  man- 
o'-war.  I  think  I've  done  enough  for  half  of 
what's  in  those  trunks  to  belong  to  me.  I  want 
my  daughter  to  cut  some  figger  in  the  world,  and 
I  guess  that'll  help  her.  That's  why  we're  an- 
chored here,  Mr.  Benton.  I'm  waitin'  for  an  an- 
swer to  that." 

" Hawksbee,"  said  Benton,  with  dignity,  "do 
you  know  what  you  are  doing  ?  You  are  holding 
tlie  owner  of  the  boat  you've  been  hired  to  captain 
from  landing  because  he  will  not  divide  his  per- 
sonal property  with  you." 

But  it  would  not  do.  Benton  saw  in  the  cap- 
tain's eye  that  it  would  not. 

"  I  will  give  you  till  to-morrow  night  to  pony 
up.  If  you  haven't  come  around  by  that  time  I 
will  have  you  put  in  irons." 

"  Hawksbee,"  said  Benton  again,  after  a  pause 
— and  this  time  the  captain  looked  toward  him 
caught  by  a  new  chord  in  the  man's  voice — "there 
is  another  way  to  fix  it,  I  think.  There  is  a  great 
deal  of  money  there,  Hawksbee.  There  are  a 
million  of  dollars  in  that  stateroom."  The  cap- 
tain's eyes  bulged.  "  You  want  some  of  it  to 
make  your  daughter  a  fine  hidy.     I  don't  want  it 


for  anything  else."  The  captain  was  an  expectant 
statue.  "I  waut  to  make  your  daughter  my  wife, 
and " 

"  Why,  you  deuced  rascal,"  cried  the  captain, 
"I'd  see  her  dead  and  buried  first  I" 

With  an  intolerable  rush  of  rage  Benton  struck 
him  in  the  face  a  blow  that  made  him  reel  against 
the  cabin  wall. 

The  blow  would  have  stunned  a  less  robust  man, 
but  the  captain  recovered  and  grappled  fiercely 
with  his  opponent,  threatening  to  break  his  ribs- 
in  a  tremendous  bearlike  gnp  that  brought  him 
too  close  for  Benton's  longer  arms  to  strike.  The 
younger  man  had  not  the  oxlike  strength  of 
Hawksbee,  but  more  than  made  up  for  it  by  an 
extraordinary  activity  and  quickness.  He  sud 
denly  extricated  himself  from  the  captain's  deadly 
embrace,  lowered  his  head  like  a  flash,  and  with 
a  terrible  momentum  butted  his  opponent  below 
the  chest.  The  next  moment  his  fingers  had 
closed  about  Hawksbee's  throat,  when  the  door 
opened  and  Regina's  frightened  face  appeared. 
His  hand  relaxed. 

An  hour  later  Benton  threw  himself  on  his 
knees  before  Regina  and  begged  her  to  forgive 
him,  to  believe  that  he  loved  her. 

"  You  are  the  first  woman — the  first  human  be- 
ing— who  has  come  into  my  life  !"  he  cried,  with 
the  passion  of  a  strong  man.  "  You  are  necessary 
to  me — you  represent  a  whole  world  that  I  have 
missed  !  I  can  never  live  again  without  you  !" 
And  when  he  saw  that  there  was  repulsion,  even 
horror,  in  the  girl's  look  his  great  frame  heaved 
with  racking  sobs  that  drew  her  pity  even  then 
as  she  hurried  from  the  room. 

When,  on  the  following  morning,  the  captain 
was  chipper  enough  to  move  about,  one  of  the^ 
first  discoveries  he  made  was  that  his  bird  had 
flown.  Two  sailors  and  the  largest  ship's  boat 
were  also  missing,  which  suggested  the  means  by 
which  had  been  overcome  the  obstacles  of  flying 
with  four  thousand  pounds  of  gold. 

On  the  third  day  after  these  stirring  events 
aboard  the  Swordjish  a  man  rode  down  to  the 
beach  nearly  opposite  the  spot  where  she  had  just 
weighed  anchor  for  home,  dismounted,  and  began 
to  adjust  a  pair  of  field  glasses.  As  he  glanced 
over  the  horizon  he  gave  a  quick  start,  then  ex- 
citedlv  searched  the  inner  harbor,  and  finallv 
threw  himself  on  his  horse  to  gallop  madly  around 
the  bend  which  hid  the  mouth  of  the  bay  and  the 
open  sea  from  view.  A  long  pencil  of  smoke  to  the 
east  marked  tlie  passage  of  an  outbound  steamer. 
A  sharp  silhouette  on  the  rising  beach,  the  horse- 
man held  the  glasses  on  the  ship  until  long  after 
it  had  slowly  passed  out  of  sight  in  the  sham- 
bling waves. 


Writ  ia  it  lies  so  limp  and  sear 
Upon  Uie  dusty  garret  floor  ? 

I  stand  outside  and  canons  peer 

Through  the  lialf-open  crealcing  door. 

A  breath  of  bitter  wind  sweeps  in 
And  lifts  the  ragged  relic  wsu; 

It  skims  along  in  eddies  fleet. 

And  falls— an  old  palmetto  fan ! 


THE  SPIRIT   OF   THE    WHEAT. 


THE    OLD    PALMETTO    FAN. 

Bv  Clara  Dargan  MacLean. 

A  faded  name 


ne  thereon  is  traced — 
"  Minnie."  and  date  ten  years  ago. 
0  Life,  what  mockery  is  this '. 

0  Deatli.  how  crnel  was  tb;  blow! 

The  icy  blast  swirls  roand  the  bonso— 

1  hear  bat  breeze  of  rosy  Jane ; 
The  cobwebbed  panes  are  dark  with  rimi 

I  see  bat  flowers  and  stars  and  mo< 


Flow,  tears,  fresh  from  a  spring  divine, 
Cleat  as  the  fabled  fonnt  of  Truth. 

Where  I  behold  this  wintry  scene 

Transfigured  with  tlie  light  of  youth. 


THE    SPIRIT   OF   THE    WHEAT. 


Bv  EnwAHi 

StTCH  times  ns  windy  mooils  do  stir 
The  foamless  billows  of  the  wheat 

I  catch  the  floating  limbs  of  lier. 
In  instant  visions  melting  sweet. 

A  milky  shoulder's  dip  and  glenm. 

Or  onus  that  clasp  upon  the  air, 
An  upturned  face's  rosy  ilream, 

Half  blinded  by  its  sunlight  Lair; 


lid  the 


A  bannting  u 

And  rapture  of  thnt  siiininer  se 
A  siren  of  elusive  spell. 

Born  of  the  womb  of  mystery ; 


-ell 


That,  airy-limbed,  awims  fancy-free. 
Glad  in  tbe  Bumnier's  mellow  prime, 

Full-veined  ivith  life's  felicity 

And  hope  that  knows  no  winter  time. 


Who,  when  the  glau 

O'er  her  dusk  sea  its  firefly  stara, 
Against  the  hush,  with  faint  voice  sings, 

Unto  her  sweet  harp's  wayward  bars ; 

Till  sitTks  st  last,  in  sunset  slon-, 
Midsnmmer's  long,  luinrions  day. 

Deepening  the  wheat  nn  amber  glow. 
When  subtly  flees  the  wraith  away. 


Gold  iq  paying  rjuautities  can  be  produced 
iritli  loss  human  labor  tban  stiver 

Golil  la  fonnd  practically  pure  m  nuggets  It 
is  also  found  pure  lu  small  particles  in  placer 
mines,  and  is  called  gold  dust.  Placer  mines  are 
the  sand  bars  of  living  streams,  or  the  beds  of 
dead  rivers,  or  the  gravel  wash  of  mountains  de- 
posited at  lower  levels  by  the  force  of  water. 
The  gold  ia  taken  from  these  placers  by  "pan- 
ning," which  requires  a  man,  a  tin  pan,  water 
and  some  slight  skill ;  or  it  ia  secured  through 
means  of  ahiice  bo:teB,  the  water  being  run 
through  A  flume,  and  the  same  result  reached  as 
by  panning,  though  tlie  returns  are  greater;  or, 
again,  it  is  obtained  by  the  hydraulic  process,  in 
which  water,  given  a  tremendous  head,  ia  turned 
against  huge  gravel  banks  witli  such  force  as  to 
wash  the  banks  entirely  away.  By  each  of  these 
methods  the  gold  ia  liberated  from  Ihe  dirt  or 
gravel.  These  melJiods  arc  comparatively  inex- 
pensive, the  cheapest  and  simplest  form  being 
"panning,"  though  the  profits  are  porliapa  greater 


in  tlie  other  coses,  depending  ontirelyon 
tht.  amount  of  dirt  that  can  be  handled 
an  1  ma  le  to  yield  the  free  gold  it  holds. 

S  1  cr  is  not  obtained  by  any  of  these 
methods.  Jtarely,  ruby  silver  and  wire 
Silver  are  discovered  ;  always,  however, 
in  quantities  unimportant  in  a  commercial  sense. 
There  are  no  mountains  of  silver.  Persons  speak- 
ing of  silver  in  that  extravagant  way  are  guilty  of 
the  veriest  nonsense.  As  a  rule,  when  gold  ia 
found  in  quartz  and  is  mined  as  silver  is  mined, 
it  takes  less  gold  valued  in  dollars  and  cents  to 
enable  its  production  at  a  profit  than  silver.  Large 
profits  are  realized  from  gold  mines  where  the  ore 
carries  but  two  dollars  in  gold  to  the  ton.  Silver 
ore  never  existed  in  quantities  to  payunlese  carry- 
ing til5  to  the  ton.  Oftener  it  takes  t;30  to  »30 
to  the  ton  to  leave  any  rational  hope  for  a  margin 
of  profit. 

The  production  of  silver  always  involves  what 
may  be  fairly  termed  mining.  Mining  in  tlie 
West  is  the  sinking  of  shafts,  the  running  of  tun- 
nels, and  the  many  details  of  labcr  unimportant 
to  the  uninformed,  but  to  the  knowing  indispen- 
sable. The  initiated  alone  can  fairly  appreciate 
the  incalculable  eipenae  involved  in  reducing  ore 
to  metal  once  the  ore  has  been  found. 

Few  mines  have  yielded  such  steady  revenues 
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as  the  Ontario  of  Utah.  Yet  it  is  no  extravagance 
to  declare  that  this  mine  has  won  its  repntation 
and  maintained  its  prestige  by  means  that  would 
have  appalled  nine-tenths  of  the  single-standard 
men  who,  without  knowledge,  speak  glibly  of  the 
untold  wealth  made  by  silver-mine  owners. 

At  the  time  of  its  discovery  the  Ontario  Mine 
was  located  some  thirty- five  miles  from  railroad 
communication — at  a  point  then  presumed  for- 
ever to  be  inaccessible  to  railroads.  A  little  poor 
timber  was  in  the  neighborhood  ;  in  the  spring, 
some  grass  ;  in  the  summer,  no  water  ;  in  winter, 
dense  snows  and  extreme  cold,  and  always  some 
undergrowth  of  brush.  No  road  led  to  it  or  past 
it.  It  was  m  a  gulch,  and  everything  had  to  be 
hauled  to  it  in  wagons.  Yet,  directly  and  indi- 
rectly, through  the  discovery  of  that  one  mine. 
Park  City  was  brought  into  existence — a  mining 
city  that  to-day  has  about  8,000  inhabitants,  with 
almost  every  possible  home  comfort  aud  conve- 
nience for  its  people;  with  banks,  first-class 
schools,  and  with  two  railroads  contending  for  its 
traffic.  Other  mines  were  discovered  and  worked 
later,  and  a  pay  roll  aggregating  close  upon 
^5,000,000  was  annually  distributed  in  that  neigh- 
borhood, until  unfriendly  legislation  forced  the 
closing  down  of  many  of  the  properties,  and 
wholly  discouraged  prospecting  for  other  silver- 
ore  bodies. 

The  production  of  ore  in  the  Ontario  Mine  is 
practically  a  history  of  the  production  of  silver  in 
nearly  all  mines  that  have  been  recognized  as 
yielding  heavy  returns. 

Since  the  Ontario  was  discovered  a  shaft  has 
been  sunk  in  it  a  perpendicular  depth  of  over 
1,500  feet.  Imagine  a  well  or  an  elevator  way,  5 
feet  wide  by  14  feet  long,  going  straight  down  for 
1,500  feet,  and  a  fair  conception  may  be  had  of 
this  shaft.  As  each  100  feet  of  depth  is  reached 
what  IS  called  a  *' station"  is  put  in.  This  sta- 
tion answers  to  a  floor  in  an  elevator.  Ten  sta- 
tions would  indicate  that  a  shaft  was  1,000  feet 
deep  and  had  ten  levels,  or  floors.  Each  station 
also  marks  the  beginning  of  tunnels,  or  ''  levels," 
that  run  in  different  directions,  always,  of  course, 
toward  the  ore.  In  the  Ontario  and  Daly  Mines, 
which  are  connected  with  each  other,  and  which 
are  worked  under  one  management,  there  cannot 
be  less  than  fifty  miles  of  these  tunnels,  each  4 
to  6  feet  wide  and  6  to  9  feet  high.  Experience 
has  shown  that  mines  can  be  worked  profitably 
only  by  means  of  shafts,  tunnels  and  stopes. 

When  a  shaft  has  reached  a  depth  of  100  feet 
tunnels  are  driven  to  reach  the  ore  bodies.  The 
ore  lying  between  two  tunnels  when  taken  out 
falls  to  the  lower  tunnel,  and  is  there  handled  just 
as  coal   is  handled  in  bunkers.     It  is  taken  in 


small  cars  that  run  on  rails  to  the  station  for  that 
level ;  it  is  placed  on  the  elevator,  or  cage,  in  the 
shaft,  and  then  hoisted  to  the  surface.  To  ex- 
tract the  ore  lying  between  two  tunnels  miners 
dig  what  is  called  an  **  upraise,"  or  a  *'8tope." 
They  work  up  tli rough  the  dirt  and  rock  and  ore 
to  the  tunnel  100  feet  above,  taking  out  all  the 
ore  as  they  go.  The  hole  thus  made  is  called  a 
"stope,"and  the  work  is  known  as  *'stoping." 
Meanwhile  the  tunnel  is  being  steadily  extended, 
and  at  different  points  in  it  other  stopes  are  be- 
gun, so  that  the  farther  the  tunnel  extends  the 
more  men  can  be  employed  in  taking  out  the  ore. 
The  shaft  also  is  being  sunk  deeper  all  the 
while ;  and  as  each  additional  100  feet  in  depth 
is  attained  other  tunnels  are  commenced  in  which 
new  stopes  are  run,  and  so  the  work  goes  on — the 
power  to  utilize  more  men  profitably  increasing 
constantly  with  the  increase  in  the  depth  of  the 
shaft  and  the  number  of  tunnels. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  the  ore  extracted 
is  but  a  small  proportion  of  the  bulk,  or  gross 
amount  of  matter,  moved.  The  ore  is  kept  apart 
from  the  "  waste,"  which  is  a  miner's  term  for 
the  matter  handled  that  is  not  ore. 

The  Ontario  is  what  is  called  a*' wet  mine." 
Veins,  or  streams  of  water,  run  through  it.  As 
the  tunnels  are  farther  extended,  as  the  stopes 
become  more  numerous  and  as  the  depth  of  the 
shaft  increases  the  volume  of  water  is  steadily 
augmented.  If  not  controlled  the  water  would 
flood  the  mine  and  flow  out  of  the  surface  of  the 
shaft.  To  prevent  such  a  possibility  a  great  Cor- 
liss engine,  driven  by  a  strong  battery  of  boilers, 
works  heavy  pumps  day  and  night  to  force  tho 
water  out.  These  pumps  are  all  in  duplicate,  so 
that  time  will  not  be  lost,  and  the  water  so  gain 
a  dangerous  headway  in  case  a  pump  becomes 
disabled.  These  pumps  force  millions  of  gallons 
of  water  daily  out  of  the  Ontario  Mine. 

Then  again,  wet  mines  are  esteemed  more  dan- 
gerous than  those  in  which  there  is  no  water;  or 
if  water,  so  little  as  to  excite  no  anxiety.  Water 
makes  the  ground  in  mines  soft,  loose  and  uncer- 
tain. This  danger  has  to  be  guarded  against, 
and  heavier  timberins:  is  neetled  than  in  drv 
mines.  All  mines  have  to  be  timbered  to  keep 
the  earth  from  closing  together,  to  prevent  caves 
and  to  render  mines  safe  against  the  falling  of 
overhanging  bowlders  or  large  bodies  of  earth 
that  may  become  loose.  In  the  main,  the  tun- 
nels  are  driven  through  walls  of  solid  stone — 
sometimes  of  almost  incalculable  hardness.  They 
are  run  by  drilling  holes  into  the  rock,  charging 
the  holes  with  giant  powder,  and  then  exploding 
all  the  charges  as  nearly  simultaneously  as  pos- 
sible.    The   concussions   produced   by  these   ex- 
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plosions  in  a  confined  place  like  a  mine  tunnel 
are  very  decided  and  render  careful  timbering, 
no  matter  how  expensive,  absolutely  indispensa- 
ble to  the  safetv  of  the  men  as  well  as  to  the 
economical  working  of  the  mine  itself.  The  Ana- 
conda mining  properties  in  Butte  City,  Mont., 
are  said  to  consume  a  trainload  of  timbers  every 
twenty-four  hours  when  the  work  is  vigorously 
prosecuted.  Ingersoll  drills  are  generally  em- 
ployed in  the  large  mines  for  what  is  called  de- 
velopment work,  or  for  extending  the  levels. 
New  Yorkers  passing  along  Broadway  about  a 
year  ago  could  have  seen  these  drills  at  work  on 
the  foundation  of  the  new  Herald  Building.  The 
drills  are  operated  by  compressed  air  transmitted 
from  the  surface. 

Fresh  air  is  naturally  scarce  throughout  the 
mine  generally.  The  atmosphere  is  bad  because 
of  the  natural  dampness,  and  is  readily  vitiated 
by  the  unavoidable  nse  of  lamps  and  by  the  fre- 
quently recurring  explosions.  Moreover,  the  foul 
air  created  by  the  explosions  lingers  so  long  (and 
while  it  lasts  men  are  unable  to  work)  that  it  be- 
comes necessary  to  devise  a  means  for  supplying 
fresh  air.  80  an  additional  shaft  is  sunk,  as  great 
a  distance  as  possible  from  the  first.  This  latter 
is  called  an  air  shaft.  A  circulation  is  thus 
created,  and  a  better  and  more  generally  em- 
ployed means  in  large  mines  is  an  air  compressor 
— a  machine  that  drives  a  constant  and  healthy 
current  of  air  through  the  mine.  This  com- 
pressor, like  the  pumps,  the  engines  and  the 
hoisting  ap'pariitus,  increases  the  necessity  for 
more  power  and  involves  an  increased  consump- 
tion of  coal. 

Tyhen  the  ore  reaches  the  surface  it  is  not  yet 
silver  by  any  means.  From  the  mouth  of  the 
shaft  the  ore  is  carried  in  the  same  car  that  took 
it  from  the  *'stope,"  perhaps  1,500  feet  below 
the  surface  and  three-quarters  of  a  mile  in  the 
tunnel,  to  a  rock  crusher  which  grinds  it  up  as  a 
coffee  mill  grinds  coffee.  Rocks,  large  as  a  man's 
body,  are  reduced  almost  to  pebbles  by  the  power- 
ful teeth  of  this  machine.  Thence  it  passes 
through  a  drier,  which  takes  all  the  moisture 
from  the  ore.  Thus  dried,  it  is  conveyed  to  the 
battery,  or  stamp  mills,  where  it  is  slowly  turned 
under  stamps  that  resemble  pile  drivers — only 
there  are  a  great  many  stamps,  and  they  keep 
dropping  upon  tlie  ore  quickly  and  heavily  until  it 
is  crushed  or  stamped  to  dust.  Thence  it  is  taken 
through  a  roaster — a  Stetefeldt  furnace — a  fur- 
nace in  which  a  chemical  change  is  produced  that 
relea;?e3  the  silver  from  the  baser  metals.  The 
silver  is  then  taken  to  what  is  called  the  amal- 
gamating pans,  which  are  tubs  charged  with  quick- 
silver.    Tho  ?\\\-r\'  unites  with   the  quicksilver. 


forming  an  amalgam,  hence  the  term  amalga- 
mating pans.  The  amalgam  thus  produced  is 
placed  in  a  retort  heated  to  a  point  which  renders 
the  quicksilver  volatile,  and  it  passes  off  as  fumes, 
only,  however,  to  be  reduced  once  again  to  solid 
quicksilver  when  these  fumes  come  in  contact 
with  the  water  through  which  they  are  forced  to 
pass.  But  the  silver  itself,  practically  pure  at  last, 
remains  in  the  retort. 

To  this  end  men  perish  or  waste  their  lives 
away  seeking  for  silver  mines ;  to  this  end  shafts 
are  sunk,  tunnels  are  driven,  ''stopes'^are  run, 
air  shafts  are  opened,  and  all  the  machinery  of 
boilers,  engines,  pumps,  drills,  air  compressors, 
crushers,  stamps,  roasters,  amalgamators  and  re- 
torts are  employed.  It  can  hardly  be  said,  in 
view  of  these  facts,  that  the  acquiring  of  riches 
by  the  mining  of  silver  is  a  pastime. 

Another  process  of  extracting  the  silver  is  by 
smelting.  The  ore  is  put  in  the  smelter  and 
heated  to  such  a  degree  that  the  whole  mass — 
minerals,  rocks,  earth — becomes  veritable  lava, 
everything  being  in  a  molten  state.  In  this  condi- 
tion it  is  drawn  from  the  smelter  into  tanks  and 
allowed  to  cool.  The  precious  metal,  being  heav- 
ier, sinks  to  the  bottom  and  collects  in  the  form 
of  a  button  which  is  disclosed  when  the  hardened 
contents  of  the  tanks  are  broken  up. 

There  is  still  another  method — lixiviation.  In 
this  the  reduction  of  the  ore  is  accomplished  by 
the  use  of  chemicals,  and  is  too  detailed  and  in- 
tricate to  justify  a  brief  explanation.  But  what- 
ever the  method,  it  is  very  costly — the  cheapest 
way  being  always  by  the  use  of  the  most  expen- 
sive machinery  and  appliances.  Moreover,  the 
process  of  reduction  varies  according  to  the  pres- 
ence in  the  ore  of  other  metals  than  those  sought 
for— metals  that  are  practically  valueless,  or  re- 
fractory— so  called  because  increasing  the  cost  of 
obtaining  the  gold  or  silver. 

Were  this  all,  the  labor  involved  in  the  produc- 
tion of  silver  would  still  be  a  grave  problem,  even 
after  it  is  known  to  exist  in  a  mine  in  paying  quan- 
tities. The  work  described  so  far  is  but  part  of 
the  Ontario's  troubles  ! 

The  presence  of  water  in  that  mine  became  so 
burdensome,  and  the  cost  of  lifting  it  to  the  sur- 
face so  great  when  a  depth  of  COO  feet  ha<l  been 
reached,  that  it  was  decided,  in  the  interest  of 
economy,  to  run  a  tunnel  on  a  gradually  rising 
incline  from  a  point  outside  the  mine  until  the 
shaft  had  been  connected  with  at  a  depth  of  600 
feet.  To  this  end  a  tunnel,  large  enough  not 
alone  for  water,  but  also  to  take  the  ore  through, 
was  driven  in  about  half  a  mile.  The  results 
justified  the  undertaking.  But  when  the  mine 
had  been   opened  to  a  depth  of  1,200  feet  the 
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problem  of  liandliug  tlie  water  was  renewed  with 
grarer  aspect,  as  by  reason  of  the  more  extended 
workings  the  water  had  greatly  increased,  and  it 
naturally  aoiiglit  the  lower  workings  and  had  to 
bo  lifted  to  the  GOO-foot  level.  It  was  decided 
that  it  would  be  economy  to  build  still  another 
tunnel,  this  time  connecting  with  the  shaft  in  the 
mino  at  a  depth  of  1,500  feet.  The  work  was  be- 
gun Bomo  six  years  ago,  and  has  been  prosecuted 
with  Tigor  and  almost  without  interrnption  ever 
since.  Mr.  R.  C.  Ghanibeig,  who  has  directed  all 
work  of  this  mine  ever  since  its  discovery,  states 
that  it  will  bo  completed  before  the  end  of  this 
year.  It  will  be  over  three  miles  long,  and  will 
haro  cost  over  $500,000.  Despite  these  untoward 
circumstances,  the  Ontario  is  an  exceptionally  fii- 
Tored  mine.  It  is  not,  therefore,  surprising  that 
like  difficulties  besetting  many  another  property 
with  prospects  equally  as  bright  Imve  frightened 
its  owners  to  abandon  tts  development  and  work- 
ing, or  the  mino  has  been  rendered  valuclesa  by 
some  of  the  many  obstacles  that  have  not  been 
enumerated  here,  but  which  exist  none  the  less 
in  unhappy  abundance. 

The  JiuUion  and  Beck,  another  of  Utah's  great 
mines,  is  dry.  In  fact,  the  water  used  in  it  had 
to  be  brought  to  it  at  great  expense,  as  also  to 
other  valuable  properties  in  the  neighborhood. 
The  Bullion  and  Beck  was  relieved  of  the  danger 
and  cost  above  described  of  handling  water  in  wet 
mines.  Yet,  after  the  property  had  been  worked 
to  a  depth  of  900  feet,  tlio  ore  body  and  the 
miners  parted  company.  Before  ore  ivns  again 
discovered  tunnels  had  been  driven  well-iiigli 
on  to  1,000  feet  through  solid  stone  and  at  iin 
enormous  outlay.     Few  persons  will    deny  that 
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tlie  courage  to  per- 
sist iii  this  work, 
merited  the  reward 
that  followed  when 
the  ore  was  on  ce- 
more  encountered. 
Suppose  the  com- 
bination of  missing 
oie  (as  once  in  the- 
Bullion  and  fieck) 
und  of  abundant 
water  (as  in  th& 
Ontario)  should  ex- 
ist in  one  property  ?■ 
It  is  by  uo  means- 
unusual.  Supposer 
further,  the  com- 
bination exist  and 
the  ore  body  is  never 
recovered  ?  This  is 
often  the  case. 
All  these  difliculties  seem  to  ,iustify  the  conten- 
tion of  silver-mine  owners  that  they  do  not  ob- 
serve any  unseemly  haste  on  the  part  of  European 
and  Eastern  money  lenders  to  abandon  their  pres- 
ent business  ways  and  rush  into  the  production. 
of  silver,  despite  the  assertions  that  certain  aniV 
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almost  boundless  wealth  must  follow  the  mining  of 
silver. 

KELATIVE   COST  OF  PRODUCTION. 

As  to  the  relative  cost  of  producing  gold  and 
silver,  the  best  authority  should  be  the  man  who 
produces  both.  Mr.  J.  R.  Walker^  president  of  the 
Union  National  Bank  in  Salt  Lake  City,  has 
mined  in  Utah,  Idaho,  Nevada,  Montana  and 
elsewhere.  He  has  mined  both  gold  and  silver, 
mines  both  metals  to-day,  and  has  mined  them  for 
twenty  years.  He  should  be  good  authority.  In 
a  letter  dealing  with  the  cost  of  producing  gold 
and  silver  he  makes  the  statements  quoted  here  : 
'^  Where  the  mining  of  gold  and  silver  is  on  the 
same  lines,  and  both  are  reduced  to  metal  instead 
of  being  found  in  a  .free  state,  the  machinery 
for  reducing  gold  costs  about  one-third  what  the 
machinery  for  silver  costs.  I  know  in  my  own 
mind  that  it  costs  just  as  much  to  produce  16 
ounces  of  chemically  pure  silver  as  one  ounce  of 
chemically  pure  gold,  and  that  is  the  ratio  of  the 
two  metals;  i.e.,  16  ounces  of  silver  at  11.29.29 
equals  120.69  (about),  which  is  the  value  of  one 
ounce  of  gold  refined  to  coinage  standard.  Veins 
of  gold  are  generally  smaller  than  those  of  silver ; 
they  do  not  require  as  heavy  machinery  to  work 
them ;  nor  are  gold  mines  as  a  rule  so  much 
troubled  with  water.  The  expense  of  pumping 
is  therefore  not  so  great.  Moreover,  gold  is  more 
generally  mined  where  food  and  wages  are  materi- 
ally lower,  as  in  California,  where  fuel  is  cheaper 
and  where  much  of  the  work  is  done  by  water 
power.  Silver-mining  districts,  on  the  other 
band,  are  generally  high  in  the  mountains  and 
distant  from  the  great  forests  and  coal  beds ;  they 
are  above  the  flow  of  water,  so  that  water  power 
cannot  be  employed ;  they  are  so  difficult  of  ac- 
cess that  the  machinery,  coal,  timber,  food — every- 
thing— can  only  be  secured  at  the  desired  point  at 
great  expense.  The  cost  of  machinery  for  hoist- 
ing the  ore  and  for  pumping  water  is,  on  an  av- 
erage, about  ten  times  as  great  for  silver  as  for 
gold  mines."  (The  pumping  machinery  o\\  the 
old  Comstock  in  Nevada,  on  the  Ontario  in  Utah, 
on  the  Alice  and  Moulton,  at  Walkerville,  Mont., 
on  many  of  the  Colorado  properties — in  fact, 
throughout  the  mining  regions  generally — are 
cases  in  point.)  Mr.  V/alker  adds  :  "I  have  yet  to 
see  a  pumping  plant  on  any  gold  mine  the  cost  of 
which  was  not  insignificant  compared  with  the 
cost  of  like  plants  on  the  larger  silver  properties. 
The  great  gold  yield  of  California  and  Australia 
was  mainly  the  product  of  the  pick  and  the  shovel.  , 
There  is  no  especial  science  either  in  the  mining 
or  the  milling  of  gold  ores.  Gold  ore,  in  what  is 
called  the  free  state,  can  be  seen  in  a  metallic 
condition  at  the  time  it  is  mined,  and  it  is  saved 


by  a  very  simple  and  comparatively  inexpensive 
process.  Silver  is  rarely  found  in  a  metallic  con- 
dition. The  separation  of  silver  from  other  metals 
is  a  detailed,  scientific  and  expensive  process  ;  and 
the  average  cost  is  nearly  six  times  greater  than 
the  cost  of  reducing  gold.'' 

As  in  silver  so  in  gold  mining,  courage  and 
confidence  are  indispensable.  While  the  returns 
may  be  large,  they  are  not  out  of  proportion  to 
the  hazard- taken,  and  the  treasure  of  human  life 
sacrificed  in  the  lust  for  gold  and  silver  has  in- 
volved a  financial  loss — to  speak  nothing  of  the 
sundered  family  ties,  deserted  homes  and  broken 
hearts — that  the  vast  yield  of  the  mines,  brought 
to  human  knowledge  as  a  result,  but  poorly  re- 
pays. 

RELATIVE  VALUE   OF  GOLD  TO  SILVER. 

There  is  nearly  nineteen  times  more  silver  in 
the  world  than  gold,  measured  by  weight.  For 
the  five  hundred  years  ending  1880,  according  to 
Mulliall,  the  total  yield  of  gold  in  the  world  was 
10,355  tons  ;  of  silver,  193,000  tons.  In  the  thir- 
teen years  that  have  elapsed  since  the  date  of  that 
computation  the  proportion  of  silver  has  slightly 
increased. 

Is  not  the  relative  value  of  all  metals--silver 
and  gold  included — one  of  quantity  ?  Iron  is 
cheaper  than  lead,  lead  than  copper,  copper  than 
silver,  and  silver  than  gold  ;  each  metal  in  turn  is 
more  valuable  than  the  ore  named  preceding  be- 
cause scarcer,  or  less  available,  or  more  difficult  of 
production.  Were  all  metals  equally  abundant, 
equally  available  and  equally  as  cheap  to  produce, 
what  possible  claim  could  exist  for  a  varying 
value?  As  they  difiFer  in  these  respects  so  they 
naturally  differ  in  the  estimation  of  men.  This 
is  nature's  basis  of  relative  value.  Assuming, 
therefore,  that  the  cost  of  producing  the  different 
metals  is  in  proportion  to  the  known  quantity  of 
each,  there  should  be  free  and  unlimited  coinage 
of  silver,  just  as  of  gold,  the  world  over,  at  a  ratio 
of  a  little  less  than  nineteen  ounces  of  silver  to 
one  ounce  of  gold. 

PRODUCTION   OF    PRECIOUS   METALS. 

Taking  the  figures  of  production  as  given  by 
Mulhall,  out  of  a  total  of  10,355  tons  of  gold,  the 
American  Continent  yielded  4,262  tons — a  little 
over  four-tenths.  To  the  total  production  of 
193,000  tons  of  silver,  based  on  the  same  compn- 
tation^  the  United  States,  Central  and  Spanish 
Americas  and  Peru  and  Mexico  contribnted 
161,800 — or  a  little  over  five-sixths  of  the  whole; 

Estimating  the  production  at  its  accredited 
value,  and  out  of  a  total  of  ♦14,675,000,000  in 
gold  and  silver  the  American  Continent  has- 
yielded  about  1510,000,000,000.     It  has  therefore. 
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produced  about  two-thirds  of  the  metals  which 
constitute  the  wealth  measures  of  the  world.  The 
fiignificant  fact  iu  this  connection  is  that  this 
continent  has  now  only  about  one-fifth  the  world's 
coin  in  circulation,  while  that  part  of  the  world 
which  produced  less  than  one-third  of  the  pre- 
cious metals  now  owns  four-fifths  of  the  wealwh 
measure  made  from  these  metals. 

Of  the  present  annual  total  gold  yield  the 
American  Continent  produces  about  one-third  ; 
of  the  total  silver  production  our  share  is  over 
five-sixths. 

Having  undoubted  control  of  the  coined  money 
of  the  world,  is  it  not  wise  financiering  on  the 
part  of  Europe  to  insist  that  a  gold  standard  be 
established  ?  If  silver  be  recognized  and  the 
production  of  both  gold  and  silver  continue 
among  the  nations  at  the  same  ratio  as  at  present 
our  country  would  soon  be  the  banker  of  the 
world.  By  demonetizing  silver,  and  with  the 
United  States  producing  but  one- third  the  gross 
annual  yield  of  gold,  the  monetary  prestige  of 
Europe  will  remain  fixed  and  this  country  con- 
tinue a  persistent  borrower  of  that  gold  which  she 
produced  and  which  Europe  has  become  pos- 
sessed of. 

FREK   COINAGE   AND    RATIO. 

Money,  whether  gold,  or  silver,  or  paper,  is 
only  a  token  of  wealth.  Speaking  generally,  gold 
and  silver  and  paper  are  of  value  only  as  they 
represent  so  many  days'  labor  in  all  the  fields  of 
human  labor.  Money  is  human  labor  stored  up. 
Men  accept  money  in  return  for  their  labor  be- 
cause with  it  they  can  buy  the  labor  of  other 
men  in  any  of  the  infinite  vocations  of  civilized 
life,  and  because  also  they  can  buy  this  labor  at 
any  time  they  want  it.  Deprive  money  of  the 
fixed  confidence  it  possesses  in  this  respect,  and 
is  ceases  to  exist  as  a  measure  or  standard  for 
wealth.  Neither  gold  nor  silver  is  actual  wealth 
to  the  extent  that  they  are  employed  in  ftpre- 
fienting  wealth.  If  by  the  failure  of  the  wheat 
crop  in  extended  area  there  follows  generally  a 
diminished  supply,  the  effect  is  to  enhance  the 
value  of  the  wheat  that  can  be  marketed.  Not 
fio  with  gold  ;  whether  abundant  or  scarce,  whether 
a  specific  quantity  may  have  cost  ten  dollars  or 
ten  cents  in  human  labor,  its  value  is  fixed,  and 
fixed  by  law.  The  owner  of  gold,  whatever  its 
f«rm — whether  as  gold  dust,  as  nuggets,  as  jew- 
elry— can  have  it  coined  into  the  legal  currency 
of  the  country  by  government  employes  without 
cost  to  him  and  practically  without  waste.  This 
is  free  coinage  of  gold. 

Silver,  on  the  contrary,  is  purchased  by  the 
government  at  the  lowest  figure.  Hence,  while 
silver  is  uncoined  it  hfis  no  fixed  value.    Friends 


of  silver  demand  for  it  the  same  friendly  legisla- 
tion that  is  given  to  gold,  so  that  the  product  of 
silver  mines,  in  whatever  form  presented,  if  re- 
fined to  the  legal  standard,  shall  be  coined  at 
government  mints  into  the  legal  currency  of  the 
nation,  without  cost  to  the  owner  and  practically 
without  waste.  This,  then,  is  in  substance  what 
is  meant  by  those  who  demand  the  free  coinage 
of  silver. 

The  ratio  that  should  prevail  between  gold 
and  silver  is  a  different  subject.  In  1873  (the 
year  when  legislation  began  which  has  resulted 
in  the  practical  demonetization  of  silver)  the 
law  declared  that  sixteen  ounces  of  coined  silver 
should  be  worth  as  much  as  one  ounce  of  coined 
gold  as  a  legal  tender.  At  that  time  and  under 
that  ratio  silver  was  at  a  premium  above  gold, 
and  its  adherents  claim  that  the  gradual  deprecia- 
tion in  value  of  silver  since  1873  is  chargeable  to 
the  unfriendly  legislation  then  commenced.  They 
hold  also  that  a  restoration  of  the  conditions  ex- 
isting prior  and  up  to  1873  would  result  in  plac- 
ing silver  at  a  premium  above  gold,  as  it  was  in 
1873. 

Mr.  Walker  states  that  it  costs  as  much  to  pro- 
duce sixteen  ounces  of  chemically  pure  silver  as 
to  produce  one  ounce  of  chemically  pure  gold. 
The  contention  here,  however,  is  that  nature  de- 
clares one  ounce  of  gold  to  be  worth  as  much  as  a 
little  less  than  nineteen  ounces  of  silver ;  while 
gold  monometallists  aver  that  silver  can  only  be 
viewed  in  the  same  light  as  any  other  commodity. 
Thus  the  controversy  stands ;  silver,  however,  be- 
ing practically  demonetized  and  gold  consequently 
enhanced  in  value. 

GOLD   AND   SILVER   A   LOSS  TO  THE   WORLD. 

It  may  well  be  doubted  if  the  world  has  not 
actually  lost  through  the  human  labor  involved 
in  the  production  of  its  precious  metals,  unless 
we  attach  to  gold  and  silver  the  uncertain  vjilue 
that  legislation  clothes  them  with  because  of  their 
use  iu  facilitating  the  exchange  of  human  prod- 
ucts. Neither  is  possessed  of  such  especial  beauty 
that  it  is,  on  this  account,  to  be  desired  above  all 
other  metals.  Their  production  is  due  first  to 
the  desire  of  mankind  for  rare  or  unusual  adorn- 
ment and  embellishment.  That  they  later  be- 
came a  medium  for  exchange  among  men  is  due 
also  to  their  rarity  and  to  the  cost  of  procuring 
them.  Their  production  ever  has  been,  and  pre- 
sumably ever  will  be,  uncertain — promising  vast 
^wealth  to  the  very  fortunate  and  assuring  poverty 
to  those  that  pursue  them  without  the  favors  of 
fortune.  Men  who  mine  gold  and  silver  are  ever 
environed  by  the  danger  of  a  failing  supply  at  any 
point  or  at  any  time.     No  amount  of  labor,  how- 
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ever  persiateot ;  no  degree  of  patience,  however 
nntiring  ;  no  amount  of  capital,  however  bound- 
less, will  secnre  a  profitable  yield  of  the  precious 
metak.  It  is  fonnd  only  where  God  Buffers  it  to 
be.  Herein  lies  the  great  difference  between  min- 
ing for  the  precious  metals  and  the  stabler  pur- 
suits of  man.  Experience  is  valueless,  nud  judg- 
ment, however  deserving  of  confidence,  is  unavail- 


ing, in  the  location  of  profitablo  mines.  These 
qualities  are  essential  to  good  and  economical 
business  management ;  but  the  fact  remains  that 
the  chance  investment  of  a  few  hundred  dollars 
in  the  most  inauspicious  locations  lina  brought 
man  to  almost  untold  riches ;  while  millions  upon 
millions  of  dollars  have  been  sunk  in  the  most 
promising  prospects  and  the  end  has  been  ruin. 
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Chapter  XIII. —  (Continued). 


ADMUS  IIAUTON!"  lio  said, 
fat-  more  satisfactioii  in  his 
tone  than  that  worthy  cer- 
tainly evinced  nt  beholding 
Mr.  Bland. 

"All,  Bhmd,  happy  to  see 
jon  !  Lovely  weather,"  siiid 
Captain  Hnnton,  enavely, 
very  much  as  if  they  had 
parted  yesterday. 
He  was  dressed  for  traveling,  with  a  jaiiTity 
cap  over  his  short  brown  curls,  just  beginning  to 
show  liero  and  tliere  a  silvered  thread,  adding  to 
rather  than  detracting  from  the  full-blown  splen- 
dor of  hia  appearance. 

"  I  am  glad  to  meet  you,  Cadmus.  Can  I  have 
a  moment's  conversation  with  you  ?"  asked  Mr. 
Uland,  securing  him  by  passing  an  arm  through 
his. 

"Certainly,"  he  Eaid,  with  a  careless  laugh. 
"Not  about  my  rich  parvenu  son-in-law,  I  hope. 
You  know  he  shoulders  his  own  sins.  Heaven 
be  thanked  '"and  Cadmus  Hauton  laughed  gajly, 
showing  a  perfect  set  of  teeth,  almost  unpleasantly 
white,  under  hia  slightly  gray  mustache, 

"We  don't  ask  jou  to  shoulder  Harvey's  sins. 
That  would  be  too  much  even  for  you,"  answered 
Mr.  Bland,  quietly. 

"  Pardonnez-moi  I"  pleasantly  rejoined  Hauton, 
shrugging  his  shoulders.  "  AVhen  I  am  asked  for 
It  moments  conversation  I  invariably  expect  an 
unpaid  bill,  or  an  inquiry  into  some  old  diablerie 
hushed  up  and  forgotten  long  ago." 

""Perhapa  you  are  nearer  the  truth  now,"  Mr. 
Bland  rejoined. 

"  I  thought  something  of  the  kind — experience, 

yon  know.     I  have  been  the  devil.  Bland,  and 

nobody  is  more  sorry  for  it  than  I  am  !"and  Cad- 
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mus  Ilauton's  mellifluous  tones  became  confiden- 
tially deprecating  in  this  hurst  of  repentance. 
"  What  is  it  now.  Bland  ?  Just  when  I  am  going 
to  settle  down  comfortably  on  Oscar  Harvey's  un- 
equaled  respectability  and " 

"Money,"  interposed  the  Kiwyer. 

"Precisely,"  was  the  unabashed  reply.  "A. 
man  must  take  care  of  himself  in  his  old  age." 

"  Tliat  does  not  necessitate  tlie  neglect  of  out- 
side revenues,  I  take  it  ?" 

"  By  no  means.  1  have  always  a  shrewd  eye  to 
revenues  from  any  source." 

"Then," deliberately  began  the  lawyer,  "I  will 
compensate  you  liberally  for  giving  me  the  truth 
of  that  interview  between  Colonel  Lawrence  ami 
John  Harvey  and  hia  son  Oscar.  I  will  pay  you 
a  large  sum  for  the  missing  papers." 

The  defiant  amile  on  the  dashing  captain's  lips 
became  fixed  and  rigid  as  lie  listened.  An  e.t- 
preseion  of  intense  surprise,  not  in  the  least  af- 
fected, ilittcd  over  his  features. 

"Oscar  is  going  to  reside  here.  It  seema  lo 
me  he  ia  the  proper  peraon  to  demand  thia  of,"  lie 
replied,     "How  could  I  get  such  information  ?" 

"  Vou  must  answer  that  question," pursued  Mr, 
Bland.  "  I  want  you  to  tell  mo  in  whose  owner- 
ship the  mortgage  belongs,  and  where  the  miasinfr 
money  went ;  also  where  the  proof  can  be  found." 

The  lawyer  spoke  positively.  If  he  hazarded 
mere  suspicion  the  line  between  conjecture  and 
knowledge  was  imperceptible  to  Cadmus  Hauton, 
who  certainly  winced. 

"I  should  be  charmed  to  give  any  information 
in  my  power,  but  no  one  can  espect  me  to  be  cog- 
nizant of  old  Harvey's  trickery.     I  am  sure " 

"  Cadmus,  we  have  knowu  each  other  for  more 
than   twenty  yeara — have  we  not  F"  asked  Mr. 
Bland. 
Haroh  Dwnber. 
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"By  George^  you  are  fonder  of  dates  than  I 
am  !  I  never  alloir  myself  to  recall  anything  hap- 
pening twenty  years  ago/'  rejoined  Marion's 
father^  exerting  his  most  delightful  snavity.      

**  Twenty  years  ago— ** 

'^  I  was  not  in  Yirginii^"  interrupted  Hanton, 
graciously. 

'^  True»  bnt  five  years  age  yea  were  on  the  bal- 
cony at  Chandos  Arms  when  Colonel  Lawrence 
and  John  Harvey  made  their  final  settlement.  I 
demand  of  you  where  the  money  went  and  where 
the  missing  papers  are  to  be  found.  I  have  rea- 
son to  know  that  you,  and  no  other,  can  inform  me 
«'f  this;  and  I  again  remind  you  that  I  will  com- 
])en6ate  you  liberally  for  that  information,"  added 
the  lawyer. 

Uauton  laughed,  while  he  glanced  keenly  and 
warily  into  the  other's  unreadable  face. 

*^  Parbleu  !  you  have  been  tracking  me.  Well, 
oiuifound  it  I  there's  nothing  for  me  to  conoeaL 
111  tell  ;^oa  everything  I  know.  Will  yon  be  in 
town  some  time  ?  There  are  a  hundred  attrac- 
tions—  LelH  at  the  opera  houee— a  magnificent 
voice." 

Mr.  Bland  rather  abmptly  intermjited  the  effu- 
sive review  of  indnoements. 

I  shall  be  here  a  few  weeks  on  urgent  busi- 
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ness. 

**  I'll  talk  over  this  businees  with  you!  Law- 
renoe  is  a  good  fellow.  Excuse  me  one  moment 
until  I  obtain  a  ticket  for  my  friend — the  beast 
was  eo  alow,  I  didn't  get  it — atnd  then  yon  shall 
ask  me  wliat  yon  please;  anything,  everything, 
all  things."  The  captain  laid  his  hand  on  his 
heart  with  a  charming  smile,  and  calling  back, 
*^  One  moment.  Bland !"  passed  into  the  ticket 
office. 

The  lawyer  watched  the  passengers  absently. 
Now  and  then  he  glanced  toward  the  crowd,  in 
which  Hauton's  jaunty  cap  was  visible.  A  shrill 
warning  whistle  startled  him.  He  sauntered  into 
the  ticket  office.  The  crowd  had  dispersed. 
Ilauton  was  not  there.  The  northern-bound 
train  moved  slowly  away,  and  in  one  of  the 
coaches  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  Cadmus  Hauton's 
jaunty  cap  and  slightly  gray  curls. 

"A  clever  dodge,"  muttered  the  lawyer ;  *'but 
it  proves  that  there  is  something  to  reveal.  I 
will  find  the  slippery  adventurer  when  I  have 
need  of  him."  

CHAPTER  XIV. 

THB  DKLUBION   OF    NiaBT. 

CHAifDos  Manor  wore  a  somewhat  less  de- 
serted aspect.  The  great  drawing  rooms  had 
been  duly  opened,  but  those  same  drawing  rooms 
were  forsaken  by  visitors.     A  fresh  stock  of  ex- 


otics in  the  conservatory  sent  their  subtle  perfume 
throngh  the  Inxarioua  apartments,  but  neither 
friend  nor  neighbor  came  to  inhale  their  fra- 
grance. The  county  families  held  aloof  with 
severe  silence.  The  Chandos  friends  fell  away 
in  startling  uniformity*  Marion  held  court  in 
her  grand  home  without  courtiers — the  mistress 
of  a  great  fortune,  ahoru  of  ilB  honors.  She  had 
not  married  for  this,  and  had  no  thought  of  en- 
during the  defeat  of  her  ambition.  The  tide  of 
public  opinion  surged  against  her,  but  Marion 
was  conscious  only  of  hot  resectment  against 
Oscar  for  making  an  egregious  blunder. 

''Of  course  I  shall  not  stay  here,"  she  said  to 
Mi-s.  Melvern  in  default  of  other  listeners.  ''  The 
miserable  country  neighborhood  is  of  no  impor- 
tance. Oscar  was  such  a  fool  to  try  and  convict 
Lawrence  of  murder  when  he  knew  it  was  no 
murder !  I  never  supposed  Colonel  Chandos  waa 
dead,  but  I  had  no  reason  to  think  otherwise. 
And  then  everybody  is  talking  of  yonr  turning 
that  girl  adrift,  aunt.  A  pretty  pair  of  fools,  you 
and  Oscar !" 

''Well,  well,  Mai-ion,  I  didn't  want  them  to 
find  it  out,  and  I  don't  know  how  they  did,  for  I 
told  everybody  how  ungrateful  she  was,  and  how 
abusive  to  me ;  and  you  knew  how  I  cried  to  the 
Blantons  that  very  day  of  the  trial  because  she 
wouldn't  stay — he  !  he !"  giggled  the  old  woman, 
with  imbecile  glee.  **  You  said  I  did  it  as  well 
as  if  it  was  all  so." 

"  Nobody  believed  a  word  you  said,"  angrily  re- 
torted Marion.  "  Nobody  ever  did  believe  any- 
thing you  said.  Everybody  could  eee  through 
your  flimsy  schemes  and  pretenses." 

Mrs.  Melvern  smoothed  her  dyed  hair  and 
smiled  incredulously.  Her  toilet  evinced  a  newiy 
developed  effort  at  smartness.  She  wore  a  large 
breastpin  containing  intertwined  locks  of  sandy 
and  dark  hair.  The  dingy  blue  hood  and  stuff 
cloak  occupied  a  chair  conveniently  within  reach. 
A  long  end  of  the  checkered  handkerchief  hung 
from  her  pockets.  A  cheap  shawl  in  gray  and 
black  plaids  supplanted  the  ancient  cloak.  Mrs. 
Melvern  was  en  toilette  for  company. 

"  You  see,  Marion,  if  nobody  comes  to  see  us 
we  can  save  all  the  good  things  we  have  to  give 
them  to  eat." 

"  Tut !"  was  the  scornful  reply.  "  I  am  not  so 
penurious  as  to  want  to  save.  I  want  an  oppor- 
tunity to  give  them  wines  and  grand  dinners." 

Before  she  could  pour  out  more  of  her  cha- 
gi*ined  disappointment  the  drawing-room  door 
was  thrown  open  ostentatiously.  With  a  gracions 
smile  the  sole  guest  at  Chandos  Manor  appeared. 
The  guest  was  in  festive  costume.  His  diamond 
studs  glittered  between  lace  frills.     The  fit  of  his 
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coat  was  %  triumph  <A  t^loring.  Tl^  waxiog  of 
his  mnatache  and  arrangemeut  of  his  curls  must 
have  excited  the  envy  of  the  most  artietic  barber. 
He  expected  to  be  irresistible.  If  the  hostess 
failed  of  her  ambition  the  guest  perhws  achieTed 
his,  for  the  gnest  was  Oadmus  Hanton.  He  fa- 
vored Marion  with  a  critical  earvej,  taking  in  the 
minute  details  of  dress. 

**  You  do  very  well,  my  love.  In  fact,  you  may 
be  a  success  in  society  with  aid  of  a  firstn^lasB 
French  maid.  Ah,  my  dear  Mrs.  Mdvern,  yon 
look  younger  every  day  !  Not  even  a  gray  hair. 
And  I — ah,  behold  !    Time  will  not  stand  still. '' 

Mrs.  Melvern  skipped  airily  up  to  him. 

''My  dear,  dear  captain,  yon  are  the  handeom- 
est  man  I  ever  saw  !  Not  a  wrinkle  ;  nothing  on 
earth  to  show  that  you  are  a  day  over  twenty. 
Why,  yoa  are  dressed  for  company  V' 

**  Only  for  the  company  of  two  such  cfaarmiuig 
ladies,''  gallantly  responded  the  resistless  Hauton, 
with  a  comprehensive  bow.  ''Allow  me  to  sit  by 
you,  my  dear  madam  ?"  he  asked,  drawing  his  aeftt 
nearer  the  elder  lady.  "  I  really  think  Til  mury 
the  old  hag,''  he  added  soUo  voce  to  Mariocu 
''  She  is  seventy-eight,  and  can't  live  long." 

Marion  raised  her  eyes  in  swift  surprise,  drop- 
]Mng  her  crewels  in  utter  dismay.  However  he 
might  color  it,  Marion  understood  that  her  father 
conseived  it  to  be  a  good  idea  to  marry  her  aunt 
in  order  to  retrieve  his  empty  exchequer.  She 
preferred  to  see  him  rich,  bat  he  should  beeome  so 
without  loss  to  herself.  His  urbanity  and  flattery 
to  Mrs.  Melvern  pointed  to  this.  His  return  to 
the  neighborhood  unfolded  itself  in  a  double  proj- 
ect. She  supposed  him  a  hanger-on  of  her  good 
fortune.  She  found  him  an  aspirant  to  a  goodly 
share  of  it.  Marion  resumed  her  crewels.  The 
black  eyes  brightened  with  a  baleful  glitter.  The 
tightly  compressed  lips  betrayed  mone  of  the 
spirit  in  which  the  daughter  received  the  father's 
aggressive  move  than  Marion  meant  to  reveaL 

"Oh,  yon  mischievous  fellow!"  she  became 
aware  that  her  aunt  was  saying,  in  coquettish  flip- 
pancy. "I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it.  But  there 
was  a  day  when  I  had  plenty  of  admirei*s.  I 
really  don't  think  I  have  changed  much." 

"  Changed  ?  Only  for  the  better,  much  better. 
By  Jove,  I'd  have  known  you  anywhere !  It's 
strange  they  have  allowed  yon  to  remain  single  !" 

The  elderly  dame  looked  at  him  sharply,  with 
one  thought  uppermost  in  her  mind.  Love  of 
self  and  vanity  found  a  formidable  rival  in  ava- 
rice/ 

"He  is  going  to  ask  me  for  money,"  she  re- 
flected. 

The  dashing  visitor  became  pathetically  pen- 
sive. 


"  So  handsome  and  so  rich  I"  he  continued. 
"  With  such  a  fortune  you  might  still  shine  in 
our  set." 

Mrs.  Melvern  laughed  in  great  glee. 

"  You  foolish  fellow,  Cadmus  I  I  used  to  be 
thought  handsome.  I  believe  I  look  very  much 
as  I  always  did.  I  am  a  bit  older,  but  I'm  still 
f uU  of  life.  Evei7body  tells  mb  I'm  a  fine  woman 
yet." 

"  I  say  BO,  and  I  fancy  myself  a  judge  of  beauty," 
loftily  responded  the  captain. 

"  Oh,  hush  now,  you  absurd  wretch  I  You'll 
be  asking  me  to  kiss  you  next  I  I  shouldn't  won- 
der if  you  would  dare  to  kiss  me,  whether  I  let 
yon  or  not,  you  impudent  fellow,  you  !"  And  the 
lady  tapped  his  arm  comically. 

*'  If  I  was  not  afraid  of  incurring  your  anger," 
resumed  Captain  Hauton.^ — "The  appalling  old 
witch !"  he  muttered,  under  his  waxed  mustache. 

"  If  it  was  anybody  but  you  I'd  box  his  ears ; 
but  you're  too  impudent,  I  declare  I  I  believe 
you  have  a  great  mind  to  hug  me  !  You  good-for- 
nothing  scamp,  I'll  scjwam  for  help !  There  now, 
the  servants  will  find  out  what  you're  after«  Do 
behave  I" 

A  servant  disturbed  the  coquettish  dame  in 
what  apparently  afforded  her  immense  delight. 
The  boy  laid  a  post  bag  on  the  table  before  Mar> 
ion  and  withdrew.  Unlocking  it,  she  emptied 
therefrom  a  little  heap  of  letters. 

"  Here  are  letters  for  you,  father ;  several  for 
aunt,  which  I  will  read  ;  and  one  from  Oscar  for 
me.  I  must  beg  you  to  excuse  me— I  will  retire. 
Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  come  to  my  dressing 
room  to-night  ?    I  wish  to  see  you  particularly." 

Marion  gathered  up  her  letters  and  waited  for 
his  reply. 

"  Go  'long,  child,"  urged  her  aunt,  gajly.  "  We 
don't  want  you." 

Cadmus  Hauton  smiled  gracionsly. 

"  Nothing  could  give  me  more  pleasure,"  he 
assured  his  daughter. 

Marion  swept  out  of  the  room  in  ill-concealed 
disdain.  The  same  baleful  light  biased  in  her 
eyes.  The  bang  of  the  door  was  ominous ;  the 
tap  of  the  flying  footsteps,  resentful.  Appar- 
ently they  conveyed  unpleasant  meaning  to  her 
father. 

Captain  Hauton  tore  open  his  envelopes  one 
after  another  and  tossed  them  aside  in  disgust. 

"  They  are  not  love  letters,  are  they  ?"  de- 
manded Mrs.  Melvern,  reaching  after  one  cxf  the 
missives,  and  catching  his  hand  instead. 

"  They  are  some  of  my  wild  oats  gone  to  seed," 
he  returned,  pensively,  as  he  shook  her  detaining 
hand  off.  "By  Jove,  you  are  a  generous,  noblct- 
hearted  woman !" 


164 


THE  SILVER   SHAFTS. 


**  Sister  Metella  always  said  so/' interpobitod 
the  old  dame,  interrupting  a  burst  of  ardor.  **  Yon 
must  read  Sister  Metella's  letters.  They'll  tell  you 
all  about  the  linen  sheets. '^ 

'Til  do  it  some  rainy  day — anything  you  de- 
sire. I  want  to  make  you  happy.  What  can  I 
do  to  please  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  you  impudent  fellow,  you  want  to  kiss 
me  again — he!  he  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Melvern,  ap- 
parently in  great  alarm. 

'*  Confound  the  woman,  I  can't  stand  that !" 
ejaculated  the  ardent  wooer  to  himself,  disgust 
upou  his  well-preserved  face.  **I  have  a  mind  to 
confess  some  of  my  sins  and  tell  the  contents  of 
tl»ose  letters,'*  he  resumed.  "  Do  you  know  what 
each  of  them  contained  ?" 

**I  can't  divine — tell  me,  yon  naughty  fellow  !" 
demanded  the  coquette  of  seventy-eight,  an  ex- 
pectant look  rejuvenating  her  countenance. 

'*  By  Jove,  they  were  duns  V 

'*  Duns  !"  echoed  Dorothy  Melvern.  "Don't 
mind  them." 

''One  thousand  dollars  would  make  me  happy 
— let  me  have  the  money,  and  marry  me  after- 
ward !"  he  exclaimed,  frankly. 

"Ha?  What  did  you  say,  Cadmus?  I'm  a 
little  deaf  in  this  ear.  The  wind  blows  so,  I  can't 
hear  !"  screamed  Mrs.  Melvern, 

"I  say,  lend  me  a  thousand  dollars  to-night, 
and  marry  me  to-morrow  I"  he  shouted. 

"Marry  you  to-morrow,  Cadmus  !" she  echoed, 
in  a  mollified  tone.  "  Well,  you  see,  I  would 
really  like  to  get  away  from  Marion.  She  thinks 
me  an  old  fool.  I  will  show  her  I  am  not.  I 
can't  marry  you  to-morrow.  You  see,  I  didn't 
know  yon  were  in  love  with  me.  But  as  soon  as 
the  lawyer  can  draw  up  the  contract  I'll  marry 
you,  Cadmus,"  consented  the  old  woman,  with  a 
chuckle  of  delight. 

"  AVhat  contract  ?"  demanded  Hauton,  a  shrewd 
look  in  his  eyes. 

"A  contract  to  settle  the  money  on  me.  I'm 
afraid  you  will  spend  it.  We  can  live  here.  It 
is  not  the  least  dull.  You  can  read  all  my  letters. 
I  have  a  hundred  of  Sister  Metella's  and  fifty, of 
Sister  Sarah's.  They  tell  all  about  my  linen 
sheets.  Then,  I've  got  Harbaugh's  sermons  and 
Major  Melvern's  letters." 

"  Will  you  show  your  affection  for  me  by  help- 
ing me  to-night  with  th3  loan  of  a  thousand  ?  It's 
a  mere  trifle,  a  bagatelle— but  I  am  in  trouble." 

"What  did  you  say  ?" demanded  Dorothy  Mel- 
vern. "  Speak  louder.  I  can't  hear  a  word  you 
say.  '  If  I  had  a  dollar  in  the  world  I'd  lend  it  to 
you  ' — is  that  what  you  said  ?  Ha  ?  I'm  a  deaf 
in  the  left  ear.     Make  me  understand." 

"I'll  go  and  see  my  daughter.     You  must  be 


tired — pardon  my  keeping  you  up,"  he  said,  ris- 
ing and  beating  a  somewhat  hasty  retreat. 

"I'll  have  the  contract  drawn  up,  Cadmus," 
she  called.     "  Marion  thinks  Fm  an  old  fool." 

"  Hang  it,  you  are  not  fool  enough  to  give  me 
that  money  !"  he  ejaculated  to  himself,  as  he  as- 
cended the  steps,  quite  as  much  in  a  rage  as  Mar- 
ion had  been.     "The  despicable  old  creature  !" 

Marion  stood  before  an  open  traveling  case 
when  her  father  entered  the  dressing  room.  Evi- 
dently she  was  preparing  for  a  journey. 

"  My  dear,  you  seem  in  some  confusion.  Do  I 
intrude  ?"  he  inquired,  suavely. 

"Not  at  all.  Oscar  desires  mo  to  como  im- 
mediately to  New  Orleans.  I  shall  close  Chandos 
Manor  and  leave  it  day  after  to-morrow,"  she 
began. 

"Ah,  then  it  falls  out  quite  pleasantly  that  I 
must  leave  to-night  !"ho  responded. 

Marion  scanned  his  countenance  suspiciously. 

"  Father,  I  may  as  well  bo  plain — one  is  always 
plain  in  business.  This  is  business,  not  senti- 
ment, with  me.  If  you  propose  any  such  absurd 
idea  as  that  of  marriage  with  imbecile  Aunt  Mel- 
vern permit  me  to  say  that  I  will  not  allow  it. 
Her  fortune  is  willed  to  me,  and  after  all  the 
trouble  I  have  had  with  her  whims  I  am  not 
sucli  a  fool  as  to  lose  it." 

"  By  Jove,  Marion,  those  are  strong  words  for 
a  beautiful  woman  !"  replied  her  father,  with  one 
of  his  most  brilliant  smiles.  "  Permit  me  to  in- 
quire if,  while  you  are  taking  sucli  care  of  your- 
self, you  comprehend  how  I  am  to  live  ?" 

"  Yes.  Oscar  may  sometimes  help  yon  a  little. 
You  must  trust  to  your  wits,  or  marry  some  other 
fortune,  and  leave  mine  !" 

"You  are  not  quite  sure  of  Oscar,  my  love  V* 
ho  questioned,  blandly  deprecating  in  voice. 
"  Quite  right.  He  has  refused  my  application 
for  a  small  loan — rudely  indeed  ;  but  I  waive  the 
rudeness;  Oscar  is  unaccustomed  to  the  courtesy 
of  our  class  ;  it  don't  matter.  But  failing  Oscar, 
my  love,  what  other  plan  do  you  suggest  ?" 

"I  suggested  your  wits  just  now,  but  I  offer  no 
other  plan.  Y^ou  can  take  care  of  yourself.  You 
have  always  succeeded  in  doing  that.  It  is  of  no 
matter  of  interest  to  me  how  vou  do  it." 

Marion  spoke  sharply.  Hauton  listened  in  the 
mildest  serenity.  She  was  hard,  angry  and  un- 
scrupulous. He  concealed  a  rage  quite  as  deep, 
but  far  more  unscrupulous. 

"  Thank  you,  my  love.  It  relieves  my  mind  of 
a  last  anxiety  to  be  assured  that  nothing  can 
affect  you  that  I  do.  AVhen  one  fails  at  home 
one  must  rely  upon  outside  revenues.  Fortu* 
nately,  I  have  outside  revenues — it  don't  inter- 
est you,  as  you  say,  to  know  how  they  are  to  be 
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derived.  I  shall  remind  you  of  that  hereafter^ 
when  I  have  taken  care  of  myself.  Adieu^  my 
love.     We  shall  meet  in  New  Orleans.'' 

Gadmvs  Hanten  kksed  the  tips  of  hit  fingers 
to  his  daughter  eflasirely.  He  might  have  of- 
fered  his  snave  politeness  to  the  marble  figures  in 
the  hall  below,  for  all  the  impression  it  made.  He 
went  to  his  dresring  room  and  rang  for  a  servant. 

'*  I  shall  leave  at  eleven  for  the  station.  Bring 
me  around  a  trap  of  some  kind,"  he  said. 

It  wanted  four  minutes  of  eleven  when  he 
opened  the  hall  door.  The  trap  was  not  yet 
there.  He  had  thrown  the  door  back  abruptly. 
It  may  have  been  anger,  it  may  have  been  haste. 
The  chandelier  still  filled  the  hall  with  a  ilood  of 
light.  It  streamed  out  upon  the  face  of  a  man. 
Clearly  and  distinctly  it  defined  the  faoe  and 
form  of  a  man  on  the  graveled  walk,  directly  in 
front  of  the  hall  door.  The  line  of  light  illu- 
mined him.  There  was  mm  swift,  instantaneous 
glimpse,  and  he  had  vmnidied  in  the  shmbbery. 

'<By  Jove,"  oelaimed  Hauton,  *'I  havmt 
seen  him  for  twenty  yean,  bnt  that  is  Qeoige 
Chandoe  r  

CHAPTEB    XV. 


«< 


1" 


Mr.  Bland  had  tedious  business  detaining  him 
in  New  Orleans  longer  than  he  deemed  probable. 
The  attractions  of  the  Crescent  City  might  have 
beguiled  Cadmus  Hanton  into  unlimited  idling, 
but  they  waned,  as  time  passed,  for  the  quiet 
Virginia  lawyer.  The  season  was  at  its  height, 
nevertheless  Mr.  Bland  had  neither  part  nor  par- 
cel of  the  dazzling  round.  He  only  leaned  out  of 
the  window,  inhaling  the  fragrance  of  tropical 
flowers,  listening  to  musical  laughter  rippling  out 
iu  the  balmy  night. 

'^  ni  go  for  a  stroll,"  he  said  to  himself,  more 
in  the  mood  for  his  own  society  than  any  other. 

Sauntering  along  the  streets  toward  the  water, 
a  sense  of  strangeness  crept  over  the  lawyer  which 
tempted  him  for  a  moment  to  halt  at  the  opera 
house.  The  rich  tones  of  the  prima  donna  rang 
through  the  hearts  of  the  audience.  He  wondered 
if  it  was  Lelli,  as  the  plaudits  of  the  throng  an- 
swered the  choral  notes.  , 

The  lawyer  would  have  passed  on,  when  a  car- 
'  riage  grated  against  the  curbing.  He  glanced  at 
the  fashionable  occupants  in  careless  curiosity, 
and  recognized  Marion.  She  was  in  exquisite 
toilet  and  radiant  spirits ;  and  yet,  despite  the 
brilliant  beauty,  he  seemed  to  discern  the  eager 
craving  for  adulation,  the  reckless  coquetry  luring 
on  an  admirer,  not  her  husband.  This  beautiful 
woman  was  Marion.  That  fashionable  man  at 
her  side  was  not  Oscar. 


''  Heartless  as  Cadmus  himself  !"  Mr.  Bland  re- 
flected, walking  on  unrecognized. 

The  gnmi  tenement  hoasea  and  crowded  qnar- 
tera  reminded  him  that  he  had  walked  far  away 
fnmi  aristocratio  r^ona.  He  paosed  and  glanced 
abont  him.  The  locality  was  antamiliar  and  novel- 
Liqaid  tones  of  half-sad,  half-cheerfnl  voices  fell 
on  his  ear.  The  lawyer  langhed  a  little  at  finding 
it  impossible  to  understand  how  he  came  in  this 
old  street,  and  which  way  to  retnm.  A  tpadous 
antique  house  standing  back  in  a  eoartyard 
teemed  with  a  dull  pleasant  sort  of  vitality.  He 
chose  to  ask  the  way  at  this  door  of  what  seemed 
onoe  to  have  been  a  great  mansion.  What  mag- 
net drew  him  thither  was  nnconfessed;  what 
strange  interest  invested  the  locality  he  never 
defined.  A  sleepy  Indian  sailor,  dozing  on  the 
step,  opened  hie  eyes  relactantly. 

''Ugh  r  he  grunted.  ^'  Marie  !  Marie  I  Ah, 
sieur  stranger,  old  Marie  is  tend  la  belle.  The 
petite  girl  is  sick  of  a  fever,  and  old  Marie  is 
mother  to  her,  yon  see,  deur  stnmger.  Ah,  the 
little  sweet  may  die  I" 

Instantly  the  doorway  had  filled  with  tawny- 
faced  women,  noting  ihe  inquirer  cnriously.  The 
speaker  was  a  woman,  wiry  and  dark,  with  sleeves 
rolled  to  the  shoulder,  baring  arms  yellowed  and 
bnmed  in  the  aoorehing  sun,  and  toughened  by 
hard,  ceaaele«i  toiL  The  mellow,  eager  tones 
dropped  into  oompasnonate  pathoa. 

''8he  is  not  like  us,  dear  strangmr,  the  chdre 
enfant ;  and  ah,  oiel  I  she  is  mck — elle  est  morte, 
they  tell  it  ns  to-night.  Old  Marie  have  no  heart 
totalk.** 

Mr.  Bland  looked  at  the  tawny  faces,  soft  and 
well-nigfa  beautiful  with  divine  pity.  Something 
of  interest  stirred  in  his  breast  for  the  sorrow  of 
some  tenant  among  the  aooree  nnder  roof  in  the 
great  barracks. 

^^Is  anyone  ill  ?^  he  asked.  ''Is  she  danger- 
oudy  ill,  and  have  you  had  the  physician  ?^ 

''  Ah,  siear  stranger,  it  is  the  little  sweet,  the 
lovely  angel.  Old  Marie  is  not  her  own  maman. 
She  had  her  long  ago  at  Pass  Christian — a  cast- 
away, you  know,  meur  stranger — ^pauvre  enfant !'' 

And  the  dgh  of  tender  sympathy  seemed  to  mn 
around  the  circle  in  one  soft  echo. 

*'  Has  she  no  friends  ?"  he  inquired,  touched 
by  the  naive  grief,  and  catching  the  infections 
spirit  of  compassion. 

''Non,  non  I  She  had  amis — ah,  so  many  did 
lak  her,  but  they  fo'sook  her,  deur  stranger ;  and 
old  Marie  have  found  her,  cast  away,  ah,  too  late. 
Elle  est  morte,  the  doctor  do  say ;  and  old  Marie 
be  broken-hearted — she  do  look  so  long,  and  now 
the  ch^re  enfant  do  die.  She  is  not  lak  us,  sienr 
stranger.'^ 
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The  woman  stopped,  breathless.  A  low  wail 
drifted  out  through  the  open  wiudows. 

'^  It  is  old  Marie/'  whispered  the  woman.  ''  She 
have  cried  through  all  the  day — toajonrs,  tou- 
jonrs.  Ah»  sieur  stranger,  the  little  love  be  in 
my  bed.  I  had  only  five,  and  I  had  rattah  the 
beautiful  enfant  have  dis  place  for  her  pretty 
head.  Old  Marie  have  hunted  for  such  long, 
years !  She  have  not  stay  at  Pass  Christian  be- 
cause her  heart  ache  for  the  little  angel.  And 
now  she  do  die  I  She  is  not  of  the  canaille,  lak 
us,  sieur  stranger.     She  be  une  grande  dame.'' 

'^Then  what  is  she  doing  here,  and  how  does 
it  happen  that  she  has  been  lost  for  so  many 
years  ?'* 

Mr.  Bland  asked  the  question  in  almost  a  whis- 
per ;  the  miserable  wail,  low  and  continuous, 
half-moan  and  half-sob,  sent  an  uncomfortable 
pang  to  his  heart. 

"Ah,  sieur  stranger,  everybody  knows  old 
Marie.  She  have  hobbled  through  the  town  for 
yeahs,  hunting  for  her  petite  enfant,''  began  the 
silvery  treble,  breaking  again  as  the  sobbing  wail 
stole  past  them.  **  Armina  venez — she  do  tell  il 
to  you.  She  lived  at  Pass  Christian,  when  the 
pauvre  enfant  and  sa  mdre  washed  asho'.  She  be 
English,  sieur  stranger,  and  old  Marie  have  took 
the  petite  enfant.  She  love  old  Marie,  but  no 
lak  the  black  old  cabin  and  gauche  ways  of  low- 
down  folk.  And,  sieur  stranger,  a  rich  man  take 
the  little  pickanin  away  for  his  own  ;  aqd  he 
have  fo'sook  her — the  petite  castaway.  Old  Marie 
find  her  down  on  the  pier  ;  the  steamer  have 
gone  and  lof  the  enfant.  Ah,  le  bon  Dieu  may 
have  a  grande  pity  for  old  Marie  and  save  the 
sweet  angel  1" 

The  lawyer  heeded  the  musical  voice  and  gen- 
tle compassion  of  these  tawny  females  in  wonder. 
The  house  was  old  and  crowded  ;  the  women  were 
"low-down  folk,"  but  their  hearts  throbbed  with 
a  wonderful  tenderness  for  the  woe  in  their 
midst. 

"  Some  frail  deluded  creature  betrayed  and 
abandoned,"  he  reflected,  touched  by  the  universal 
grief,  *'and  wandered  home  to  die." 

It  might  be  as  well  to  die  now  as  ever,  his  calm 
philosophy  argued.     It  might  not  fall  to  the  lot 
of  better  people  to  die  with  such  a  halo  of  pathetic* 
poesy  about  the  dying  pillow. 

"  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  to  help  the  young 
girl  ?" 

They  had  won  a  strange  interest  from  the  busi- 
nesslike man  dealing  only  with  faults  and  crimes. 
Virtues  brought  him  no  revenues.  Professionally 
he  ignored  them  with  a  half-skeptical  admiration. 
Nevertheless  the  motley  denizens  of  the  old  tene- 
ment house  moved  him  to  kindliness. 


'^  Ah,  non,  non — she  do  die !    EUe  est  morte, 

the  doctor  do  say;  and  he  have  gone.  It  is  le 
bon  Dieu  now.  Venez,  Menr  stranger.  Old  Marie 
nevah  sees  any  but  her  petite  enfant.  Venez  and 
look  on  the  deah  angel.  She  is  so  beautiful  and 
still,  she  can  nevah  see  you,  sieur  stranger,  not 
heah — ah,  pas  ici,  bon  monsieur.     Venez." 

The  better  and  softer  phase  of  humanity  rose 
in  the  ascendant.  The  balmy  night  and  dreamy 
starlight,  the  silvery  treble  and  divine  pity  of 
these  habitants  of  the  antique  mansion  hushed 
the  warning  of  worldly  wisdom.  He  would  see 
the  fair  fallen  being.  To  these  tender  creatures 
she  was  still  an  angel.  To  ^le  cold,  practical 
world  she  must  be  ever  a  pariah. 

"  Venez,  bon  monsieur — you  will  see  the  sweet 
and  her  maman.     Ah,  ma  petite  !" 

She  turned  to  a  door  on  the  left  and  lifted  the 
latch  reverently.  The  low  monody  still  drifted 
out,  like  a  dirge  over  the  dead.  The  room  was 
lofty  and  spacious.  Legible  traces  of  patrician 
occupancy  remained,  but  the  prestige  had  van- 
ished. Withered  and  weird  was  old  Marie,  moan- 
ing with  heartbreak  for  her  child.  Bygone  scenes 
peopled  the  great  chamber.  A  shadowy  past  hung 
about  it  still.  Fragments  of  artistic  ornamenta- 
tion moldered  and  darkened  by  age ;  marvelous 
carvings  mellowed  and  decayed  under  the  dust 
of  years.  And  the  girl — this  fallen  angel^-was  to 
all  intents  dead.  The  lawyer  paused  on  the 
threshold.  He  peered  through  the  dingy,  misty 
light  to  the  couch,  while  Amina  trimmed  the 
flickering,  broken  lamp  on  the  table.  It  shed  an 
uncertain  radiance  upon  masses  of  golden  hair 
tossed  heedlessly  back  in  all  iYie  abandon  of  death. 
One  hand  lay  stretched  out  on  the  patched  cover- 
let. It  was  slender  and  delicate.  It  was  the  baud 
of  a  grande  dame,  as  the  pathetic  Creole  had  told 
him ;  but  ah  me !  it  was  motionless  and  deathly 
white.  The  light  coverlet  defined  a  figure  small 
and  childish. 

It  might  have  been  a  form  of  chiseled  stone,  for 
all  the  vitality  it  seemed  to  possess.  Old  Marie 
never  raised  her  head  or  ceased  to  moan.  The 
tears  rolled  down  the  yellow-brown  cheeks  of  the 
two  women  standing  at  the  bedside.  Something 
horribly  familiar  smote  the  lawyer  with  a  dread- 
ful alarm.  One  swift  glance,  and  Mr.  Bland 
crossed  the  great  silent  chamber  and  bent  over  to 
look  into  the  fair  face  turned  to  the  wall  to  die, 
as  one  of  olden  time  under  the  royal  purple.  The 
dim  light  brightened  feebly.  He  bent  down,  and 
recoiled  with  a  cry  of  shocked  amazement.  The 
girl  was  dying,  and  she  was — Flora  Chandos  I 

*'  Good  God  I"  he  ejaculated.  '*  Why  did  you 
not  tell  me  ?  Go  instantly  for  a  physician^n- 
stantly,  I  say  I" 
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Old  Marie  only  went  on  with  her  wailing.  The 
women  shook  tlieir  lieads. 

''  He  have  said  elle  est  morte/'  both  answered. 

''She  is  not  dead.  I  tell  you  she  must  be 
eaved  V  lie  reiterated. 

His  fingers  rested  a  moment  on  the  blue- veined 
wrist.  He  could  distinguish  a  feeble  beat  of  a 
failing  pulse,  showing  that  life  had  not  quite 
passed  away  from  George  Chandos's  forsaken  dar- 
ling. The  icy  tip  of  the.  winged  visitant  might 
have  touched  Lawrence's  promised  wife,  but  she 
was  not  yet  gathered  under  the  fatal  pinion.  If 
only  they  had  time — if  relief  came  not  too  late. 
He  wrote  a  line  on  a  blank  leaf  in  his  pocket- 
book. 

*'  Take  this  to  Dr.  Broissart,"  he  directed,  in 
a  tone  so  imperative  that  old  Marie  lifted  her 
bleared,  wet  eves. 

Amina  clutched  the  fragment  of  paper  eagerly, 

**I  will  go.  Ah,  sieur  stranger,  thass  is  not 
the  poor  folks'  doctor  !  He  make  the  ch^re  en- 
fant well." 

The  moments  seemed  to  lag  in  torturing  weari- 
ness and  suspense.  In  all  his  existence  the  law- 
yer never  remembered  the  racking  dread  and 
anxiety  of  that  brief  space  of  waiting,  uncom- 
forted  by  knowing  that  Amina  flew  on  her  quest 
of  medical  aid.  His  fingers  rested  on  the  white 
wrist,  and  the  pulse  still  answered  its  "  ay  or 
nay  "  to  the  question  each  loving  watcher  mutely 
asked.  The  rush  of  footsteps  broke  the  painful 
stillness. 

**  Me  do  come !"  almost  shrieked  Amina,  run- 
ning into  the  chamber. 

Dr.  Broissart  hurried  to  the  bedside.  A  few 
questions  were  impetuously  answered  ;  prompt, 
vigorous  measures  taken  with  the  manner  of  one 
who  must  do  all  in  a  time  numbered  by  minutes. 
Old  Marie  gazed  at  him  in  an  agony  of  conflict- 
ing hope. 

*'Ah,  it  be  no  the  poor  folks' doctor  !"  whis- 
pered the  women. 

The  consolation  had  a  tenfold  significance  to 
them. 

*'  He  have  not  took  his  hat  and  say  elle  est 
niorte,"  reminded  the  tender  Creole,  in  pitying 
effort  to  revivify  old  Marie's  crushed  spirits. 

**Tell  me  what  chance  there  is  ?"  inquired  Mr. 
Bland,  in  feverish  anxiety. 

The  famous  physician  possessed  himself  of  his 
gold-headed  cane  and  brushed  a  speck  from  his 
sleeve. 

"  There  is  just  one  chance  ia  five  hundred,"  he 
said,  deliberately.  *'  Slie  has  been  exposed  to 
violent  cold.     She  has  had  no  competent  physi- 


cian. 
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**  She  have  been  cast  away  in  the  snow,"  inter- 


posed old  Marie,  speaking  for  the  first  time. 
''Ma  petite  enfant  have  took  her  death  away  up 
in  the  horrible  cold  in  the  North.  She  was  a 
castaway  when  I  first  took  her,  my  pauvre  pick- 
anin,  and  she  have  come  back  a  castaway,  and  I 
have  took  her  again.     Ah,  my  beautiful  baby  !*' 

Mr.  Bland  approached  the  bed,  and  stood  look- 
ing down  into  the  thin  white  face.  Lawrence 
had  gone  in  pursuit  of  her — a  vain,  fruitless 
search  ;  Chandos  believed  her  safe  and  sheltered, 
and  here  she  lay  in  the  antique  tenement  house, 
and  the  "poor  folks' doctor,"  had  said,  "Elle  est 
morte." 

"  You  say  she  was  a  castaway  at  first  ?  Where 
was  she  cast  away  ?*'  he  inquired. 

"She  washed  asho'from  a  wreck  at  Pass  Chris- 
tian, the  dead  mother  and  the  live  child.  Ah, 
Dieu  !  the  storm  blew  a  hurricane,  and  the  ship 
went  down.  She  be  cast  away — sa  m^ve  be  dead 
— ah,  le  bon  Dieu,  I  hask  pity  !" 

The  lawyer  quitted  the  chamber  in  sheer  rest- 
lessness, and  sought  the  starlight  in  the  deserted 
courtyard.  The  great  eyrie  apartment  oppressed 
him.  The  carved  dragon  heads  and  moldered 
beauties,  still  striving  to  tell  their  sad  story  of 
past  honor,  seemed  to  grow  spectral,  in  the  dim 
light  of  the  crazy  little  lamp.  He  paced  up  and 
down  in  front  of  the  wide  double  door.  It  had,  per- 
haps, not  been  closed  for  a  score  of  years.  The 
Indian  sailor  dozed  tranquilly  on  the  step.  Sil- 
very-.voiced,  tender-hearted  women  flitted  about 
in  noiseless  waste  of  rest,  certain  that  the  morn- 
ing sun  would  usher  in  their  round  of  toil — the 
morning  sun  which  might  yellow  and  blister  their 
skins,  but  never  harden  their  hearts.  They  hov- 
ered about  the  ghostly  old  chamber,  watching  the 
doctor  and  striving  to  catch  some  hope  from  his 
manner  or  expression.  Dawn  already  glimmered 
in  the  east  when  Dr.  Broissart  came  out  in  the 
misty,  dewy  air. 

"  Is  there  any  hope  ?"  abruptly  demanded  Mr. 
Bland. 

"There  is  faint  hope,"  briefly  answered  the 
physician.  "  The  case  has  been  neglected  by  her 
medical  man,  and  the  illness  was  severe,  probably, 
from  the  first.  She  must  have  strained  her  pow- 
ers in  endeavoring  to  keep  up  after  strength  had 
failed.  The  old  woman  tells  me  she  was  wretch- 
edly ill  when  she  found  her  on  the  pier.  There 
is  some  mystery  as  to  how  she  came  there  in 
search  of  a  steamer  to  Mexico.  It  is  fortunate 
she  failed  of  finding  one." 

"  When  can  I  have  her  removed  ?"  inquired 
the  lawyer,  avoiding  the  physician's  evident  curi- 
osity. 

"  Ah,  pardon  me,  she  is  in  good  hands  !  She 
must  stay  where  she  is  for  the  present.     I  will 
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see  lier  early  In  the  day.  And  row,  by  your  "The  bon  raonsienr  knows  we  be  poor,  low- 
leave,  I  will  aay  good  morniiig."  down  folk,"  she  apologized.  "  The  chdre  eDfant 
Tbe  phyBJcian  lifted  iiis  hat  politely.  The  law-  bo  lak  to  die,  aud  Amine  and  me  have  put  tho 
yer  returned  the  saliitation  with  equal  conrteay.  children  on  tbe  flo'  undah  the  bed.  Ah,  nou. 
The  one  walked  briskly  away.  Tiie  other  re-en-  they  have  not  mind  it  I  The  beautiful  angel  will 
tered  the  faontie.  Ko  perceptible  improvement  have  be  well,  sieur  stranger.  Ah,  le  bon  Dieu 
evinced  itself  to  his  inexperienced  eye.  Old  Murie  have  a  grande  pity  for  old  Marie  and  ber  cast- 
was  bending  over   the   couch,   scrutinizing   the  away  !" 


oouNTiNa  STrronKB.— FROM  titb 


BCErTKLBR. 


]iii1e.  nnconacione  fuce,  and  mntteriug  to  herself, 
wbtio  Amina  and  Uosine  stood  at  the  foot  of  the 
couch.  Mr.  Bliind  rumombercil  that  Rosine  had 
said  "  there  were  only  five  "  in  hor  bed.  In  the 
cleurer  light  of  breiikiiig  diiy  he  could  perceive  a 
tiny  foot  visible  between  tlio  cnrtaiiiB.  A  moment 
after   a  faint,   sleepy   movement    attnictcd    tlio 


That  was  what  they  termed  her.  She  was  only 
old  Marie's  castaway  to  these  simple-hearted 
people.  Nobody  know  she  had  been  anything 
else.  Thoy  pitied  her  misfortnues  and  loved  her, 
but  she  remained  only  "old  Marie's  castaway." 
The  fiaherwomaii  of  Paaa  Christian  claimed  her  ; 
and,  for  aught  anybody  could  tell,  her  claim  had 


Oman.     She  pushed  the  little  foot  out  of  eight    no  precedence.     At  any  rate,  she  held  to  it  with 
hastily.  unrelated  tenacity. 
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The  lawyer  crossed  the  room  jast  as  old  Marie 
smiled  rapturoasiy.  Flora  half  opeued  her  eyes, 
then  closed  them,  and  slept  again. 

*^  M V  pickanin,  my  petite  pickanin  I"  she  whis- 
pered, in  tremulons  tones. 

The  lawyer  noted  the  changed  countenance. 
She  had  fallen  away  to  a  shadow  in  the  few  weeks 
between  his  last  intervievir  and  this.  The  long 
lashes  cast  shadows  upon  her  thin  cheek.  She 
seemed  too  marvelously  fragile  and  ill  to  come 
back  to  the  buffets  and  pains  of  the  world.  Her 
beauty  Imd  lost  for  the  nonce  its  healthfnl  hues, 
bat  the  spirituelle,  utterly  tranquil  countenance 
gafned  a  pathetic  cham.  The  shii:iing  hair  fell 
in  v.aving  luxuriance  aibost  the  exquisite  lace. 

^'^ifarie/'  he  asked,  in  a  sappressed  lotts, 
''whose  child  is  she?" 

Old  Marie  started  and  glanced  at  him  «harpfy« 

'^  Sieur  stranger,  my  pickanin  is  a  gimnde  dane, 
if  you  lak  to  know.  Ah,  I  would  have  told  it 
long  ago  if — if  the  lady  bad  not  said  tboy  would 
took  her  away  and  nevah  bring  her  back.'' 

**  Do  you  knonr  whose  child  she  is,  Marie  ?"  h» 
asked. 

**  Oh,  oui,  monsieur,  I  know  whose  child  my 
pickanin  is.     I  rattah  bare  told  it,  but  the  little 

sweet Ah,  sieur  stranger,    if  you  had  no 

baby  of  your  own  you  would  not  be  hard  on  old 
Marie.  I  could  no  tell.  When  the  rich  man  took 
her  away  I  have  one  great  terror  that  I  die  and 
see  her  no  more,  and  nobody  know  who  ma  petite 
was.  Then,  bon  monaieor,  I  walk  to  the  hotel 
and  hask  for  the  rich  uaonsieur.  Ah,  he  be 
gone,  and  my  little  love  be  gone !  And  then  I 
see  the  sister  of  the  rich  monsieur.  She  say  not 
to  tell  who  the  pickanin  be,  because  she  nevah 
oome  back  to  me.  I  tell  her,  sieur  stranger,  but 
I  no  tell  the  rich  monsienr.  Ah,  I  wanted  my 
beautiful  baby — my  little  castaway  pickanin ;  but 
I  nevah  see  her  until  I  find  her  on  the  pier,  and 
she  put  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  say, 
'Maman,  I  am  a  castaway  again !"' 

'^  Do  I  understand  that  you  informed  the  sister 
of  tliis  rich  gentleman  who  the  child  was  ?'' asked 
the  lawyer. 

**I  tell  her,  sieur  stranger;  I  show  her  the 
name  on  the  gold  clasps  and  clothes  I  have  took 
from  the  child.  Amina  saw  them  on  the  petite 
enfant,  and  when  the  Gulf  cast  her  on  the  sands 
slie  help  take  them  off.  I  have  them,  sieur 
stranger,  safe — safe  for  my  blessed  angel. '^  And 
old  Marie  bent  down  and  touched  the  burnished 
hair  with  her  lips  in  loving  fondness. 

"  What  was  the  name  of  the  rich  gentleman  ?" 
asked  Mr.  Bland,  with  a  desire  for  information. 

''  George  Ghandos,  bon  monsieur,''  was  the 
prompt  reply. 


it 


And  what  was  the  name  of  the  lady  to  whom 
you  communicated  this  information  ?*'  he  juir- 
sued. 

*'  Mrae.  Melvern,  sieur  stranrer.  a  sister  to  the 
rich  monsieur,"  responded  Marie.  *'  She  say  no 
tell  the  rich  monsieur — my  pickanin  would  nevah 
oome  back.  Ah,  I  lak  to  know  that  my  pickanin 
should  come  again — but  I  nevah  see  her." 

''Where  are  the  clasps  with  the  name  which 
you  found  on  the  child  ?"  persisted  the  lawyer. 

Old  Marie  hobbled  nearer  to  him,  and  shook 
her  skinny  fist  almost  in  his  face. 

**  Monsieur,"  she  said,  with  derisive  contempt, 
*'do  you  think  old  Marie  une  fou  ?  Non,  non — 
when  ma  petite  hare  been  took  from  that  bed  she 
dtall  have  her  clasps  and  her  name ;  but,  sieur 
stranger,  I  tell  it  to  her  or  the  rich  gentleman, 
mat  to  no  person  else — non.  I  have  tell  it  ouce 
to  the  wrong  one.     I  tell  it  right  this  time." 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


THX    8XBPXNT    IN    EDEV. 


The  gate  of  the  rose  garden  clicked  as  it  shut 
behind  the  gentleman  entering  Marion's  domaiu. 
The  handsome  mansion  occupied  by  Oscar  Har- 
Tey  gleamed  with  light.  The  spicy  fragrance  of 
roses  filled  the  superb  drawing  rooms.  The 
spume  and  wash  of  the  fountain,  breaking  over 
the  water  lilies  in  the  great  marble  basin,  never 
ceased  its  rippling  cadenzas.  The  poesy  and 
beauty  of  the  soeae  met  an  nnappreciative  gaze, 
for  the  gentleman  entering  the  grounds  was  Gad- 
mus  Hauton.  The  gentleman  quitting  this  Eden 
of  bloosa  was  Oscar  Harvey. 

''  £h,  bien  I  is  that  you,  Harvey  ?"  carelessly 
asked  Hauton,  stepping  rather  heavily  aside. 

"Tes;  and  you  are  just  from  Lelli,  are  you 
not  ?^  demanded  Oscar. 

**  Well,  yes,"  yawned  his  father-in-law,  with 
such  «  fashionably  bored  air  that  a  keen  envy 
stirred  within  Oscar's  parvenu  soul.  ''Charm- 
ing creature — ^temper  indescribable  ;  but  she  is  so 
confoundedly  good  to  me  that  I  am  sometimes 
tempted  to  think  of  domestic  life  again.  Where 
are  you  going  ?  There's  Viola  Vece — five  oi  ten 
minutes  will  pass  charmingly  with  her.'' 

"  Ah,  yes ;  Viola  is  worthy  of  twice  five  min- 
utes," answered  Oscar,  patronizingly.  "  I  really 
wish  I  had  brought  her  a  trinket  of  some  kind. 
It  pleases  the  little  thing.  The  women  expect  it 
of  me.  I'll  send  Wilkins  for  a  bracelet  to-mor- 
row. I  wonder  if  she  prefers  pearls  or  dia- 
monds !" 

Hauton  laughed  with  all  the  disdain  a  penni- 
less man  feels  for  prudence  in  expenditure. 

''A  man  of  your  income  could  send  her  both,'' 
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he  aaidy  in  an  hismiiatinf  tone.  ^'I  hiiTe  a  won- 
derf  al  penchant  for  the  ballet,  yon  know  ;  bnt  I 
can't  afford. to  be  as  geneFOOB  afi  jwmfAt" 

An  intense  satisfaction  beamed  in  Oscar's  face. 
The  perversity  of  human  nature  was  saeh  that 
his  ambition  cestred  in  a  desire  to  be  irresist- 
ible to  tlie  sex,  who  only  voted  him  tame,  and  re- 
membered his  repnied  sixty  thousand  a  year. 

''I  think  I  will  caltivate  Yiola.  She  shall  have 
the  bracelets  to-morrow — diamonds.  I  don't  mind 
a  thousand  or  two  on  such  eyes  as  hers,"  asserted 
Oscar,  as  the  two  walked  toward  the  carriage 
waiting  for  the  master. 

'^  Bien  !  It's  a  mere  nothing  to  a  man  of  fash- 
ion. I  say,  Harvey,  I'm  confoundedly  hard  up, 
as  yon  know.  I  didn't  come  into  a  fortune  by 
my  father's  death,  you  see ;  nor  by  any  other 
means,  fair  or  foul,"  he  added,  significantly. 
''I've  had  to  do  the  best  I  could — live  by  my 
wits;  in  fact — and  I  want  you  to  help  me  out." 

Every  vestige  of  satisfied  vanity  faded  from 
the  countenance  fronting  him.  A  hard,  sullen 
look  crept  over  it  as  Oscar  listened. 

"  It's  the  old  song,"  he  began,  fretfully.  "  You 
are  always  hard  up.  How  do  you  know  that  I 
am  not  hard  up,  too  ?  You  seem  to  think  I'm 
made  of  money.  I  want  you  to  understand  that 
when  I  married  Marion  I  had  no  intention  of  sad- 
dling myself  with  your  expenses." 

Hauton  took  note  of  the  dogged  obstinacy  and 
avoidance  of  his  eye.  A  sneering  smile  curved 
his  lips.  The  one  man  looked  a  hypocrite ;  the 
other,  a  knave. 

'•'  Why  didn't  your  father  leave  you  a  fortune  ?" 
went  on  Oscar.  "  That's  just  the  difference  be- 
tween us.  Mine  did  leave  me  a  fortune,  and  I 
mean  to  keep  it." 

"  No ;  that  is  not  quite  the  difference  between 
us,"  replied  Marion's  parent,  yawning  again. 
"My  father  was  not  steward  of  a  rich  man. 
My  father  never  put  a  noose  around  his  neck,  nor 
anybody  else's  money  in  his  pocket — there,  too, 
he  differs  from  you,  and  your  father  also;  and 
possibly  yon  may  not  keep  it — who  knows  ?" 

"I  don't  understand  you." 

"  I  can  easily  explain  myself,"  interrupted  the 
other.  "But,  once  for  all,  I  ask  you  for  a  loan. 
You  have  said  that  yon  would  spend  a  thousand 
or  two  on  Viola  Yece.  I  ask  you  to  loan  me  a 
thousand  or  two." 

The  elder  man  sharply  watched  the  younger. 

Oscar  gave  a  harsh,  vicious  laugh  as  he  an- 
swered : 

"  Once  for  all,  I  refuse.  You  have  asked  me 
for  money  before  this,  haven't  you  ?" 

"I  don't  remember — I  really  can't  doubt  your 
word,"  carelessly  retorted  Cadmus  Hauton. 


''Very  well.  I  refused  then,  and  I  refuse  now. 
I  won't  be  harassed  by  a  well-dreraed  beggar^- 
ycHi  are  nothing  better.  You  say  yon  have  lived 
by  your  wits — ^let  your  wits  continue  to  support 
you." 

"Ah,  tr^s  bien!  Thank  you  for  reminding 
me  ;  and  allow  me  to  return  the  favor  by  saying 
most  emphatically  that  they  will  do  it,  and  com- 
mit no  penitentiary  offense  either,"  Captain  Han- 
ton  assured  him. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean."  Oscar  avoided 
meeting  his  eye.  A  dim  shade  of  uneasiness  be- 
came perceptible.  "Yon  are  always  dropping 
hints.  I  don't  care  for  them.  Nobody  will  believe 
yon,  and  you  have  no  grounds  upon  which  to  ex- 
tort money  from  me.  I  won't  be  blackmailed  by 
any  trumpery  story  with  no'proofs  to  back  it.  We 
are  leaders  of  fashion  here.  I  give  to  the  churches 
and  charities.  Ask  the  ministers  and  philan- 
thropists what  they  think  of  me.  I  neither  drink 
nor  frequent  the  gaming  table.  I  am  an  aristo- 
crat  here." 

"And  a  hypocrite  everywhere,"  interposed 
Hauton,  intense  disgust  in  his  tone. 

"I  am  exclusive  and  fashionable,  and  nothing 
you  can  say  will  injure  me,  even  if  you  desire 
to  defame  your  daughter's  husband ;  so  under- 
stand me — I  won't  give  you  money  now,  or  at  any 
time.     Good  night," 

"Goodnight?" 

Cadmus  Hauton  lifted  his  hat  in  mocking 
courtesy.  Oscar  sprang  into  his  carriage  and 
drove  away,  leaving  Hauton  to  walk  back  through 
the  roses  to  the  great  lighted  mansion. 

Mrs.  Harvey  was  just  descending  to  the  draw- 
ing room.  Her  carriage  waited  at  the  entrance. 
Two  or  three  of  the  best  men  in  the  best  circles 
were  already  in  the  drawing  room  to  attend  the 
handsomest  woman  in  society  on  her  round  of 
gayety. 

Mrs.  Harvey's  eyes  searched  the  group  in  tri- 
umphant pride. 

"  Yon  here,  father  ?"  she  said,  pausing  in  the 
hall. 

The  evening  only  verged  its  commencement, 
bnt  her  voice  savored  of  weariness  and  some  dis- 
appointment. Every  accent  sharpened  into  an 
unmelodious  dissatisfaction. 

"  Behold  me  !"  responded  Hauton ;  and  he,  too, 
dropped  his  mellow  tones. 

Father  and  daughter  had  no  desire  to  charm 
each  other. 

"  What  do  you  want — ^just  as  I  am  going  ont  ? 
We  will  be  at  the  opera  first ;  then  at  the  Val- 
liantes'  bat  masqu6  ;  later,  for  twenty  minutes,  at 
La  Pierre's  birthnight  ball,  and  last  at  DeVaughn'a 
supper.     Possibly  I  will  meet  you  somewhere — 
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not  noMr."    She  made  au  arresting  gesture  with 
hsr  fan.     **Not  now.     Yon  fatigue  me.'* 

**  This  place  answers  my  purpose/'  he  responded. 
"I  liave  warned  yon,  Marion,  that  I  was  going  to 
the  dogs.  I  have  been  nnsuccessful  in  every- 
thing, and  I  am  out  of  money." 

*'Pniy,  how  does  that  concern  me  ?"  sho  in- 
quired, icily. 

**  It  muy  concern  you — yes,  it  may,"  was  the 
angry  retort.  **  I've  held  off  as  long  as  possible. 
You  have  gone  mad,  I  think,  to  provoke  me  so 
recklessly.  Do  you  think  you  can  defy  the  world 
with  even  twice  sixty  thousand  a  year  ?" 

''  Yes,  I  do.-' 

The  men  in  the  drawing  room  would  never 
have  believed  the  harsh,  biting  tone  was  hers. 

'*  Have  you  no  conscience  or  honor  ?" 

Scornful,  incredulous  wonder  came  into  her 
eves.  A  brilliant  color  flashed  into  her  cheek, 
not  now  innocent  of  rouge. 

"  III  polite  society  one  has  no  conscience,  and 
honor  is  for  paupers  with  nothing  else,"  she  re- 
torted, in  angry  mockery. 

''Will  you  loan  me  some  money  ?  I  must  have 
it,"  ho  urged. 

''No,  I  will  not!" 

Marion  swept  past  him  to  the  drawing  room, 
thence  to  her  carriage,  a  vision  of  glittering  dia- 
monds, costly  laces,  gleaming  satin  and  false  woo- 
ing smiles. 

Hauton  gazed  after  her  tranquilly  enough  nn- 
til  the  carriage  dashed  out  of  sight.  Then  he 
loaned  against  the  pillar  of  the  arched  vestibule 
ar.d  laughed  in  loud,  sonorous  peals. 

.'•  The  selfish  little  Satan  1"  he  muttered,  quite 
audibly.  "But  for  that  slip  of  Harvey's  I  believe 
Hauton  in  petticoats  would  bo  the  better  man  of 
the  two.  It's  good  tasto  to  arrange  it  amicably — 
but  I'll  buy  those  roans  to-morrow." 

He  buttoned  the  light  overcoat  over  his  even- 
ing costume,  and  switched  at  the  roses  merrily  in 
passing  out  of  the  garden  of  flowers.  Ho  neither 
appeared  at  the  opera  nor  the  half-dozen  other 
places  on  his  tablets.  Less  than  an  hour  there- 
after Cadmus  Hauton  walked  into  Mr.  Bland's 
private  apartment  at  his  hotel. 

"Positively,  Bland,"  he  began,  with  that  brill- 
iant smile  of  his,  "vou  must  excuse  five  minutes' 
tardiness.  I  pride  myself  upon  punctuality, 
which  is  a  rare  quality  for  a  man  of  my  social  dis- 
position ;  but  you  comprehend  that  to  be  success- 
ful among  women  one  must  adhere  to  certain 
minor  principles.  I  establish  my  character  by 
keeping  an  appointment  to  the  minute  ;  in  con- 
sequence, they  consider  it  sacrilege  to  doubt  mo 
in  any  particular.  Women  are  not  logical ;  trifles 
are  everything  to  theju.     They  can't  be  punctual 


themselves  ;  at  least  that  is  my  experience  among 
the  women."  And  Hauton  stroked  his  mustache 
with  a  white  hand,  whereon  glowed  a  conspicu- 
ous cluster  of  diamonds. 

"  Your  experience  on  that  subject  is  worth  a 
mint,"  remarked  the  lawyer,  at  a  loss  to  under- 
stand what  it  had  to  do  with  this  appointment. 

"Ah,  yes  ;  but  life  is  a  disappointment  when 
one  has  no  ties." 

The  melodramatic  air  was  becoming  to  Hau- 
ton, but  it  tempted  no  question  from  the  lawyer. 

"A  short  time  since,"  observed  the  other, 
"you  honored  me  by  an  inquiry  in  reference  to 
that  beastly  affair  of  old  John  Harvey." 

"I  believe  I  did,"  warily  answered  the  lawyer, 

"I  have  come  here  to-night  to  understand  ex- 
actlv  what  vou  wished  to  know,  and  what  resnltj 
you  anticipate."  • 

Hauton  adjusted  his  eyeglass  and  gave  the  law- 
yer a  shrewd  glance.  Under  his  delightful  po- 
liteness Cadmus  Hauton  was  well  known  in  his 
own  set  as  dexterous  at  a  bargain. 

"  I  wish  to  know  whether  or  not  Colonel  Law- 
rence paid  that  money  to  John  Harvey  and  his 
son  Oscar.  Both  were  present.  I  wish  to  know 
where  the  paper  with  the  receipt  for  the  money 
already  signed  went  to  that  night.  Moreover,  I 
want  that  paper  if  it  exists.  You  have  nothing 
to  do  with  results." 

Hauton  smiled  in  beautiful  suavity. 

'*  But  it  may  be  a  very  expensive  thing  to  dis- 
cover that  paper.  It  involves  large  estates,"  sug- 
gestively remarked  Hauton. 

"  We  are  prepared  for  heavy  expenses,"  briefly 
responded  the  other. 

"Understand,  Bland," continued  Hauton,  with 
visible  caution  and  craft,  "  I  do  not  in  the  least 
know  where  this  paper  is.  If  I  did.  Heaven  for- 
bid that  I  retained  the  knowledge  from  Law- 
rence !  But  I  have  a  small  clew,  and  if  my  ex- 
penses are  paid  I  may  be  able  to  work  it  out. 
Lawrence  is  a  favorite,  and  I  would  do  much  to 
serve  him.     He  has  been  so  deuced  unlucky  !" 

"What  do  you  call  expenses  ?"  inquired  Mr. 
Bland. 

"  Well,  my  clew  is  small  and  expenses  will  bo 
large  ;  but  I  will  take  the  trouble  for  Lawrence — 
magnificent-looking  fellow — egad,  I  will !" 

•*  Cadmus,  I  have  known  you  for  twenty  years,'' 
Mr.  Bland  commenced,  deliberately,  "under  a 
variety  of  circumstances,  not  all  bearing  the  day- 
light, and  I  have  sufldcient  knowledge  of  you  to 
perceive  that  you  never  came  here  to  chaffer  about 
a  clew,  nor  for  any  especial  affection  for  Lawrence 
— all  that  is  not  in  your  line.  Now,  what  did 
vou  come  for  ?" 

"To  give  you  valuable   information — tenezT* 
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evasively  replied  Hauton,  bent  on  not  committing 
himself. 

*'Then  I  repeat  that  I  will  give  you  ten  thou- 
sand dollars  for  that  information/' 

Hauton  laughed  his  gay,  bubbling  laugh,  as  if 
the  idea  of  ten  thoiunnd  dollars  was  absordly  la- 
dicrooa. 

'-  My  dear  Bland,  I  woold  gladly  procare  the 
iuformatioii  for  nothing  if  in  my  power.  Oscar 
Hanrey  would  doable  the  snm,  bat  my  oonscience 
will  not  allow  me  to  aid  him.^ 

'^Tush,  CadmnsI  have  done  with  yoor  eon- 
•ciMioe.  This  is  not  the  resnrreetion  day,  that 
yon  need  exhnme  fossils.  Grive  me  the  informa- 
iion  and  I  will  give  yon  the  ten  thousand.'' 

Mr.  Bland  paused.     Hanton  laughed  again. 

**  Yon  don^t  give  me  a  show  of  hnmanity,^  he 
began.  **  My  aon-in-law  would  give  half  his  in- 
come for  that  paper.'' 

'^True^''  interrupted  the  lawyer,  ''he  might  if 
bo  were  not  a  fool ;  but  he  is  a  fool,  and  afraid 
.  to  part  with  his  money.  He  married  yoar  danfh- 
ter  to  secure  your  silence ;  and,  upon  the  whole, 
judging  by  her  reckless  expenditure,  he  peid 
hoarily  for  the  bargain.  He  won't  pay  more, 
Gidmus.'* 

The  confident  assertion  dashed  the  other's  as* 
.  enranoe.     He  collected  his  nimble  wits. 

''Tata,  Bhmd.  I  hare  not  said  Oscar  wm 
guilty.*' 

"  Ko,  yon  hare  not,  Cadmus ;  but  the  truth  is, 
I  bare  not  just  turned  my  attention  to  this  mat- 
ter." 

Haoton  smoothed  his  mustache  and  settled  his 
\  point-laoe  scarf  with  dainty  graee  m  he  glanced 
;  ap  furtively.  The  face  oppoeate  made  no  rerda- 
:  tion. 

'*  By  JoTe,  yon  may  as  well  say  yon  bare  inves- 
tigated the  matter.  Bland,  111  be  frank*  Har- 
vey is  confoundedly  mean.  He  is  aach  a  hypeerite 
himself  about  appearances  that  he  never  dreams 
,  of  my  compromising  Marion.  But  my  dangliter 
\ — ah,  the  ingratitude  of  chfldren  I — Marion  is 
penurious  with  her  sole  parent." 

''  Why  not  come  to  business  F"  reminded  the 
lawyer. 

**  You  offer  me—" 

'^Ten  thousand  for  the  information,"  inter- 
polated the  legal  man. 

"And  for  the  mortgage,  canceled  by  a  receipt 
:ft>r  the  money  ?" 

The  suavity  of  the  eager  countenance  decreased. 
The"  crafty  shrewdness  in  the  watchful  eyes  in- 
i  reased. 

He  waited  breathlessly. 

**Ten  thousand  more  for  the  missing  paper,'* 
returned  the  attorney. 
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''  I  may  have  to  bribe  largely  to  obtain  it,''  sug- 
gested the  captain,  in  wary  caution. 

"Do  it  out  of  the  twenty  thousand," was  the 
unmoved  reply. 

*^  What  security  have  I  that  the  money  will  be 
paidr 

My  word,  air,"  responded  Mr.  Bland. 
True,  your  word  is  a  bond  ;  but,  Btaad,  you'll 
allow  me  an  extra  thousand  or  so  as  a  bribe  to  the 
parties  ?" 

"Nothing  more,  Cadmus." 

Hauton  rose  and  buttoned  his  coat  decisively. 

"  Bland,  I  can't  think  of  it — ^positively  cannot, 
unless  yon  make  it  worth  my  while  1"  he  ex- 
claimed. 

"  Those  are  my  terms — ten  thonsand  for  the 
information,  ten  f<Mr  the  missing  paper,"  reae- 
serted  the  lawyer* 

Gadmns  Hasten  crossed  the  room*  He  opened 
the  door,  hesitated  and  rstamed. 

"Yon  are  a  Shyloek,"  he  said,  impatiently. 
"Bat  there  is  the  p^wr.    Make  the  best  of  it." 

He  tossed  down  a  well-prsssrved  folded  sheet. 
Undoubtedly  the  docnment  was  a  legal  one,  and 
equally  {dain  was  the  man's  knowledge  of  its  im- 
port   Mr.  Bland  unfolded  it 

"This  is  the  mortgage— I  drew  it  myaslf — and 
it  is  canceled.  "Som  give  your  information,"  he 
said,  in  bunnesslike  psedsion* 

"Yes,"  added  Marion's  unscrupulous  &ther, 
"  it  is  canceled.  I  saw  Colonel  Lawrence  pay  the 
money  to  the  Harveya.  They  knew  that,  and 
remembered  it.  In  the  morning,  wbrn  Colonel 
Ijawrence  was  found  dead,  that  document  was  on 
the  table  at  his  bedside,  along  with  two  or  three 
letters ;  one  to  yourself,  another  to  his  son,  Law- 
rence lAwrence ;  and  others  to  friends,  I  suppose, 
annonncing  the  pleasant  news.  Oscar  Harvey 
gathered  them  up  into  a  paeket — ^tiiat  paper  with^ 
the  letters.  I  ohaerved  that  he  dropped  them 
into  his  ooat  pocket.  I  also  noticed  that,  in  ar- 
ranging the  man's  eflbets,  he  never  restored  the 
packet  of  papers.  At  that  time  both  the  Harveys 
were  ignorant  e(  my  presence  on  the  balcony  the 
night  daring  their  final  ssttlement  with  Colonel 
Lawrence.  I  accompanied  them  back  to  Oray- 
friars  pnrposely,  for  I  fathomed  their  desigu.  Os- 
car Harvey  divested  himself  of  his  overcoat  and 
flung  it  over  a  ehMr.  Soom  one  called  him  out. 
He  was  absent  foar  minutes  and  a  half.  In  that 
four  minutes  and  a  half  I  drew  the  mortgage 
from  the  paeket  of  letters.  Aware  of  the  dan- 
ger of  possessing  that  paper,  he  returned  to  the 
room,  took  out  the  packet  and  deliberately  burned 
it  in  my  presence.  The  mortgage  formally  can- 
celed was  safe  in  my  pocket,  a  fact  neither  of 
thorn  guessed.     I  don^t  hesitate  to  avow  that  I 
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made  good  terms  upon  my  knowledge.  I  ab- 
sented myself^  I  held  my  tongue,  and  I  held  my 
grand  coup  in  reaeriKe.  I  coaoutted  a  Unnder  in 
doing  M»  bat  I  Mpur  tbe  blunder  to-fiiglit.  With 
John  Harrej^s  oouiiTK&ee  Oscar  Harwjr  oem- 
mitted  the  frsad.  If  t]i«n  is  a  penalty  it  ialli 
justly  span  08ear»  ier  Aa  traad  was  his.  He 
had  atoIexL  tlie  pnoaf  of  pywmt     2«  has  held 


the  Grayfriars  estate  for  years,  knowing  that 
defrauded  Lawrence.  He  has  trebled  his  pi 
erty  by  investments  of  Lawrence's  money.  \ 
theft  was  his — the  enjoyment  of  the  wealth 
his.  Egad,  I  don't  in  the  least  mind  if  he  ti 
on  that  old  diablerie  !  He  has  refused  to  oash 
checks,  and  he  is  losing  his  money  in  fool 
speculations,  made  to  dazzle  the  pubUc^ 


(To  he  ctmUnued.^ 


TO   MARY  WASHINGTON. 

{Written  after  the  UnveiHng  cf  the  Jlionument  at  Fredericksburg^  Va,,  May  I'^th^  1894.) 

By  Chapman  Alder  son. 


MoTBiB  of  01W  BoUfl  duefbun, 

We  thy  pniw  do  gladly  sing, 
In  Hbs  iMid,  where  loare  aad 

Oomft  weA  blMi  %mSk  Jisriuig  tiling ; 
Por  it  -WW  tfiy  h— li  that  SP'^^^ 

Our  gvest  cbief  who  led  na  free ; 
Thy  pure  love  that  liMnned  the  manhood 

"Whioh  e'er  omied  its  debt  to  thee. 

We  win  erer  hold  thy  meoiMj 

Saored  from  tiM  tonoh  of  time, 
As  a  dream,  a  holy  -vviaa. 

All  of  earth,  yet  ea  efthSmel 
We  wonld  crown  ttiy  same  wifii  garlands, 

*-Saoh  as  holy  aagab  iMmr, 
like  to  tiiaae  ihy  ladiant  f  onfaaady 

Joyful  now,  doth  ever  hear. 


Bleaeed  are  onr  noble  mothexs, 

They  to  na  are  «ver  tnie. 
And  if  we  will  read  their  aotionB, 

Iiave  BO  great  aeemoB*  ever  new. 
fitep  cm,  motiier  of  our  hero, 

In  thy  lowly,  honored  bed. 
Then  art  nnmbeiad  *mid  our  holy, 

niongh  to  earth  thyidim  is  deud. 

Xhoogh  we  ne'er  oan  need  an  ^emblem 

To  oar  lips  to  eaU  thy  pnuA, 
'Twos  onr  noble*hea«led  women 

This  memorial  9SbL  nine; 
And  ^e  homes  Ihat  wenriiip  mother 

As  their  nearest,  deaaesttia, 
Ke'er  wiU  axnk  or  be  ^ahonored. 

Proudly  they  wiE  Htb  or 


We  would  not  diatorb  thy  slumbers, 

<']>ut  to  dust'* hath  been  faUUled; 
We  would  can  tl^  aainted  iqiidt. 

By  its  oontaot  to  be  flicOled 
l^lh  a  sense  of  heavenly  Joy, 

By  its  pieaana 
80  that  wa  wavdd  gatSnar  luntmyi, 

la  onr  du^to 


But  jthia  stone  tfaronghoiit  fhe  agea 

Will  reveal  our  natkm'a  piide, 
Bpnr  our  young  to  gnaEter  effort, 

Give  ua  atrength  to  atem  ihe  tide 
Of  what  taronbles  here  may  meet  ua ; 

Knowing  that,  when  all  ia  done. 
We  win  i&nd  a  rest  in  heaven, 

Thoni^  our  race  waa  hard  to  run. 


MARGUERITES. 

{ViUamelU,^ 

Br  EXMEST  DOWSON. 

'*  A  uxsxa^  paaaionately—fiot  nt  aU  !"  8he  would  not  anawer  uaif  we  should  call 

She  I  III  Ilia  ihe  anowy  petals  on  the  air;  Aoroaa  the  yeaia;  her  viaiona  are  too  fair: 

And  ^AaX  osBewB  how  many  petals  fall  ?  And  what  care  we  how  many  petals  itXLJ 


Kay,  whereAore  seek  the  aeasons  to  forestaU  ? 

It  ia  but  phig^g,  and  aha  wiU  not  care : 
A  little,  pasaianately— not  at  all ! 


She  knowa  ua  not,  nor  reoka  if  she  inthrall 

With  voice,  and  eyea,  and  faahion  of  her  haii 
A  little,  paasionately — ^not  at  all ! 


Xnee  deep  She  goes  in  maadow  graaaee  tall, 

.KiaBed  by  the  daiaies,  that  her  fingera  tear; 
And.irtuit  eare  we  how  many  petals  faU  ? 


We  -)paaa  and  go ;  -but  sfaa  shall  not  recall 

;  What  man  we  were,  ;nar:all  ahe  made  ua  hear. 
'*  A  little,  paauonately-^not  at  all!** 
And  what  care  we  how  many  petals  fall  ? 


•■■•  ^- 


By  M.  J.  J. 

Ik  the  year  1792  the  French  Revolution  Imd 
8pcil  three  years  of  its  onward  course.  The  ar- 
dent desire  for  liberty  which  had  animated  the 
Assembly  in  its  first  stniggles  against  the  privi- 
leged classes,  and  which  had  united  it  by  the 
fiimons  oath  of  the  "Jen  de  Paame,"  still  lived 
revered  by  the  classes  ivlioso  enthusiasm  was 
based  on  philosophy  and  philantliropy,  was  still 
proclaimed  by  the  great  leaders  of  tJio  people, 
and  was  yet  little  understood  by  the  maasea  who 
clamored  around  Vereaillea  on  tlie  5th  and  Gth  of 
October,  1789.  A  great  change  had,  however, 
been  effected  in  the  views  of  all  the  public  men 
of  1793  as  to  the  moat  speedy  if  not  the  best 
means  of  arriving  at  the  ideal  of  the  Revolution, 
"Liberty,  Equality  and  Fraternity";  for,  wliile 
in  the  6rst  three  years  of  the  RevoUition  the  scenes 
of  violence  which  had  accompanied  the  death  of 
Delaunay  and  of  poor  Fran9ois  the  baker  were 
viewed  with  distrust,  now  the  popular  leaders  act- 
ually encouraged  the  armed  rabble  to  overturn 
laws  which  had  received  the  solemn  sanction  of 
the  nation.  It  was  when  the  heads  of  the  cluba, 
the  leaders  of  the  Aasembly,  the  Mayor  of  Paria, 
put  arms  into  the  h.tnds  of  the  city  mob,  directed 
its  action  and  connived  at  its  excesses  that  the 
Beigu  of  Terror  really  began.  It  was  the  "Ter- 
ror" which  directed  the  march  on  the  Tuileries 
on  the  20th  June,  1792  ;  it  is  to  the  "Terror" 
the  murder  of  the  Swiss  Guards  and  of  400  citi- 
zens on  tiie  lOtli  August  is  to  be  attributed  ;  the 
"Terror"  is  responsible  for  the  awful  maasiicres 
of  September,  for  the  death  of  the  unfortunate 
King  and  Queen,  fur  the  brutality  with  which 
the  young  Datiphin  was  treated,  for  depriving 
the  nation  by  the  handa  of  the  executioner  of  the 
eloquent  Vergniaud  and  liia  companions  in  the 
Assembly,  for  sending  tJie  youngest  and  loveliest 
men  and  women  of  Fiance  to  the  guillotine,  for 
corrupting  and  debasing  the  people  and  prepar- 
ing the  way  for  a  dictator,  who  was  not  to  be 
Bobespierre,  but  Napoleon. 

It  was  characteriatic  of  the  times  that  consist- 
V<d.  XXXVm.,  Ho.  2—12. 


ency  as  a  factor  in  the  political  or  social  life  waa 
little  considered.  The  country  wJiich  had  wit- 
nessed the  abasement  and  flight  of  the  powerful 
nobles,  which  had  seen  the  descendant  of  the 
Grand  Monarque  led  back  a  prisoner  to  the  pal- 
ace where  he  had  so  long  ruled,  which  saw  the 
Capiicin  forsake  the  hood  for  the  red  bonnet  of 
democracy,  and  the  cloietered  Sister  of  to-day  be- 
come t!io  matron  of  to-morrow,  expreased  no  sur- 
prise when  the  King's  ministers  tlireatened  the 
King  for  exercising  a  right  of  veto  which  the 
Constitution  had  conferred  npon  him.  The  King 
refused  to  sign  a  decree  providing  for  a  camp  of 
20,000  men  outside  Paris,  and  expelling  all 
priests  who  did  not  swear  fidelity  to  the  Consti- 
tution. 

To  the  letter  and  expostulations  of  Roland  the 
King's  unvarying  answer  was  that  he  exercised 
merely  the  rights  which  were  bestowed  npon  him 
by  the  people.  Tlie  ministers  surrendered  their 
portfolios.  A  new  ministry  was  called  together, 
which  found  itself  unable  to  face  the  opposition 
which  the  King's  veto  had  excited ;  and  in  the 
meantime  a  movement  was  started  which  threat- 
ened the  lives  of  the  King  and  Queen,  and  whicii 
atriick  a  blow  at  French  royalty  from  the  effects 
of  wliicli  it  was  destined  never  to  recover.  It  was 
on  the  19th  of  June  that  the  cliiefs  of  this  move- 
ment assembled  at  Charenton,  on  the  southwest- 
erly side  of  Paris,  to  arrange  the  plan  of  attack  on 
the  Tuileries.  Danton  was  there  to  indicate  the 
purpose ;  Santerre  spoke  for  the  means,  Marat 
the  fiendish  energy  and  Camille  Desmoulins  the 
childlike  gayety  of  the  morrow's  insurrection. 
There  was  no  difficulty  in  arranging  the  details  of 
the  plan.  The  Place  de  la  Bastille,  the  Aventine 
Mountain  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  Faubourgs  on 
eacli  bank  of  the  river,  furnished  a  convenient 
meeting  place  for  the  insurrectionary  army.  On 
the  morning  of  the  20th  the  narrow  streets  open- 
ing out  on  the  great  square  where  once  stood  the 
famous  Bastille,  the  symbol  of  feudalism  and  of 
oppreasion  to  all  who  shared  in  the  principles 
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of  tli6  Revolution,  were  crowded  with  deuse 
masses  of  people  hurrying  to  the  rendezvous 
which  their  chiefs  had  designated.  As  the  hours 
wore  on  this  huge  concourse  formed  itself  into 
marching  order,  and  when  it  filed  into  the  Rue 
St.  Antoine,  on  the  stroke  of  eleven,  some  idea 
might  be  formed  of  its  numbers,  its  strength  and 
the  elements  of  which  it  was  composed.  Twenty 
thousand  men,  women  and  children,  taken  from 
the  many  classes  which  lie  between  the  bourgeois 
and  the  rodenr,  had  assembled  at  the  call  of  their 
leaders,  showing  by  their  arms,  their  dress  and 
appearance  the  various  grades  of  society  from 
which  they  were  recruited.  Apart  from  the  bay- 
onets and  muskets  with  which  the  battalions  who 
marched  under  Santerre  were  provided,  there  was 
no  attempt  at  regular  military  equipment  in  the 
squalid  crowd  who  had  oommenced  their  march 
to  the  tune  of  the  Carmagnole.  *'  Pikes,  lances, 
spits,  knives,  cutlasses,  carpenters'  axes,  masons' 
hammers,  shoemakers' knives,  paviers'levers,  saws, 
wedges,  mattocks,  crowbars,"  .were  carried  and 
displayed  by  the  excited  mob,  as  well  for  purposes 
of  defense  as  symbols  of  militant  patriotism.  The 
gaudy  splendor  of  the  hordes  of  fallen  women,  the 
squalid  rags  of  the  miserable  tenants  of  the  Fau- 
bourg garrets,  the  sleek  faces  and  '*  embonpoint " 
of  Santerre  and  of  his  band  of  brewerymen,  the 
pale  faces  and  hollow  eyes  of  the  ragged  crowds, 
the  youth  and  beauty  of  Theroigne  de  Mericourt, 
and  the  brazen  looks  of  the  women  who  followed 
her,  would  have  called  forth  pity  or  laughter  if  a 
desire  for  vengeance  had  not  been  so  plainly  im- 
printed on  the  faces  of  those  who  had  come  to- 
gether for  the  purpose  '*of  putting  an  end  to  the 
chateau." 

The  leaders  of  the  crowds  had  at  length  reached 
the  Salle  de  Manege,  or  riding  school,  in  which 
the  Legislative  Assembly  was  then  sitting.  A 
petition  was  read  pointing  out  the  necessity  of 
forming  a  camp  outside  the  walls  of  the  city,  of 
expelling  the  nonjuring  priests,  and  of  recalling 
the  ministers,  notwithstanding  the  veto  of  the 
King.  And  then  began  the  defile  of  the  armed 
mob  before  the  Assembly,  which  would  have  been 
so  ludicrous  were  its  moaning  not  so  terrible  ;  for 
the  bands  of  butchers  who  carried  calves'  hearts 
on  the  ends  of  their  pikes  seem  to  have  met  only  a 
'  half-hearted  rejoinder  from  the  Deputies  whose 
hall  they  were  profaning.  But  this  display  of  en- 
thusiasm before  the  Deputies  of  the  nation  left 
the  work  of  the  day  only  h^lf  finished.  To 
achieve  the  object  for  which  the  sans-culottic 
army  was  put  in  motion  Louis  XVL  himself 
should  learn  from  the  lips  of  patriots  the  true 
necessities  of  the  State,  and  for  this  purpose  the 
Tuileries  should  be  invaded. 


The  visitor  to  Paris  to-day  who  stands  with  his 
back  to  the  Luxor  Obelisk  in  the  Place  de  la  Con- 
corde and  looks  down  through  the  avenues  of 
chestnut  trees  across  the  Tuileries  Qardens  to  the 
triumphal  arch  of  the  Place  du  Carrousel  will 
scarcely  recognize  in  the  parallel  lines  of  build- 
ings on  the  right  and  left  of  the  paved  courtyard 
the  theatre  of  the  many  scenes  which  are  indel- 
ibly written  in  the  history  of  France.  In  the  gar- 
dens the  terrace  alone  which  skirts  the  Seine 
marks  the  ground  where  Louis  XVI.,  in  those 
days  when  neither  prisoner  nor  king,  loved  to 
find  recreation  and  peace.  The  "Pont  Tour- 
nan  t,"  a  kind  of  drawbridge  turning  over  a  deep 
fosse,  which  was  the  means  of  entry  from  the  Place 
de  la  Concorde,  has  been  supplanted.  That  part 
of  the  palace  forming  the  front  of  the  quadrangle 
toward  the  Champs  Eiysces  was  destroyed  in  the 
latest  ebullition  of  ultra-democratic  principles 
during  the  Commune  in  1871.  But  in  1792  the 
Palace  of  the  Tuileries  was  a  complete  quadrangle, 
inclosing  four  courtyards  known  as  the  *'  Cour  des 
Princes,"  the  *'Cour  Royale,"  the  "Cour  des 
Suisses  "  and  the  *'  Cour  de  Marsam,"  correspond- 
ing roughly  with  the  main  division  of  the  build- 
ings, and  running  respectively  parallel  with  the 
river  and  the  present  Rue  de  Rivoli.  That  part 
of  the  palace  which  lay  nearest  the  Seine  and  the 
Pont  Roval  was  called  the  "Pavilion  de  Flore,'* 
and  on  the  side  of  the  Place  du  Carrousel  opened 
on  the  "Cour  des  Princes."  The  centre  of  the 
chateau,  looking  on  the  gardens,  was  known  as 
the  "  Pavilion  de  I'Horlogc,"  and  opened  on  the 
rear  on  the  "Cour  Royale,"  while  the  "Pavilion 
de  Marsam,"  which  would  be  that  part  of  the 
building  nearest  to  what  is  now  the  Rue  des  Pyra- 
mides,  was  entered  from  the  Place  du  Carrousel 
through  the  "  Cour  des  Suisses  "and  bounded  also' 
the  "  Cour  de  Marsam."  The  entry  to  the  palace 
from  the  gardens  was  through  the  grand  staircase 
of  the  centre  building,  or  "  Pavilion  de  THorloge,'* 
leading  on  the  left  to  the  chapel,  Salle  des  Ma- 
chines, in  which  the  Convention  subsequently  sat, 
and  to  what  was  afterward  known  as  the  Salle  de 
Liber  to,  to  be  rendered  famous  by  the  sittings  of 
the  Comite  de  Surete  Geiierale."  This,  however, 
was  not  the  part  of  the  pjilace  which  occupied  the 
attention  of  the  mob  on  June  20th,  for  they  had 
known  that  the  King's  apartments  were  on  the 
riglit  of  the  grand  staircase.  Meeting  with  little 
resistance,  they  rushed  up  the  stairs  into  the  Salle 
des  Cent  Suisses,  across  the  Salle  des  Gardes, 
where  they  first  met  the  King,  and  carried  him  in 
their  headlong  fury  into  the  Salle  de  I'CEil  de 
Boeuf.  The  confusion  which  reigned  on  all  sides, 
tlie  hacking  of  hatchets  and  clubs  on  the  orna- 
ments on  the  walls  and  staircase^  the  breaking  of 
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glass,  the  scramble  for  booty,  the  shouts  of 
**  Down  wilh  the  veto  !  The  camp  of  Paris  I  Give 
ns  back  oar  patriotic  ministers !  Where  is  the 
Austrian  T*  echoed  by  a  thousand  voices  from 
within  and  without  the  building,  might  have 
shaken  the  nerves  of  one  whose  repntation  for 
dourage  was  more  respected  than  that  of  Louis 
XYI.  But  the  King  said  to  the  few  men  who  had 
formed  a  bodyguard  for  him  against  the  pikes  of 
the  rabble  :  "  Put  up  your  swords ;  this  crowd  is 
more  excited  than  guilty.^  The  scenes  which  fol- 
lowed are  familiar  to  everyone  who  has  taken  any 
interest  in  the  history  of  the  French  Revolution. 
The  resolute  courage  of  the  King  when  threat* 
ened  with  a  hundred  pikes  and  the  angry  shouts 
of  the  mob,  the  calm  resignation  of  the  Queen, 
the  precocious  sorrow  of  the  young  princess  and 
the  childish  innocence  of  the  Dauphin  disarmed 
the  most  ftoatioal  opponents  of  royalty.  San- 
terre  reflteted^  the  sentiments  of  his  followers 
when  he  sbonted'to  one  of  his  subordinates  to  re- 
move the  '^'bonnet  rouge  **  from  the  head  of  the 
Dauphin.  **Don't  you  see,**  said'he,  "  he  is  half 
stifled  ?^  Otiadet,  the  stem  opponent  of  royalty, 
was  no  less  impressed  when,  a  few  evenings  after- 
ward, on  a  visit  to  the  Tuileries,  he  saw  the 
young  prince  deeping  calmly^  and  stooped  and 
kissed  him. 

The  march  on  the  Tuileries,  then,  on  the  20th 
June,  was  a  failure  from  the  standpoint  of  the 
political  chiefs  who  had  prepared  it.  But  the 
Revolution  should  be  pushed  forward  at  all  haz- 
ards. Patriots  from  the  south,  the  Marseillais, 
should,  come  to  Paris  to  fan  the  waning  patriot- 
ism of  their  countrymen  of  the  north. 

On  the  29th  July,  Danton,  Santerre,  Barba- 
roux.  Bourdon  de  TOise,  Gamille  Desmoulins  and 
other  popular  leaders  met  at  Gharenton,  where 
the  Marseillais  had  already  arrived,  and  arranged 
plans  for  the  peaceful  dethroning  of  the  King. 
It  was  midnight  when  the  chiefs  met  at  a  lonely 
house  on  the  outskirts  of  the  village,  whither 
they  had  come  by  different  routes,  A  terrible 
thunderstorm  at  this  moment  burst  over  Paris 
and  its  suburbs.  An  awful  gale  swept  over  the 
city,  tearing  up  in  its  course  crops  and  trees, 
hurling  before  it  houses  and  church  steeples. 
Torrents  of  rain  fell,  swelling  the  water  courses 
on  the  streets  like  mountain  rivers.  For  eight 
consecutive  hours  peals  of  thunder  alternated 
with  flashes  of  lightniuff  which  showed  the  awful 
havoc  the  storm  was  making.  It  was  in  this  war 
of  the  elements  that  the  conspirators  swore  to 
dethrone  the  French  King,  and  outlined  the 
means  by  which  their  purpose  was  to  be  accom- 
plished. On  the  10th  August  (the  30th  July  was 
the  day  originally  fixed)  the  usual  army  from 


the  workshops  and  garrets  of  the  Faubourgs  wa^ 
to  be  put  in  motion.  The  neutrality  or  co-opera- 
tion of  the  National  Guard  and  of  the  gendarmes 
was  assured.  Trains  of  artillery  were  placed  by 
Potion,  the  Mayor  of  Paris,  in  such  weak  posi- 
tions as  might'  be  easily  carried  by  the  popular 
army.  Meeting  with  no  resistance  from  the 
troops  in  the  Tuileries,  the  King  was  to  be  be- 
sieged in  his  palace  until  the  Assembly  conformed 
to  the  wishes  of  the  people.  Everything  suc- 
ceeded on  the  appointed  day  but  the  peaceful 
arrangements  made  to  carry  out  the  allotted  pro* 
gramme.  The  Marseillais  proved  that  Danton 
had  rightly  estimated  the  object  of  their  visit. 
**They  are  not,'*  said  Danton,  **come  to  Paris 
to  look  for  prunes."  The  soldiers  of  the  Swiat 
Guard  were  ruthlessly  massacred.  The  King  was 
made  a  prisoner,  and  at  one  o'clock  at  night  ooQ* 
ducted  to  a  lodging  on  the  top  story  of  the  Con* 
vent  of  the  Feuillants.  A  few  days  afterward 
the  King  and  Queen,  their  two  children,  and 
Mme.  Elizabeth,  the  Eting^s  sister,  were  imprilh 
oned  in  the  Temple. 

The  fall  of  royalty  seemed  to  insure  the  sao- 
cess  of  the  Revolution,  but  at  tliit  moment  a 
more  formidable  danger  threatened:  palriotio 
France.  No  less  a  danger  showed  iteelf  on  the 
eastern  frontier  than  that  of  a  hoetile  army 
marching  on  Paris  to  avenge  insulted  monarchy, 
**  Verdun  had  fallen."  The  Kin.i^  of  Prussia  was 
marching  on  Ghalons.  One  question  was  much 
discussed  in  the  clubs  and  at  the  Assembly.  Was 
the  Revolution  a  philosophical  speculation  of 
little  importance  to  the  nation,  or  was  it  a  mat- 
ter of  practical  politics  which  had  already  cost 
the  French  people  some  of  its  best  blood,  and  for 
which  Frenchmen  were  therefore  ready  to  fight 
and  die  ?  *' Vivre  libre,  ou  mourir"  had  been  a 
password  of  the  patriots  in  the  early  days  of  the 
Revolution.  If  it  meant  anything.  Revolutionary 
France  would  now  assert  itself  against  the  allied 
aristocrats  with  the  King  of  Prussia  at  their 
head. 

At  this  juncture  one  man  was  pre-eminently  dis- 
tinguished by  his  influence  over  the  people  of 
Paris.  He  was  Oeorge  Jacques  Danton.  Bom 
at  Arcis-sur-Aube,  his  parents,  though  in  hnmble 
circumstances,  did  not  neglect  giving  him  such 
an  education  as  fitted  him  to  become  a  member 
of  the  bar  of  Paris.  His  gigantic  figure,  power- 
ful voice,  ugly  face,  violent  declamation,  forgiv- 
ing disposition  and  abandoned  habits  soon  made 
him  a  favorite  in  the  clubs.  If  not  respected  he 
was  feared  in  the  Assembly.  In  the  Gorderlier 
Glub  where  he  was  president,  in  the  Jacobin 
Club  where  he  was  a  persona  grata,  in  the  public 
squares  where  the  work  of  enrolling  volunteers 
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V.18  carried  on,  from  tlie  tribune  of  tbo  AsBembty,  Dauton   expressed  what  ought  to  be  the  doter- 

his  steotoriaii  voice  was  beard  exciting  the  na-  miniition  of  tlie  French  nation  against  the  enemy 

ticm  to  Tengeance  on  tlio  invaders.    "To  conquer  who  was   threatening  it.     To   make    this   deter- 

our  enemies,  to  driye  them  bade  from  the  front-  mination  unalterable,  to  erect  an  impassable  bar- 

iera,  what  we  need   is  audacity,  again  audacity,  rier  between  the  democracy  and  its  former  rulers, 

and  always  audacity,"  was  the  manner  in  which  a  scene  of  carnage  was  planned  and  carried  out 
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which  has  no  counterpart  in  the  history  of  the 
civilized  world.  A  plot  was  concocted  to  murder 
ii^  cold  blood  the  prisoners  in  the  different  pris- 
ons of  France.  The  scheme  was  referred  to  the 
sections  for  approval.  Every  scheme  of  violence 
which  disgraces  the  history  of  this  period  was 
hatched  in  the  meeting  houses  of  the  sections  of 
Paris. 

Before  1789  the  city  was  divided  into  twenty- 
one  quarters.  By  a  decree  of  the  King,  April 
23d,  1780,  a  redivision  of  it  was  made  into  sixty 
disiriels.  The  Ccinstitaent  Assembly,  by  a  vote 
of  the  27th  June,  1790,  apportioned  the  city  into 
forty-eight  sections.  Each  section  returned  three 
members  to  represent  its  interests  at  the  Maison 
Commune.  The  Council  Generlil  of  the  Com- 
mune, or  the  Commune,  as  it  is  called,  was  com- 
posed of  one  hundred  and  forty-four  members. 
The  Municipal  Council,  composed  of  forty*eight 
members,  also  selected  by  the  sections,  was  the 
executive  of  the  Council  Oeneral.  A  small  com- 
mittee was  formed  from  the  members  of  the 
Council  General  which  was  called  the  Committee 
of  Surveillanee*  The  Commune  gradually  usurped 
the  power^ol  4he  legislative  body ;  or  in  other 
words  the  mbbk  of  Paris  ruled  France. 

On  the  S6th  of  August  the  news  of  the  capture 
of  Longwy  by  the  Prussians  reached  Paris.  Dan* 
ton  immediately  proposed  in  the  Assembly  that 
the  barriers  should  be  closed,  and  that  domiciliary 
visits  should  be  authorized.  There  was  no  op|K>- 
sition  to  this  proposal.  He  then  went  to  the 
Commune  to  conclude  the  police  arrangements 
his  coup  d-Hai  rendered  necessary. 

All  kinda^if  vehicles  were  prevented  from  mov- 
ing aloiig  ifae  alreets  from  four  o'clock  in  the 
attMOUMnu  Benons  were  warned  to  be  indoors  at 
six.  Oammiflioners  were  appointed,  accompa^ 
nied  by  armed  mitendants,  to  enter  the  houses  of 
citizens  in  the  name  of  the  law.  All  who  were 
absent  from  their  own  homes  were  arrested  as 
suspects.  The  denunciation  of  an  enemy,  a  spy 
or  neighbor  was  sufficient  to  bring  the  most  up- 
right citizen  within  the  purview  of  this  most 
drastic  law.  The  next  morning  the  sections,  the 
mairies, .  prisons,  oon vents  and  churches  were 
crowded  with  the  nnfortunate  suspects  of  the  pre- 
vious night's  requisitioq.  Many  were  set  at  liberty 
on  a  summary  interrogation.  The  rest  were 
lodged  in  the  prisons  of  the  city. 

On  the  morning  of  August  28th  two  members 
of  the  Commune  awoke  the  gravedigger  of  St. 
Jacques  du  Haut  Pas.  They  ordered  him  to  fol- 
low them  to  the  Tomb  Isoire,  through  which  the 
millions  of  bones  recently  exhumed  from  the  old 
churchyard  of  the  Innocents  had  been  flung  into 
the  Catacombs.     Hero  they  ordered  him  to  make 


an  opening  about  six  feet  wide,  an  aperture  large 
enough  to  admit  the  victims  of  the  massacres. 
All  was  now  in  readiness  for  this  wholesale  im- 
molation. On  Sunday,  the  ^d  of  September^  at 
Ah6at  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  the  cannon 
boomed  out  a  warning  that  the  bloody  work  was 
to  be  begun.  Five  or  six  carriages  conveying 
prisoners  started  from  the  Hdtel  doVille  across 
the  Pont  Neuf  to  the  Abbaye  (which  to-day  may 
be  seen  on  the  Boulevard  St.  OersMuii),  just  as 
the  signal  gun  had  for  the  third  tine  made  itself 
heard.  At  the  Carrefour  Bussy,  where  a  crowd 
was  collected  for  the  purpose  of  enrollment  in  the 
lists  of  volunteers,  a  ruffian  mounted  the  step  of 
one  carriage,  plunging  his  sabre  into  the  wood- 
work, and  calling  the  attention  of  his  fellows  to 
the  prisoners,  wno  were  nearly  all  priests.  One 
of  the  occupants  of  the  carriage  used  his  cane  in 
self-defense,  when  a  sabre  thrust  from  the  Jaco- 
bin on  the  step  put  an  end  to  his  life.  Then 
striking  at  the  prisoners  one  after  the  other,  the 
assassin  soon  dragged  out  four  corpses  on  the 
pavement.  A  long  line  of  blood  marked  the  route 
of  this  funeral  cortege  to  the  doors  of  the  Abbaye. 
Four  of  the  prisoners  rushed  from  the  oarriages 
into  the  meeting  room  of  the  section  of 'the  quar- 
ter, which  was  then  in  session,  and  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  saved  by  its  president.  But  the 
escape  of  these  four  prisoners  seemed  only  to  whet 
the  fpry  of  the  murderers.  Maillard,  one  of  the 
heroes  of  the  Bastille,  a  noticeable  figure  on  the 
20th  of  June  and  the  10th  of  August,  had  formed 
a  kind  of  revolutionary  court  in  the  porter's 
room  in  the  entrance  to  the  Abbaye.  The  pris- 
oners first  brought  before  this  improvised  tribunal 
were  the  Swiss  soldiers  who  escapsd  the  massacres 
of  August  10th.  They  were  condemned  mi  masse; 
and  then  the  fierce  yells  of  the  crowd,.almost  mad 
from  the  mixture  of  brandy  and  gunpowder  they 
gulped  down  to  stimulate  their  bloody  zeal,  dem- 
onstrated that  no  mercy  was  to  be  expected. 
Pikes,  sabres  and  daggers,  pistol  shots  and  the 
butt  ends  of  muskets  did  their  fell  work  with  no 
uncertainty.  Night  fell,  and  the  butchers  stood 
ankle  deep  in  human  gore.  By  the  glaring  light 
of  the  torches,  the  moans  of  the  dying,  the  fierce 
struggle  of  some  enraged  prisoner  with  his  mur- 
derer, the  heaps  of  dead,  the  blood-stained  arms 
of  the  wretches  who  were  drunk  with  the  blood 
of  their  victims,  the  courtyard  of  the  Abbaye  pre- 
sented a  very  pandemonium.  At  daybreak  the 
court  announced  a  recess.  President  Maillard 
and  his  executioners  slept  soundly  for  some  hours, 
and  then  preparations  were  made  for  a  resump- 
tion of  this  hecatomb.  Straw  was  shaken  on  the 
ground  to  prevent  the  actors  in  this  awful  drama 
from  slipping.     Women  came  with  breakfast  to 
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their  husbands,  as  if  they  were  engaged  in  the 
routine  of  everyday  life.  Assassination  had  be- 
come a  trade  in  France. 

The  gory  scenes  witnessed  at  La  Force,  the  Lux- 
embourg^ the  Ch&telet  and  at  the  other  prisons 
were  merely  a  repetition  of  the  awful  tragedy 
enacted  at  the  Abbaye.  But  at  the  Conciergerie 
the  barbarians  surpassed  themselves  in  cruelty. 
Here  a  woman's  hand  assisted  in  the  work  of  as- 
sassination, and  a  woman's  voice  cbeered  on  the 
fiends  in  their  inhuman  efforts.  This  woman  was 
ThSroigne  de  M6ricourt,  called  ''La  Belle  Lie- 
geoise."  She  was  a  young  woman  of  striking 
beauty  who  had  been  led  from  the  paths  of  virtue 
by  a  young  nobleman  in  the  town  of  Liege,  where 
her  parents  lived.  Driven  by  shame  to  hide  her- 
self in  a  foreign  country,  she  lived  in  England 
for  awhile,  and  when  the  Bevolution  proclaimed 
death  to  the  aristocrats  she  flew  to  Paris  to 
avenge  against  a  class  th<i  crime  of  one  of  their 
number.  Clad  in  a  blood-red  costume,  a  sabre  at 
her  side  and  two  pistols  in  her  girdle,  sometimes 


surpassed.  She  was  tied  to  a  stake.  Iler  feet,  kept 
apart,  were  nailed  to  the  ground.  They  cut  off 
her  breasts  with  their  swords,  thrust  their  pikes, 
which  were  reddened  for  the  purpose,  into  her 
flesh,  she  being  quite  naked,  and  then  burned  he^ 
with  bundles  of  lighted  straw. 

Over  one  thousand  persons  perished  during 
these  five  days  of  continuous  slaughter.  Their 
bodies  were  thrown  into  the  Catacombs.  The 
assassins  were  paid  by  the  Commune,  and  gave  re- 
ceipts. 

Notwithstanding  the  horror  which  this  whole- 
sale shedding  of  human  blood  must  have  occa- 
sioned, we  find  society  in  Paris  in  the  month  of 
October  engaged  in  giving  its  usual  receptions* 
Dumouriez  was  the  '*  lion  ^  of  the  hour.  The  vic^ 
tor  of  Valmy  at  the  age  of  fifty-six  had  saved 
the  French  Republic.  About  the  15th  and  16th 
of  October  Mme.  Talma,  the  popular  actrice  of 
the  day,  gave  a  reception  in  her  house  in  his 
honor. 

All  the  talent,  wit  and  beauty  of  Paris  were 
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on  horseback,  her  hair  disheveled  to  the  wind,) 
she  seemed  the  Medusa  of  the  Revolution.  The 
incarnation  of  womanhood  violated  by  a  member 
of  a  detested  class,  the  women  of  the  Faubourgs^ 
saw  in  her  misfortunes  the  sins  of  the  French  no-^ 
bility.  Actuated  at  first  by  a  desire  for  vengeance 
on  the  nobility,  she  lost  her  humanity  in  the  wild 
scenes  of  blood  in  which  she  gloried. 

A  poor  girl  known  as  La  Belle  Bouqueti^re 
happened  to  be  in  the  Conciergerie  at  the  time  of 
the  massacres.  Her  offense  was  that  of  having 
wounded  her  lover,  a  subaltern  officer,  in  a  fit  of 
jealousy.  But  the  assassins  of  September  in  their 
blind  thirst  for  blood  knew  no  distinctions  of 
crime.  This  girl,  of  uncommon  beauty,  on  the 
decision  of  one  of  her  own  sex,  Th6roigne  de 
Mericourt,*  was  subjected  to  cruelties  which  the 
refined  torturers  of  Nero's  court  could  not  have 

*  The  life  of  this  woman  reads  like  a  romance.  Having 
met  at  Paris  the  yonng  man  who  caused  her  downfaU, 
she  bad  him  put  to  death.  During  the  Revolution  she 
was  one  day  attacked,  stripped  naked,  and  horsewhipped  by 
four  women.  She  became  mad  from  the  effects  of  it,  and 
died  after  twenty  years  of  the  most  awful  agony  in  the 
8alp4tri^re. 


united  at  this  soiree.  The  bloody  massacres  of  a 
few  weeks  ago,  the  dangers  of  the  day,  were  for- 
gotten in  the  brilliant  conversations  of  Marie  Jo- 
seph Chenier  and  Diigazan,  of  the  savant  Millin 
and  the  OrientalistJ  Lauglois,  of  La  Harpe  and 
Chamford,  of  Ducis  and  Degouv6.  Such  was  and 
always  will  be  the  social  instincts  of  Frenchmen — 
to  drown  the  sorrows  of  the  past,  present  and  fut- 
ure in  the  light  amusements  of  the  salon  or  the- 
atre. It  was  not,  then,  to  be  expected  that  Pari- 
sians would  forego  the  pleasures  of  the  opera  in 
the  midst  of  the  anxieties  in  which  the  nation 
was  plunged  in  October,  1793.  The  talent  of 
Gardel,  who  had  improvised  the  ballet  of  *'Tel6- 
maque  and  P8ych6,*' was  now  directed  in  construct- 
ing a  theatrical  effect  which  would  appeal  to  the 
patriotism,  good  taste,  enthusiasm  and  love  of 
amusement  of  enlightened  Frenchmen.  On  the 
2d  of  October  the  **  Offrande  a  la  Libertfe  **  was 
brought  out  at  the  old  Opera  House  in  the  Boule- 
vard St.  Martin,  where  the  actors  of  the  Boyal 
Academy  of  Music  had  been  playing  since  the 
house  in  the  Palais  Royal  had  been  burned  on 
January  26th,  1770.  The  play  is  the  hymn  of  the 
Marseillais  put  in  action.     In  the  opening  scene 
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or  THE  BASnD.R,  JDLT   Utb,  1789.— FROM  A  COHTBMI-ORAR7  rRI»T,  AFTER  PMRUE. 


Mile.  Maill&rd,  repreeenting  Liberty,  was  seated 
on  the  top  of  a  mouutain.  At  the  sound  of  a  trum- 
pet men,  women  and  children,  bearing  arms, 
rushed  on  the  scene,  proclaiming  by  their  actions 
their  readiness  to  lay  down  their  lives  in  the  canse 
of  liberty.  All  tho  popular  playeia  of  the  day 
lent  their  talents  to  tlie  perfection  of  the  piece. 
Miles.  Sauiiier  Roze,  Bigottint,  Cliamelroi,  Mme. 
Perignon,  and  she  whom  Noverre  called  "tlie 
Venus  de  Medicis  of  the  ballet,"  Mme.  Garde), 
had  each  rdlcs  assigned  to  them  in  the  "  Offrande 
k  la  Liberty."  When  the  words,  "Libert^,  li- 
berte  cherie"were  sung  the  actors  went  on  tlieir 
knees  before  the  Liberty  on  the  mountain.  The 
hoi-BGH  ranged  in  line  of  battle  on  the  right  and 
left,  arched  their  necks,  bent  their  knees  as  if  in 
kneeling  posture  before  the  sacred  Liberty,  while 
the  warriors  on  horseback  presented  arms.  Tho 
indescribable  enthusiasm  which  welcomed  this 
tableau  may  well  be  imagined. 

Among  the  matters  of  serious  importance  which 
were  engaging  the  attention  of  France  at  this 
time  was  the  suggestion  of  Dr.  GulUotin. 

One  morning  tho  prisoners  in  the  Jail  of  Bl- 
C^tre  were  awakened  by  the  continuous  ringing 
of  carpenters'  hammera.    Two  tall  posts  were  visi- 


ble through  the  mists  of  this  foggy  morning.  A 
group  of  four  men  stood  at-a  distance  examining 
the  progress  of  the  work.  Amongst  them  was  one 
between  fifty  and  Gfty-five  years,  above  the  me- 
dium height,  with  bright,  open  face  and  a  gentle 
smile  on  his  lipa.  This  was  Charles  Louis  San- 
son, the  public  executioner,  born  February  15th, 
1738,  and  already  exercised  in  his  craft  for  twenty 
years  under  the  personal  supervision  of  his  father. 
The  other  three  men,  to  whom  he  minutely  ex- 
plained the  working  of  the  guillotine  {for  thiswa. 
the  machine  on  which  the  carpenters  wore  en 
gaged)  were  his  son  and  two  aids.  Between  the 
two  posts  a  large  knife  with  a  powerful  iron  back 
was  seen  to  glide  np  and  down  with  a  kind  of 
horizontal  and  perpendicular  motion  resembling 
the  action  of  a  saw.  The  blade  of  the  knife  had 
a  convex  shape,  but,  it  is  said  on  the  suggestion 
of  Louis  XVI.  himself,  the  blade  took  an  oblique 
form,  which  it  retains  to  tho  present  day.  The 
gate  of  the  prison  opened,  admitting  a  large 
wagon.  The  four  executioners  approached  it,  and 
dragged  out  three  lifeless  bodies.  One  after  an- 
other the  corpses  were  pinioned  to  the  plankj  or 
"bascnle,"  which  stands  in  front  of  the  upright 
posts,  and  is  so  arranged  that  when  the  body  is 
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strapped  to  it  &  vigorous  push  forwnrd  will  swiug 
the  plank  on  nn  iron  pivot,  clmiiging  its  perpen- 
dicular to  a  horizontal  position  and  bringing  the 
heiul  of  the  victim  into  ^losilion  itiuler  the  knife. 

Simson  disengnged  the  knife  by  lifting  a  liuniUe 
at  tlie  right  side  of  the  machine.  The  bhido  de- 
scended with  the  rapidity  of  lightning,  and  the 
head  of  the  victim  fell  into  a  box  filled  with  saw- 
dust prepared  to  receive  it.  Tliia  experiment 
completely  satisfied  the  four  medical  men  present 
— Cabanis,  in  whose  arms  Mirubean  had  died  ; 
jjotiia,  from  whom  the  instruineiit  was  sometimca 
citlled  "Louisette";  Pinel,  the  famous  and  hu- 
mane reformer  of  the  treatment  hitherto  given  to 
lunatics  ;  and  Guillotin,  the  introdncer  of  this 
new  method  of  administering  the  death  penalty. 
For  Oiiillotin  did  not  invent  the  niacliine  to 
which  he  has  given  hiB  name.  The  Klurshal  of 
Montmorency,  says  Puysegur,  was  decapitated  .it 
Toulouse  "by  means  of  a  gibbet  which  is  com- 
posed of  two  beams  of  wood.  When  the  head  is 
placed  on  the  block:  a  cord  is  locaoncd  and  a  knife 
falls  and  severs  the  head  from  the  body." 

I'cfoi'o  the  Revolution  the  capital  sentence  was 


carried  out  on  the  Place  de  Gr^ve,  at  the  bad 
the  Hdtel  do  Villo.  By  a  dec:ee  of  the  C( 
mnne,  August  a3d,  1792,  liio  guillotine  was  j 
maneiitly  placed  in  the  Place  de  la  Reunion,  : 
nierly  tlic  Place  du  Carrousel.  When  the  C 
vention  removed  its  }>hico  of  sitting  from 
Salle  du  Miinege  ucroea  tlie  gardens  of  the  Tn 
ries  to  the  Salle  des  Miichiues  in  the  Pavilion 
Maisani  of  the  Tuilcries  Palace  the  guillol 
was  removed  to  the  Place  de  ht  Concorde,  l! 
known  as  the  Place  de  la  Revolution,  and  erec 
between  the  place  where  the  Obelisk  of  Luxor  i 
stands  (formerly  the  site  of  the  statue  of  Lc 
XV'.  and  afterward  of  the  statue  of  Liberty)  i 
the  entrance  to  the  Champs  Elysees. 

After  September  Slst,  when  the  Republic 
proclaimed,  the  presence  of  the  King  in  P. 
greatly  embarrassed  the  clubs  and  the  Couv 
lion.  Those  in  the  city  who  were  horrified  at 
angry  denunciations  made  against  the  King 
the  demagogues  of  the  clubs  were  terrified  i 
silence  by  the  threats  of  the  Bans-culottes  of 
streets  and  of  the  tribunes  of  tlie  Conventi 
That  group  of  representatives  from  the  south 
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province  of  the  G4rondo  known  as  the  Girondins, 
at  whose  head  was  the  eloquent  Vergniaiid,  and 
whose  policy  was  represented  by  the  minister  Bo- 
land,  knew  the  position  into  which  their  action 
of  August  10th  had  placed  them. 

The  mobs  they  had  excited  to  give  eclat  to  the 
birth  of  the  Repnblic  by  means  of  denunciations 
of  aristocrats  and  tyrants^  and  yociferons  procla- 
mations of  the  principles  of  Liberty^  Equality  and 
Fraternity,  made  their  own  terms  as  to  the  basis 
on  which  the  new  Republic  was  to  be  founded. 

Through  the  skillful  play  of  Robespierre  the 
party  of  moderation  and  tolerance,  the  Girondins, 
were  branded  as  traitors,  and  the  King  was  aban- 
doned to  the  mercy  of  the  Jacobins.  Taken  to 
the  bar  of  the  Convention  in  December,  he  heard 
the  indictment  read  against  him  with  that  calm- 
ness and  resignation  which  belong  to  true  cour- 
age. 

The  fidelity  of  the  aged  Malesherbes,  the  legal 
skill  of  Tronchet  and  the  conclusive  logic  of  De- 
fidze's  arguments,  the  three  advocates  who  had 
undertaken  the  defense  of  the  King,  were  un- 
availing against  the  clamors  of  the  Deputies  who 
sat  on  the  Mountain  and  the  threats  of  the  mobs 
who  fiHed  the  pnblio  ^aUeries  of  the  Conveatioa. 
On  the  evMiiiif  tbe  dealh  ot  tiie  Sinf  wm  yoI^ 
the  ball  of  the  Oontwatieii  remiMed  TftUMr  tlie 
foyer  of  the  Opera  Ihaii »  ocmrt  ^  jsekme  where 
80  solemn  a  qeeetiea  wee  beinc  fe^^tei* 

The  lower  pftit  e(  the  IhH  htA  beea  eenTetM 
into  a  le^  for  the  aeeoviiMdittoii  ot  the  hiende 
of  the  DepetieB,  chiefly  hidke  who  were  attired  in 
the  latest  tashioii%  q>readiiif  aroaiid  the  hall  the 
aroma  of  perfisiiiee»  the  raetling  of  fane  and  the 
chatter  of  light  oontersation^  Attendants  plied 
to  and  trop  carryinif  ioee,  oranges  and  liqueurs, 
while  the  more  revolntionMy  tricot euses  descended 
from  the  galTeries  to  the  buffet  to  refresh  them- 
selves with  copious  glasses  of  bad  whisky. 

At  last  the  supreme  moment  had  arrived  which 
was  to  determine  the  fate  of  the  royal  captive  at 
the  Temple.  Vergniand,  the  leader  of  the  Giron- 
dins, who  had  so  often  poured  out  his  crushing 
inyectives  against  the  violence  of  the  Mountain, 
ascended  the  tribune.  His  face  was  deathly  pale. 
His  eyes  were  brighter  than  nsual,  although  he 
scarcely  ventured  to  show  them,  keeping  his 
looks  riveted  on  the  marble  slab  of  the  tribune, 
which  his  hands  clutched  convulsively.  His  lips, 
which  were  unusually  thick,  were  closely  pressed 
together,  as  if  refusing  to  pronounce  the  word 
which  all  knew  had  terrified  his  conscience.  He 
pansed  for  a  moment.  The  final  triumph  of  his 
party  demanded  the  sacrifice.  The  Convention 
gasped  with  horror.  His  vote  was  given  :  it  was 
for  *' death.''    The  death  of  the  King  was  deter- 


mined upon,  and  the  execution  was  fixed  to  take 
place  in  twenty-four  hours,  on  the  Place  de  la 
Revolution,  now  the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  before 
1789  the  Place  Louis  XV.,  between  the  pedestal 
of  the  statue  of  Louis  XV.  (where  the  Luxor 
Obelisk  now  stands)  and  the  Champs  EIys6es. 

The  King  was  not  astonished  at  his  sentence. 
He  certainly  displayed  less  agitation  on  hearing 
it  than  the  Minister  of  Justice,  Garat,  who  offi- 
cially announced  it  to  him.  As  the  latter  drove 
over  to  the  Temple  accompanied  by  the  Abbe 
Edgeworth,  an  Irish  priest  whom  the  King  se- 
lected to  accompany  him  in  his  last  moments,  the 
state  of  his  mind  showed  itself  in  ejaculations 
rather  of  his  own  misfortune  than  that  of  the 
King.  "Good  God!"  he  cried,  "with  what  a 
terrible  mission  T  am  charged  !  What  a  man  this 
Louis  is  I  What  resignation  I  What  courage  ! 
Nature  could  never  give  such  strength.  There 
must  be  something  superhuman.'' 

The  hour  had  now  come  for  saying  a  last  adieu 
to  the  Queen,  his  sister,  Mme.  Elizabeth,  and  his 
two  children.  At  seven  o'clock  the  King  de- 
scended the  winding  stairs  to  the  salle  &  manger, 
or  prison  dining  room.  Tlie  Queen,  Mme.  Eliza- 
beih»  the  Princess  Royal  and  the  Dauphin  en- 
tered* diry,  ilie  King's  faithful  servant,  closed 
the  deer  mfler  tbem.  TKe  Queen  threw  herself 
hite  tlie  enoe  et  the  King,  who  gently  placed  her 
ea  %  teel  et  his  right.  His  eieter  sat  on  his  left, 
lier  erme  end  tliose  of  the  Qneen  encircling  his 
Mole,  eeck  resting  her  head  en  bis  shonlder.  His 
little  daughter,  her  hair  hanging  wildly  around 
her,  her  eyes  red  and  inflamed,  knelt  at  his  feet, 
and  the  poor  little  Baephin,  reserved  for  a  more 
cruel  fate  than  any  of  those  in  that  sad  group, 
seated  on  his  father's  knee,  looked  with  his  im- 
ploring bine  eyes  into  his  father^  ho^  How  it 
would  have  inten«fied  the  agony  of  that  meeting 
if  anyone  present  could  have  then  divined  that 
this  poor  child  would  be  allowed  to  rot  away  in 
a  garret,  his  little  body  covered  with  sores— the 
effect  of  the  brutal  blows  the  infamous  Simon 
the  cobbler  heaped  on  him — ^infested  with  vermin, 
reeking  with  filth !  Providence  spared  Louis 
XVI.  such  awful  foresight  as  he  looked  through 
his  tears  on  the  oval  face,  aquiline  nose  and 
chestnut  locks  of  the  young  Dauphin. 

This  sad  leave  taking  was  at  length  accom- 
plished, the  unfortunate  King  tearing  himself 
away  from  the  fond  embraces  of  his  wife  and  sis- 
ter, looking  at  the  ashen  face  of  his  daughter, 
who  fainted  in  saying  '*  Good-by,"  and  thrusting 
away  from  him  the  little  hand  of  the  Dauphin. 

The  morning  broke,  cold  and  foggy.  Thou- 
sands of  armed  toops  filled  the  streets.  Santerre 
was  at  the  Temple  to  accompany  the  victim  to 
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the  gnillotine.  At  nine  o'clock  the 
Xing  with  the  Abb6  Edgeworth 
stepped  into  the  major's  carriage. 
The  death  procession  moved  on 
throagh  lines  of  armed  men^  trains 
of  artillery  with  lighted  fuses  pre- 
ceding and  following  the  carriage. 
Emerging  from  the  Bue  dn  Tem- 
ple, the  line  of  the  Grands  Boule- 
vards was  followed,  turning  at 
wh^re  the  Madeleine  now  stands 
into  the  Bue  Bojale  and  drawing 
np  under  the  shadow  of  the  gnillo- 
tine in  the  Place  de  la  Bevolution 
(now  Place  do  la  Concorde). 

The  executioners  seized  on  their 
victim,  bound  him  to  the  plank, 
pushed  him  forward  under  the 
knife,  and  as  the  rattle  of  the  fall- 
ing blade  showed  that  the  last  mo- 
ment had  oome  the  AbbS  Edge- 
worth,  who  administered  the  last 
sacraments  to  the  King,  exclaimed  - 
''Fils  de  St.  Louis,  montez  an  ciel.'* 
A  deadly  silence  fell  on  the  crowd. 
The  youngest  of  the  executioners 
held  up  the  bleeding  head.  The 
mob  regained  its  spirits  and  danced 
round  the  bloody  knife;  bnt  the 
excitement  0OOIL  wore  Away>  and 
Paris  on  that  day  irai  Hire  a  <^y  of 
the  dead,  for  the  nMgm  of  hlood  was 
inaugurated  side  by  dde  witih  l^at 
of  Fraternity.  ^  Sois  mon  Mi«  oa 
je  te  tue'' — Be  myhrother  or  you 
die— became  the  watchword  of  the 
clubs.  * '  The  tree  of  liberty  grows," 
said  Bardre,  ''when  it  draws  its  nonrishment 
from  the  blood  of  kings."  Henceforth  the  tree 
of  liberty  was  plentifully  moistened  by  the  blood 
of  the  most  ardent  patriots,  the  most  enlightened 
citizens,  the  loveliest  women  of  France. 

The  Bevolution  moved  rapidly  forward.  In 
voting  for  the  death  of  the  King  the  Girondins 
sealed  their  own  doom.  By  this  act  they  alien- 
ated from  themselves  the  support  of  all  those 
Frenchmen  who  ardently  desired  a  republic  but 
hated  blood.  ''  The  Demosthenes  of  the  Terrace 
of  the  Feuillants"  used  his  versifying  powers 
on  a  new  song,  ''  Coupons  la  T^te  aux  Brissotins, 
Bolandistes,  Girondistes."  This  song  was  distrib- 
uted gratis  each  evening  at  the  door  of  the 
Jacobin  Club  and  in  the  galleries,  "  pour  encour- 
Ager  les  autres."  Bobespierre,  always  jealous  of 
men  whose  mental  powers  were  so  superior  to  his 
own,  and  who  might  consequently  impede  his  at- 
tempt at  becoming  dictator,  stirred   up,  as  he 
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alone  knew  how,  the  democracy  of  Paris  against 
ihe  Girondist  party.  Their  power  was  broken  in 
the  Assembly.  They  were  condemned  to  death, 
which  they  suffered  with  the  magnanimity  of 
martyrs.  A  few  hours  before  their  execution 
Vergniaud  addressed  his  friends  and  fellow  pris- 
oners in  these  words  :  ''  Death  is  but  the  great- 
est act  of  life,  since  it  gives  birth  to  a  higher 
state  of  existence.  Were  it  not  thus  there  would 
be  something  greater  than  God.  It  would  be 
the  just  man  immolating  himself  uselessly  and 
hopelessly  for  his  country.  This  supposition  is  a 
folly  of  blasphemy,  and  I  repel  it  with  contempt 
and  horror.  No  !  Vergniaud  is  not  greater  than 
God,  but  God  is  more  just  than  Vergniaud,  and 
will  not  to-morrow  suffer  him  to  ascend  a  scaf- 
fold but  to  justify  and  avenge  him  in  future 
ages.'*  The  removal  of  the  Girondins  from  the 
Convention  left  all  power  in  the  hands  of  a 
triumvirate — Bobespierre,    Danton    and    Marat. 
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The  hand  of  a  young  girl  rid  France  of  tlie  moat 
oltjectioiiable,  the  wretch  who  wa§  always  clam- 
oring for  blood,  "the  friend  of  the  people,"  Ma- 
nit.  Robespierre  in  hia  cowardice  at  least  gave 
It  eemblaiice  of  legality  to  hia  death  sentences. 
DiititoD  had  no  desire  to  aully  his  name  with  the 
stain  of  blood.  lie  was  not  naturally  cruel,  al- 
though willing  to  increase  his  reputation  by  sacri- 
ficing to  the  mob  men  whom  hia  better  natnre 
u'otild  have  protected.  But  Marat  asked  only 
the  poniard  of  the  asaossin  to  deprive  France  of 
lier  worthiest  citizens  and  hand  her  over  to  the 
hordes  of  escaped  convicts  who  formed  hia  body- 


that  hia  eyes  seemed  to  swim  in  blood.  As  s 
sign  of  equality,  ho  dressed  in  the  most  repnlaive 
rags.  Ho  wore  an  old  shirt  unbuttoned  round 
hia  neck,  revealing  a  yellow  sinewy  throat.  This 
was  Miirut,  the  most  bloodthirsty  fiend  of  the 
Ucvohition.  When  prostrated  by  physical  suffer- 
ing he  w.ts  still  writing  out  the  lists  of  his  vic- 
ttitia,  fearing  that  deatli  would  overtake  him  be- 
fore hia  work  of  destruction  was  terminated.  The 
fate  of  the  young  girl  from  Calvados  who  struck 
him  down  when  in  the  midst  of  his  campaign 
agitiiist  liumanity  has  become  a  household  story. 
It  is  siifGcieut  to  notice  hero  that,  attracted  by  his 


BASnU^  AS  IT  AFFKAXS  TO-D&y. 


guard  and  snpportiMa.  Bcgiiiiiijig  life  as  a  royal- 
ist, because  lie  thought  aristocratic  patronage 
would  give  color  to  his  self-assertion  aa  a  savant, 
ho  threw  himself  into  the  Revolution  becauso  he 
saw  his  superiority  insured  where  all  that  was 
grcit  and  good  wonld  be  swept  away.  Nature 
having  marked  him  with  ngliness  that  was  al- 
most revolting,  he  revenged  himself  on  nature  by 
the  excess  of  his  crimes.  He  was  small,  with  a 
head  so  mucli  out  of  proportion  to  his  body  that 
he  aeemed  like  one  ot  those  malicious  spritea 
whom  our  ancestors  thought  vanished  from  sight 
at  cockcrow  and  the  ringing  of  church  bells.  Ilia 
face  was  of  a  sickly  pale  hue.  His  eyea  were 
small  and  leering,  and  his  eyelids  were  red,  ao 


crimes,  she  came  to  Paris  to  avenge  her  country 
on  the  author  of  so  many  of  the  inhuman  acts 
which  disgraced  it.  Ushered  into  Marat's  pres- 
ence while  iu  the  bath,  and  while  he  was  taking 
a  note  of  her  grievances  exposing  his  shoulders 
and  hairy  chest  from  beneath  a  dirty  cloth,  spot- 
ted with  ink,  which  covered  him,  Charlotte  Cor- 
day,  seizing  so  favorable  an  opportunity,  plunged 
a  dagger  into  hia  heart,  Siie  was  taken  before 
the  Revolutionary  Tribunal,  where  her  youth  and 
beauty  did  not  avail  her  against  the  sentence  of 
death.  She  walked  with  a  firm  step  to  the  acaSold, 
glorying  in  her  act,  satisQed  that  posterity  would 
vindicate  her  name  against  the  attacks  of  the  in- 
famous herd  who  paid  homage  to  Marat. 


190 


CLOSING   SCENES   OF  THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.  ' 


Scarcely  had  the  gates  of  thjB  Conciergerie  closed 
on  the  tumbrel  which  carried  Charlotte  Corday 
to  the*  guillotine  than  they  opened  t9  receive  an- 
other woman^  the  victim  of  the  Terror.  This 
tim^  it  was  Marie  Antoinette,  daughter  of  the 
famed  Maria  Theresa  of  Austria,  and  wife  of 
Louis  XVL,  who  had  preceded  her  a  few  months 
to  the  scaffold.  On  the  2d  of  August,  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  she  was  wakened  up  to 
hear  the  decree  read  to  her  ordering  her  removal 
froqi  her  prison  in  the  Temple  to  the  Concier- 
gerie, which  she  knew  to  be  the  threshold  of 
the  guillotine.  No  indignity  was  spared  her. 
Rocher,  the  turnkey,  puffed  smoke  into  her  face 
and,  sang  indecent  songs  in  her  presence.  The 
soldiers  who  guarded  the  entrance  to  her  room 
lost  no  opportunity  of  making  the  most  disgust- 
ing allusions  in  her  hearing. 

AVhat  greater  sorrows  could  now  l>e  in  store  for 
her  who  had  fallen  from  the  greatness  of  a  queen 
to  that  of  a  hated  victim  ;  who  had  seen  her  hus- 
band  dragged  to  the  scaffold,  a  few  months  pre- 
viously; from  whose  arm^^a  loving  boy  of  but 
eight  years  was  torn  a  few  days  before  ;  who  now 
lefc  to  the  mercies  of  inhuman  jailers  a  daughter 
of  thirteen,  and  a  sister  (for  so  the  Queen  ad- 
dressed her,  although  she  was  really  sister-iu-law 
of  Mme.  Elizabeth,  who  was  sister  to  the  King) 
who  had  taught  her  to  forget  her  sufferings  in 
the  consolations  of  religion !  Did  she  regard 
death  with  feelings  of  despair,  or  did  she  fly  to  it 
as  the  only  shield  from  the  cruel  imputations, 
the  prolonged  insults,  the  barbarous  treatment 
which  her  subjects  heaped  upon  her  ?  On  leav- 
ing the  prison  she  struck  her  head  against  the 
beam  over  the  low  door,  and  when  asked  if  she 
were  hurt  she  replied,  "Oh,  no;  nothing  now 
can  further  harm  me  !" 

The  cell  at  the  Conciergerie  to  which  Marie 
Antoinette  was  then  conducted  may  be  seen  to- 
day as  it  stood  in  1793,  slightly  changed  in  the 
course  of  one  hundred  years.  After  passing 
through  the  great  courtyard  which  leads  from 
the  Quai  de  FHorloge  you  enter  a  large  hall, 
opening  on  cloisters  which  the  guide  will  tell  was 
the  dining  hall  of  St.  Louis.  Entering  by  a  nar- 
row door,  you  are  led  through  a  dark  passage  to 
a  corridor  with  six  or  seven  cells  closed  by  oak 
doors  covered  over  with  thick  nails.  The  prox- 
imity of  the  place  to  the  river  accounts  for  the 
dampness,  and  the  absence  of  sunlight  for  the 
gloominess  of  the  cells.  In  one  of  these  cells, 
abotit  nine  feet  long  by  three  wide,  the  Queen  of 
France  passed  her  two  last  months  on  earth.  Be- 
fore the  infamous  judges  of  the  Eevolutionary 
Tribunal  her  trial  was  only  a  mockery.  On  Octo- 
ber 15th,  1793,  she  was  led  into  the  courtyard  of 


the  Conciergerie,  where  the  tumbrel  awaited  her. 
Clad  in  a  plain  white  dress,  a  white  cap  with  a 
black  ribbon  the  only  badge  of  her  mourning, 
her  hands  tied  behind  her  back,  she  was  taken 
across  the  city  to  the  place  of  execution.  The 
shouts  of  the  mob  subsided  as  they  looked  on  her 
white  hair,  her  beautiful  face  on  which  sorrow 
had  made  such  havoc,  her  red,  swollen  eyes.  She 
steadily  mounted  the  soaffoM — the  plank  seemed 
to  move  forward  more  gently  than  usual — the 
head  fell.  The  prayer  she  had  taught  the  little 
Dauphin  was  heard  where  most  needed.  '^ Al- 
mighty God,  who  created  and  redeemed  me,  I 
love  You  !  Pteserre  the  days  c^  my  father  and 
my  family.  Ptoteofe  us  agamst  ocrr  eBsmtes.  Give 
my  mother,  my  aant,  my  sister  the  strength  they 
need  to  support  their  troubles.'' 

On  the  register  of  general  interments  in  the 
Madeleine  Church  is  the  following:  'Tor  the 
coflSn  of  the  Widow  Capet,  seven  francs. '*  Lamar- 
tine  adds :  ''When  providence  desires  to  address 
men  with  the  iiide  eloquence  of  royal  vicissitudes 
it  speaks  with  a  sign  more  p6werf ul  than  the  elo- 
quent'discourses  of  Seneca  and  Bossuet,  and  in- 
scribes a  vile  cipher  on  the  register  of  a  grave- 
digger." 

.<  ^The  Bevolution  had  begun  to  devour  its  own 
chilaren.  The  prisons,  convents,  hotels,  public 
ediCces  were  not  able  to  hold  the  thousands  of 
prisoners  wlTom  the  agents  of  the  government 
found  dangerous  to  the  Republic.  ''Did  anyone 
refuse  to  march  to  the  frontier,  or  surrender  his 
arms  to  those  on  their  way  Ibhither — Death.  Did 
anyone  shelter  an  emigrant  or  foreigner — Death. 
Did  anyone  transmit  money  to  a  son  or  friend  be- 
yond the  frontier — Death.  Was  an  innocent  cor- 
respondence maintained  vrith  an  exile,  or  a  single 
letter  roceiyed-^Death.  Did  anyone  aid  prisoners 
to  communicate  with  their  friends — ^Death.  Was 
the  Talue  of  assignate  diminished — Death.  Were 
they  purchased  at  a  premium — Death.  Did  two 
witnesses  attest  that  a  priest  or  noble  had  taken 
part  in  an  anti-Revolutionary  meeting — Death. 
Di9  a  prisoner  endeavor  to  burst  his  bonds  and 
escape — Death  pursued  the  very  instinct  of  life. 
Death  was  soon  suspended  over  the  heads  of  even 
the  judges. **  No  wonder  Gnichard,  commenting 
on  the  decree  that  all  buildings  should  have  the 
words  "Liberty,  Equality  and  Fraternity"  in- 
scribed on  their  fronts,  wrote  : 

'*  Sainte,  anguste  Fnteniit^, 

Tn  me  ravis,  ta  me  tranKportes; 
liaiB,  Strange  Fraternity, 

Je  ne  te  vois  que  sur  les  portes."* 

•  Holy,  holy  Fraternity,  at  thy  sight  I  am  delighted  ;  but 
what  a  strange  Fraternity  that  shows  itself  only  on  the 
doors. 
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Bobespierre  did  not  lack  the  means  of  patting 
this  sanguinary  law  into  execution.  The  Com- 
mittees of  the  Qeneral  Weal  and  of  Public  Safety 
furnished  the  victims.  The  Revolutionary  Tri- 
bunal legalized  the  process  whicix  handed  them 
over  to  Sanson.  Each  of  these  committees  sat. in 
the  Palace  of  the  Tuileries,  the  former  in  the 
Salle  de  Liberty  in  the  Pavilion  de  Marsam^  the 
latter  in  the  Salle  de  I'Egalite  in  the  Pavilion  de 
Flore  (see  description  of  Tuileries  above).  Those 
who  have  seen  Sardou's  play  of  "  Thermidor^'  as 
interpreted  by  M.  Goquelin  will  remember  the 
sumptuonsness  of  the  apartments  occupied  by  the 
committees.  Tapestries,  olookB,  mirrors,  frescoes 
and  gilding  give  a  singularly  brilliant  aspect  to 
the  rooms  were  such  lugubrious  business  was 
transacted.  And  it  is  curious  to  note  that  the 
sunny  appearance  of  these  rooms,  so  tastefully 
decorated,  was  in  curious  contrast  with  the  looks 
and  demeanor  of  the  men  who  came  there  to 
do  the  bidding  of  Robespierre  and  sully  the  fair 
soil  of  France  with  torrents  of  blood.  ^^The 
color  of  their  faces  was  faded,  without  doubt  by 
the  painful  and  nocturnal  work  to  which  thej 
gave  themselves  up.  Their  hollow  and  bloody 
eyes  wore  a  sinister  expression/'  One  of  the 
functions  with  which  these  committees  were 
charged  was  to  make  oat  lists  of  persons  sua- 
pectcd  of  being  dangerous  to  the  Bepablic,  aud 
to  instruct  Fouquier-Tinville,  the  notorious  pub- 
lic prosecutor,  to  bring  them  before  the  judges  of 
the  Revolutionary  Tribunal,  which  held  its  si^ 
tings  in  the  Salle  de  Libert^  and  Salle  de  TJSgaliti 
of  the  Palais  de  Justice.  In  the  former  of  these 
rooms  were  judged  the  Oirondins,  Marie  Antoi- 
nette and,  after  the  Revolution  of  Thermidor,  the 
infamous  Fouquier-Tinville.  In  the  latter  sea- 
tence  of  death  was  pronounced  upon  Charlotte 
Corday  and  Danton. 

All  the  prisoners  who  were  destined  for  the  guil- 
lotine were  taken  to  the  Gonciergerie  before  being 
arraigned  by  the  Revolutionary  Tribunal.  A  nar- 
row winding  staircase  led  from  the  cells  to  the 
court.  At  the  end  of  the  hall  were  the  busts  of 
Brutus  and  Marat,  for  Marat  was  the  Brutus  of 
the  sans-culottes,  the  slayer  of  the  hydra-headed 
aristocracy.  In  front  of  these  busts  was  the  table 
at  which  sat  the  five  judges.  At  the  riglit  of  the 
judges  sat  the  jurors,  who  were  the  robbers  and 
cutthroats  of  Paris.  Opposite  the  jurors  was  the 
bench  of  the  accused,  under  which  was  the  seat 
of  the  counsel  for  the  accused,  while  the  public 
prosecutor  sat  under  the  judges'  table.  A  balus- 
trade separated  the  public  from  the  prisoners.' 
Near  the  biilustrade  was  the  entrance  to  the  cells. 
.As  a  sample  of  the  investigation  which  the  judges 
made  preparatory  to  passing  sentence  of  death,  I 


will  quote  the  following  from  M.  Thiers :  ,"  Du- 
mas, the  President,  to  Dorival :  '  Do  you  know 
anything  of  the  conspiracy  ?'  ^No.^  *  I  expected 
that  you  would  give  that  answer,  but  .that  will 
not  do.  The  next.'  To  Champigny  :  'Are  you 
not  an  ex-noble  r  '  Yes.'  '  The  next.' "  These 
extracts  suffice  to  show  how  little  the  unfortunate 
prisoners  had  to  expect  from  Robespierre's  satel- 
lites. A  young  girl  of  fifteen  was  guillotined  be- 
cause she  was  a  fanatic.  An  unfortunate  man 
who  said  a  cobbler,  a  municipal  officer,  put  bad 
leather  in  his  shoes  suffered  a  similar  fate.  A  man 
who  lent  half  his  fortune  for  the  purposes  of  the 
Revolution  and  was  never  repaid,  and  therefore 
could  not  be  a  friend  of  liberty,  was  not  consid- 
ered a  sufficiently  patriotic  citizen  to  be  allowed 
to  live.  Another  was  put  to  death  because  his 
brother  had  been  guiUeilQed. 

The  author  of  these  legalized  massacres  was 
Maximilian  Robespierre,  ''  the  Incorruptible," 
'Uhe  Roman";  he  wbe  resigned  a  judgeship  in 
his  native  towa  rather  than  pass  sentence  of 
death  on  a  crioiiiuil ;  ks  who,  alone  of  the  Revolu- 
tionary chiefs,  acoocdiiig  to  the  tenor  of  his  many 
speeches,  possessed  '' virtue  and  humanity."  There 
was  nothing  ia  Bobespierrels  appearance  to  desig- 
nate him  as  the  fountain  head  of  the  barbarous 
laws  which  in  a  few  years  sent  thousands  to  death 
on  the  scaffold.  He  was  of  small  stature;  his 
head  showed  no  intelligence ;  his  forehead  was 
small  and  retreating;  his  eyes  were  lustreless, 
generally  concealed  by  spectacles ;  his  face  was  of 
a  livid  hue ;  his  thin  pale  lips  were  tightly  drawn 
together,  and  seldoa  opened  except  to  deaounce 
''  the  assassins  aad  wietches  "  whose  daggers  were 
pointed  ^against  himself  as  emblematic  of  every- 
thing great  ia  the  SepuUic.  There  was  in  his 
dress  a  neatness  aad  precision  in  striking  contrast 
with  the  unkempt  affsaranee  of  the  sana-culottio 
rabble  who  formed  his  bodyguard.  His  hair  was 
powdered,  and  gathered  in  curk  over  his  ears  and 
temples.  On  great  occasions  he  wore  a  violet- 
colored  coat,  buttoned  over  his  thighs,  opened 
over  the  chest,  showing  shirt  frills  of  snowy  white- 
ness. White  or  yellow  breeches,  silk  stockings 
and  buckled  shoes  completed  the  costume  of 
Maximilian.  When  he  walked  out  he  carried  a 
large  cane,  and  was  followed  by  a  powerful-look- 
ing dog.  Crowds  of  Jacobins  disputed  with  his 
canine' pet  the  honor  of  attending  Robespierre  in 
his  constitutional  walks.  He  lived  in  the  carpen- 
ter's house.  No.  366  Rue  St.  Honor6,  opposite  the 
Ghurch  of  the  Assumption.  As  one  passed  along 
the  Rue  St.  Honors  the  house  was  easily  distin- 
guishable by  the  crowds  of  persons  who  sought 
an  audience  of  the  dictator.  The  Jacobin  body- 
guard, armed  with  swords  and  truncheons,  kept 
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with  difficulty  n  pasuige  for  the  throngs  of  peo- 
ple, mOBt  of  whom  came  to  denounce  unworthy 
citizens,  some  to  heg  tho  life  of  a  victim,  a  father, 
husband,  brother,  siBtcr  or  chihl.  In  the  room 
which  Robespierre  occupied  in  tho  Maison  Dii- 
play  {Duplay  whs  tlie  carpenter's  name  who 
owned  No,  366)  nothing  was  so  remarkable  as  the 
precision  witii  whicli  the  red  vohimcs  containing 
the  lists  of  bis  victims  were  anaiigeii.  Busts  of 
himself  in  bronze  stood  on  pedestals,  paintings  of 
liiinself  hung  on  the  walls.  Tliis  was  his  olXlr.o 
(bureau  de  travail),  where  he  was  visited  by  hii 
male  and  female 
spies,  as  Onerin 
and  Tascheran  ; 
by  his  friends  of 
llio  club,  like  the 
colored  man 
Frturnier ;  and  by 
his  companions  in 
tho  administra- 
tion, as  the  para- 
lytic Couthon,  DO 
less  cruel  than 
Robespierre  him- 
self becanso  be 
had  the  blandest 
manner,  wore  tb3 
eweetcst  smile  oa 
his  face  and  fon- 
dled a  little  span- 
iel in  his  arms. 

Robespierre  waa 
idolized  by  wom- 
en. Mme.  Jakin, 
a  Naataise  widow, 
offered  h  i  m  hei 
band  and  an  in- 
come of  forty 
thousand  francs. 
An  old  lady,  the 
wife  of  a  marquis, 
it  is  said,  was  con- 
stantly in  attend- 
ance upon  him. 
His  affianced  bride  was  Eleanor  Diiplay,  d.aiiglitcr 
of  his  landlord,  the  carpenter. 

France  liad  at  last  grown  weary  of  the  reign  of 
blood.  The  closing  scene  in  Sardou's  '-Tlicrmi- 
dor"  is  no  mere  dramatic  illusion.  The  scene  of 
the  innocent  Fabienne  led  off  to  execution,  and 
of  the  brave  jouug  officer  Martial  shot  in  trying 
to  rescue  her,  bad  been  too  often  enacted  in  real- 
ity before  the  eyes  of  Parisians.  AVIien  Samson 
the  eiecutioner,  is  made  to  exclaim  by  M.  Sardon, 
"Hoi  ausei,  j'en  ai  assez  !"  (I,  too,  have  enough 
of  this  blood  spilling),  it  was  time  for  Frenchmen 
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to  exert  themselves  to  dethrone  the  cold-blo'jded 
and  hypocritical  Robespierre.  The  dictator  f-^It 
that  his  roign  was  drawing  to  a  close.  "Tlio 
ghosts  of  Dantou,  Hubert  and  Chaumcttc  are 
walking  among  ub,"  said  one  of  his  lieutenanta. 
"I  see,"  said  Robespierre,  "one  hundred  Dan- 
tons  where  Tallien  sits";  and  "I  never  eco  biiu 
without  a  shudder  passing  over  me."  ilU  spies 
bad  informed  him  of  the  reaction  among  the 
people.  Hia  satellites  in  the  government  knew 
of  the  conspiracy  that  the  committees  were  form- 
ing for  bis  death.  The  great  painter  David,  one 
of  bis  moBt  ob- 
sequious panders, 
kept  him  posted 
on  the  work  of  tho 
members  of  tho 
Committee  of  the 
General  Weal.  So 
completely  was 
the  French  mind 
demoralized  b  y 
the  Roign  of  Ter- 
ror tiitit  the  great 
name  of  David  as 
an  artist  has  been 
almost  forgotten 
ill  that  of  the 
cowardly  eervitor 
n[  Robespierre. 
This  id  the  man 
tvho  exclaimed  to 
Louis  XVI.,  "I 
iliiill  never  paint 
a  king  again  nntil 
I  sec  his  head  on 
the  scaQold !" 
And  yet  his  great 
painting  of  the 
Coronation  of 
Napoleon  is  to- 
day one  of  tho 
show  pieces  in  the 
Salon  Carr6  of 
the  Jjonvre. 
Tlie  9th  Thermidor  Iiad  come.  The  Conven- 
tion fully  realized  that  it  was  to  make  the  last 
stand  for  liberty  on  that  day.  Robespierre  knew 
that  on  tho  evening  of  tinit  day  his  dictatorial 
power  would  be  absolute  or  he  would  be  on  the 
way  to  the  guillotine.  Tallien,  Barras,  Legen- 
drc,  Baieic  felt  their  heads  were  at  stake. 

Notwithstanding  tlie  intense  heat  of  the  day 
the  Assembly  was  full  to  overflowing.  At  twelve 
o'clock  (loupilleon  rushed  into  the  corridors, 
aliouiin-;  U  his  friends,  "Come — come  to  u-itnesB 
the  triirmnh  of  the  friends  of  liberty.    This  even- 
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ing  Robespierre  will  be  no  more  \"  Talllen,  whose 
love  for  Dofla  Teresa  do  Cabarrus,  then  a  pris- 
oner ill  Paris,  transformed  the  Terrorist  of  Bor- 
deaux into  tl  e  hero  of  Thermidor,  had  effected  a 
conciliation  between  the  Deputies  of  the  Mount- 
ain and  the  Plain.  The  Convention  refused  to 
liear  Robespierre.  In  a  paroxysm  of  rage  lie 
shouted,  '' President  of  assassins,  for  the  last  time 
1  ask  to  be  heard  !"  His  arrest  was  decreed, 
and,  with  his  brother,  Couthon,  St.  Just  and  Lo- 
bas,  he  was  escorted  by  gendarmes  to  a  tempo- 
rary prison  in  the  H6tel  do  Briouue.  Meanwhile 
Robespierre's  emissaries  were  not  idle.  Hen  riot, 
sabre  in  hand,  galloped  through  Paris,  striking 
terror  into  all  who  saw  him  or  heard  the  clatter 
of  his  horse's!  hoofs.  Robespierre  was  rescued 
from  prison  and  carried  in  triumph  to  the  Hotel 
do  Ville.  The  "Evening  Gazette,"  as  the  death 
roll  was  called,  was  read  that  evening  in  the  pris- 
ons. Young  women  with  babes  in  their  arms, 
venerable  priests,  old  women  tottering  with  age, 
poets  and  statesmen  heard  the  summons  to  death 
read  for  the  last  time.  On  that  night  Robespierre, 
seeing  that  all  was  lost,  in  trying  to  put  an  end 
to  his  life  shot  away  tho  bono  of  hia  lower  jaw. 
The  drunken  Uenriot  took  refuge  in  a  sewer, 
where  ho  was  found  only  to  bo  dragged  to  tho 
(loath  he  had  given  so  many.  Robespierre's 
brother  threw  himself  from  the  balcony  of  the 
Hotel  do  Ville.  Couthon  waj  found  lying  on  a 
neighboring  quay. 


At  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  July  28th, 
1794,  six  carts  were  drawn  up  at  the  grand  en- 
trance to  the  Palais  de  Justice.  Robespierre,  his 
brother,  Couthon,  St.  Just  and  Henriot  occupied 
the  first.  They  were  led  by  tho  longest  route  to 
the  Place  de  la  Revolution,  where  the  executioners 
were  awaiting  them.  Crowds  of  people  on  the 
roofs  of  the  houses,  at  the  windows  and  in  the 
gardens,  clapping  their  hands  and  waving  hand- 
kerchiefs, tesiified  by  their  joy  that  the  Reign  of 
Terror  was  at  an  end.  A  woman,  half  frenzied, 
rushing  through  the  crowd,  ran  to  the  cart 
where  Robespierre's  mutilated  body  was  lying. 
*'  Wretch,"  said  she,  bending  over  him,  "go  down 
to  Jiell  with  the  curses  of  widows  and  mothers 
upon  your  head  !"  At  about  five  o'clock  the  pro- 
cession reached  the  guillotine.  Robespierre  walked 
to  tho  scaffold  with  a  firm  step.  Tiie  executioner 
snatched  from  his  face  the  bloody  bandage  that 
held  his  broken  jaw.  There  was  a  dead  silence, 
the  knife  fell,  and  then  a  joyous  shout  of  **  Vive 
la  liberte  !"  was  heard  all  over  Paris. 

So  the  words  of  Vergniaud  had  come  to  pass, 
who,  a  few  hours  before  his  death,  had  said  : 
*'My  friends,  we  have  ruined  the  tree  by  pruning 
it.  Robespierre  cuts  it.  Will  ho  be  more  fort- 
unate than  ourselves  ?  No.  The  soil  is  too  weak 
to  nourish  tho  roots  of  civic  liberty  ;  this  people 
is  too  childish  to  wield  its  laws  without  hurting 
itself.  It  will  return  to  its  kings  &a  babes  return 
to  their  toys." 
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Loxa  ago,  in  a  time  that  tho  present  knoweth 
not,  up  through  the  night  of  man's  ignorance 
sprang  a  tree  that,  waxing  strong,  put  forth  many 
branches.  Some  of  them  budded  and  bloomed 
in  the  darkness,  and  their  blossomings  were  su- 
perstition, hate,  cruelty,  deceit,  injustice;  while 
other  branches  reached  forth  to  woo  the  glimmer- 
ing light  of  reason,  and  sent  forth  the  snowy 
blossoms  of  a  deathless  love,  a  tireless  devotion, 
of  justice,  charity  and  self-sacrifice. 

The  tree  still  stands.  Tho  light  has  bright- 
ened and  expanded.  The  darkness  is  but  a 
chadow  of  its  former  blackness,  and  tho  noxious 
breath  of  its  poison  bloom  is  smothered  beneath 
the  warmth  and  fragrance  of  the  flowers  of  light. 

That  tree  is  the  lyre  of  tho  world.  Tho  silences 

of  death  playing  through  it  quiver  into  sound. 

Tho  winds  of  lifers  passions  beating  round  and 

through  it  stir  the  soul  of  music  into  flamo  and 

touch  tho  whisperings  of  a  Yet  to  be.     Its  name 
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was  carved  in  tho  heart  of  humanity  in  letters  of 
flame  and  blood. 

Ryligion,  a  delusion  and  a  snare  ;  a  dream  and 
a  reality;  a  hope  and  a  joy;  a  savior  and  a 
guide. 

Tho  Sisters  in  the  Convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
were  one  and  all  tender  to  an  unusual  degree  of 
Sister  Margaret.  She  was  so  unassertive,  so  un- 
selfish, so  frail,  so  spiritual;  she  seemed  even  to 
these  unworldly  Sisters  as  one  already  standing 
on  heaven's  threshold,  listening  to  its  music  and 
reflecting  its  light  upon  her  face.  True,  now 
and  then,  stray  thoughts  and  fancies  of  unfledged 
desires  came  to  disturb  for  a  moment  the  smooth 
surface  of  her  life,  but  of  these  she  spoke  not. 
What  need  ?  They  were  but  ripples  of  a  mo- 
ment, which  subsiding  left  the  sea  as  placid  as 
before. 

You  would  not  have  thought  the  Sister  beauti- 
ful ;  for  what  has  a  nun  to  do  with  beauty  ?   Her 
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garb  is  made  to  banish  all  sach  frivolons,  earthly 
thought.  But  stilly  in  spifce  of  her  nnattractiTe 
garments^  could  your  eyes  have  rested  once  on 
the  face  of  Sister  Margaret^  yon  would  have  noted 
a  charm  therein  that  no  outward  covering  could 
quite  take  away.  What  was  it  ?  Ah,  friend  I 
that  yon  could  not  tell,  nor  I.  Can  we  tell  why 
the  lark^s  song  thrills  in  our  hearts  ?  Can  we 
tell,  when  love  cometh,  what  has  caused  it  to 
bloom  ?  Can  we  tell  why  one  strain  of  music 
more  than  another  wafts  us  to  the  edge  of  the 
infinite  heaven  ?  Ah,  no  !  we  feel  it,  we  respond, 
but  we  know  not  why.  It  may  be  that  it  was 
that  charm  which  causes  us  to  think  not  of  life 
after  death,  but  of  earth  life  uplifted ;  lifers 
truest,  life's  best. 

*^  But  she  is  buried,  buried  deep.  An  innocent 
sacrifice  to  human  blindness,  and  the  dark  clods 
of  superstition  lie  thick  and  heavy  over  her.''  So 
mnsed  Dr.  Golding,  of  St.  Luke's  Hospital,  as  he 
saw  her  in  her  sombre  garments  moving  about 
from  cot  to  cot,  receiving  loving  looks  from  all. 
For  she  was  the  idol  of  the  hospital,  beloved  of 
all  its  inmates.  Her  children  she  called  them ; 
and  no  hand  was  so  cooling  to  the  fevered  brow 
as  Sister  Margaret's,  no  glance  so  helpful.  And 
the  music  of  her  voice  did  oft  succeed  in  fanning 
to  new  energy  the  fading  spark  of  life  where  the 
mixtures  of  the  doctor's  skill  had  failed,  though 
the  hospital  reports  made  no  mention  of  the  fact. 

Strange,  is  it  not.  the  magic  of  a.  tender  voice, 
a  glance,  a  gentle  touch,  to  quicken  and  uplift 
the  heart  ?  Yet  all  have  felt  the  subtle  influence 
and  responded  to  its  power.  The  curing  of  the 
spirit,  yea,  it  is  the  greatest  factor  in  curing  of 
tlie  body.  And  Dr.  Golding,  temporary  physician 
at  St.  Luke's  Hospital,  in  place  of  Dr.  Byan,  lately 
deceased,  was  a  faithful  minister  of  both. 

Day  after  day  the  doctor  and  Sister  Margaret 
met  by  the  bedsides  of  the  unfortunates ;  day 
after  day  Dr.  Oolding  looked  upon  that  spiritual 
face  and  thrilled  'neath  the  glance  of  her  soul-lit 
eyes,  the  accidental  touch  of  her  helpful  hands ; 
day  after  day,  till,  almost  unknown  to  himself,  her 
presence  became  his  food — ^a  necessity  of  his  daily 
work.  Dr.  Goldingxiiad  often  asked  of  himself, 
'^  Is  she  dead  to^Tl  earthly  passions  ?  Has  her 
beautiful  won>f(h  nature  been  so  long  alone,  like 
a  star  set  far  off  in  its  orbit,  that  it  is  lost  in  con- 
templation of  the  great  sun  of  all  ?  Or  is  it  but 
awaiting  the  time  to  come  into  its  own,  waiting 
for  the  door  to  be  set  ajar  that  it  may  enter  into 
its  kingdom  of  love  ?"  So  he  set  himself  to  watch 
and  study  if  beneath  the  placid  surface  there  was 
an  undercurrent  that  could  be  stirred  from  its 
slumberous  bounds ;  if  so,  surely  a  ripple  would 
now  and  then  break  the  calm.     He  persevered. 


and  at  last  was  rewarded.  A  trembling  of  the 
eyelids  underneath  his  stndions  gaze — a  self-con- 
scious movement  that  revealed  a  perception  of 
something  unusual  and  but  dimly  defined  in  her 
surroundings.  Once,  in  giving  her  directions  for 
a  special  case  where  skill  and  close  care  were 
necessary,  because  of  the  tender  longing  and 
warmth  of  his  gaze,  the  lingering  touch  of  his 
hands  as  they  came  in  contact  with  hers  while 
assisting  him  in  the  preparations,  a  delicate  flush 
crept  up  along  the  whiteness  of  her  cheek  and 
the  petal  eyelids  drooped.  His  heart  swelled  in 
a  great  throb  of  tenderness  and  hope.  The  harp 
was  beginning  to  awaken  and  i*espond.  It  would 
find  its  voice  in  time.  And  if  he  could  only  make 
its  melody  his  own  I  But  for  days  afterward  she 
did  not  look  at  him.  It  seemed  that  she  vaguely 
realized  the  presence  of  an  nnknowu  element  in 
her  life  that  might  revolutionize  it ;  and  her  soul 
refused  a  willing  disturbance  of  its  quiet  pla- 
cidity. 

Again  they  were  brought  together  by  the  bed- 
side of  a  dying  unfortunate — he  to  battle  with 
pain  and  death  with  his  medical  skill,  she  with 
a  woman's  helpful  sympathy  and  tenderness. 

The  patient  was  a  young  woman  prematurely 
aged  by  privation  and  suffering  and  vain  striving. 
Life  bad  dealt  cruelly  with  hei  from  the  begin- 
ning. Born  and  bred  in  poverty,  for  her  no  flow- 
ers grew  by  the  wayside,  and  haggard  toil  stole 
her  rightful  heritage  of  joy.  Time  trudged  on- 
ward steadily,  but  youth  lost  its  identity  in  her. 
Once,  however,  she  caught  the  shine  of  a  some- 
thing beautiful  —  God's  truth  —  love,  with  its 
earthly  abiding  place,  home.  But  when  her 
starving  soul  reached  forth  to  bask  in  its  radiance 
it  slipped  away ;  and  only  a  hideous,  jeering  shape 
remained  holding  her  over  the  precipice  of  de- 
spair. But  Evil  is  merciful  sometimes,  and  lets 
one  little  flower  spring  up  on  the  very  edge  of  the 
precipice  to  save  the  wanderer  from  destruction. 
Ay,  God  sent  her  one  of  His  richest  gifts — the 
mother  love — to  show  her  how  to  live. 

From  the  cradle  of  disappointment  and  loss 
smiled  a  child,  her  baby  ;  and  self  could  not  live 
there  in  the  light  of  that  smile,  so  it  went  off  on 
a  far  journey  and  had  forgotten  how  to  find  its 
way  back. 

She  had  been  brought  in  the  day  before,  the 
victim  of  a  careless  driver,  broken,  disfigured, 
suffering  great  physical  agony,  yet  clinging  to  her 
child,  which  she  would  not  allow  taken  out  of 
her  sight.  She  had  been  trampled  by  the  horses' 
feet,  but  had  saved  the  child.  The  little  golden- 
haired  boy  rested  now  asleep  in  Sister  Margaret'a 
arms,  and  the  mother  even  in  the  agony  of  deatbi 
could  not  forget  her  little  one.     It  was  the  bur— 
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den  of  her  greatest  pain^  and  she  pleaded  with 
them  not  to  let  her  die,  for  the  child's  sake. 

'^  I  will  not  die  I  I  must  not  die !  See^  the  in- 
nocent darling  wonld  go  all  wrong,  all  wrong,  in 
tliis  dark  world  if  its  mother  could  not  watch  over 
it.  Oh,  save  me  !  Doctor,  Sister,  save  me  !  Why, 
Sister,  you  do  not  know,  but  if  God  had  not  given 
me  that  baby  I  would  have  gone  down,  down  into 
—hell  r 

The  poor  woman  looked  to  see  the  nun  draw 
away  from  her  with  a  shudder ;  but  nay,  Sister 
Margaret's  hand  only  clasped  hers  the  closer,  and 
the  tender  eyes  bent  down  on  her  with  the  Christ- 
like compassion. 

'^  Doctor,  Sister,  I  am  not  fit  to  die,  not  fit  V  I 
am  bad,  so  bad  !  I  would  sell,  ay,  sell  my  soul 
for  my  baby  !  Heaven  will  not  open  for  such 
as  1.*' 

The  doctor  bent  over  her  and  said,  in  a  voice 
that  thrilled  through  the  soul  of  Sister  Margaret 
and  rang  like  a  heavenly  chime  through  all  those 
dead  years  of  her  life  : 

"  Heaven  will  open  for  you,  my  poor  girl ;  thy 
great  love  shall  redeem  thee.  And  listen  ;  believe 
the  truth  ;  from  that  home  you  shall  watch  over 
your  child,  which  Sister  Margaret  and  I  will  ac- 
cept as  our  sacred  trust,  to  guard,  to  keep  and 
care  for ;  you  shall  watch  over  and  guide  it  far 
better,  my  poor  girl,  than  ever  you  could  do  on 
earth.  And  let  your  heart  rest ;  it  shall  be  well 
with  the  child." 

She  looked  up  at  him,  gave  one  deep,  long- 
drawn  sigh,  like  the  last  vain  struggle  of  a  worn- 
out  spirit,  and  lay  still,  so  still,  they  thought  for 
a  moment  life  had  ebbed  too  &r  for  its  return ; 
but  soon  she  opened  her  eyes* 

''Lay  him  here,  my  baby,  dose  to  my  heart, 
while  yet  it  beats  for  him.  Close,  close,  my  dear 
cme,  the  only  sweetness  God  sent  into  my  life  V* 
Her  voice  was  going.  **  Deal  gently,  gently,  with 
liim — 0  Lord — ^and  be — ^merciful — ^to  me — ^bis— 
mother !'' 

She  tried  to  raiae  her  hands  in  pimjer,  bat  they 
could  not  lift  above  her  poor  tired  breast.  No 
sound  broke  the  stillness  as  Death's  shadowy 
wings  hovered  for  a  moment  over  them  and  passed 
into  that  deeper  stillness  that  pulses  nearer  than 
we  know. 

Tears  wet  the  white  cheeks  of  Sister  Margaret 
as  she  prayed,  and  when  she  lifted  the  sleeping 
ciiild  from  its  dead  mother's  arms  she  whispered, 
softly  : 

**  Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 

Then  the  doctor  murmured  low  as  he  looked 
into  the  tear  deeps  of  her  shining  eyes  : 

**  And  love  shall  redeem  the  world." 

She  did  not  turn  or  look  away  from  him  this 


time,  bat,  as  if  the  truth  had  settled  forever  in 
her  soul,  she  gave  him  one  look  and  bowed  her 
head  in  silent  response. 

That  night  the  nun  carried  with  her  into  her 
barren  cell  what  the  sister  nuns  would  have  called 
a  sinful  thing — a  slip  of  paper,  closely  written, 
that  Dr.  Golding  had  slipped  into  her  hand  on  Jiis 
last  rounds  for  the  day. 

"I  beg  of  you,  do  not  destroy  it  unread,"  he 
had  said,  in  undertone. 

She  lit  her  candle  and  spread  the  paper  open 
with  trembling  hands  and  a  strange  flutter  at  her 
heart — strange  to  her ;  for  what  did  she  know  of 
love  and  love's  ways,  she  who  had  given  her  life 
so  early  to  this  sisterhood ;  who  had  thus  cast 
aside  unread  and  unstudied  the  book  the  Creator 
had  opened  for  lier  ?  As  she  read  the  little  note  a 
flood  of  happiness  swept  over  her,  and  her  spirit 
grew  radiant  with  a  great  influx  of  melody  and 
light : 

*'  I  call  thee,  O  my  beloved !  I  caU  thee  from  the  grave. 
Though  thoa  art  buried,  my  love  has  found  thee,  aud 
it  knows  thou  art  not  dead.  Yea,  and  love  is  strong  to  res- 
vrreot  iia  own.  Gome  forth  from  thy  sepulchre  into  life's 
sunshine  add  joy.  The  loving  Qod  ne*er  meant  His  chil- 
dren should  overshadow  life  with  death  to  swell  the  anthem 
of  His  praise.  The  waves  of  human  joy  surge  round  that 
sepulchre  of  life,  but  the  buried  heedeth  not.  Eyes  have 
they,  and  they  see  not.  Ears  have  they,  and  they  hear 
not.  But  love  has  breathed  upon  thine  eyelids.  Love  has 
whispered  in  thine  ear.  Gome,  O  my  beloved !  hasten  to 
the  heart  that  is  waiting  for  thee." 

Her  heart  was  singing  like  an  seolian  harp. 

Suddenly  a  thought  came  that  sent  the  flush 
creeping  from  cheek  to  brow  and  left  her  chilled 
as  with  an  icy  breath. 

'*  It  is  unholy — unholy  I  Have  I  not  given  my 
life  to  God  ?  And  would  I  be  fiklse  to  mv  vows  ?  O 
heavenly  Father,  it  is  ao  sweet — this  love  that  has 
crept  upon  me  here  in  the  midst  of  Thy  good  work, 
that  floods  my  lonely  soul  with  such  rapturous  de- 
light I  And  must  I  oast  it  away,  and  lose  this 
star  of  life  V*  A  wave  of  passion  swept  over  her 
and  racked  her  body  and  spirit  as  she  knelt  on 
the  hard  bare  floor  and  prayed  as  she  had  never 
prayed  before.  **  Oh,  it  is  so  sweet !  How  can  I 
fling  it  away  as  evil  ? — I  who  have  never  known 
even  a  mother's  love,  0  Lord,  and  have  passed 
like  a  lone  wanderer  on  life's  road,  tasting  naught 
of  all  its  joys,  of  which  others  drink  so  deeply 
but  the  one  blessed  joy  of  doing  for  Thee  I  It  is 
so  sweet,  0  Lord,  and  the  self  cries  out,  'I  am 
incomplete.  Give  me  this  love  by  which  I  am 
broadened,  rounded  to  fairer  shape— by  which 
I  see,  and  learn,  and  climb  V  0  Mother  of 
Christ,  thou  wert  loved ;  thou  didst  not  cast  it 
away  !  While  thou  wert  on  earth  thou  didst  not 
walk  alone  I" 
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All  night  Blie  fonght  the  bftttle  io  the  sileace  those  ejes,  and  read,  aud  whispered  to  bis  souT, 

and  the  dnrk  ;  all  night  one  star,  larger,  brigliter  "Thy  love  is  thine." 

than  the  rest,  and  bcitiititiil  in  its  far-oS  loneli-  The  next  day  Dr.  Goldiug  resigned  hie  position 

neas,  looked  down  through  her  prisoiilike  window  to  Dr.  Reynolds,  n  man  of  ability  and  faithful- 

find  kissed  her  hot  eyelids,  as  if  striving  to  imprint  nesa.     And  the  diiy  after  he  gave  np  his  labors  in 

beyond  oSacemeut  the  seal  of  the  iafinito  truth,  the  hospital. 

love,  love,  love,  upon  her  strugglitig  spirit.     Did  The   same  day   Sister   Margaret   disappeared, 

it  succeed  ?     Did  love's  pieseuco  within  the  con-  though  no  one  thonght  of  connecting  her  disaj)- 

vent's  walls  make  restless  the  pure  sleep  of  the  pearance    with   Dr.  Goldiug's    departure.     Not, 
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Sisters  ?  Did  they  dream  of  walking  with  the 
shining  presence  and  wakening  with  the  kiss  upon 
their  eyelids,  cross  themselTea  and  offer  penance 
for  their  sinful  waywardness  in  sleep  ?  Did  they 
drciim  of  the  "  might  have  beens"  ? 

The  next  day  Sister  Margaret  went  about  her 
hospital  duties  pale  and  passionless  as  a  snow- 
drift. But  her  eyes  were  like  two  coals  of  fire 
that  told  of  a  burning  within  that  must  iii  time 
consume  the  frail  shell.     Dr.  Oolding  looked  into 


though  was  found  in  lier  cell  a  note  to  the  Mother 
Superior,  saying:  "Some  influence,  God's  power, 
or" — here  was  the  sign  of  the  cross — "  the  devil's, 
drives  me,  beyond  my  strength  to  resist,  out  into 
the  world,  to  live,  to  struggle,  to  enjoy,  to  suffer 
and  endure  as  a  part  of  that  world.  I  am  break- 
ing my  Towa.  Pray  for  me — pray  for  me  that  I 
may  be  kept  from  all  other  sin." 

The  Superior  alone  knew  the  contents  of  the 
note,  ood  she  said  to  herself :  "  Wait ;  she  will 
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come  back.  She  is  one  of  Thy  dearest,  0  Lord. 
Wo  love  her.     Brin^  her  back  to  Thy  fold." 

Some  days  after  dhe  received  a  letter  from  a 
sister  nun  in  a  city  a  night's  ride  distant,  begging 
her  to  come  immediately;  she  was  needed;  an 
important,  a  pressing  duty. 

She  Avent. 

She  found  in  a  private  room  of  the  hospital  Sis- 
ter Margaret,  with  life  slipping  from  her  like  a 
crushed  flower  bleeding  its  perfume  away.  Slio 
lifted  her  frail  arms  at  sight  of  the  Superior  and 
whispered,  brokenly : 

**  Mother,  I  have  sinned,  but  my  vows  are  still 
unbroken.  I  am  still  the  bride  of  the  church. 
Forgive  !" 

The  Superior  took  her  in  her  arms,  this  Sister 
whom  she  loved,  and  the  whole  secret — the  love, 
the  temptation,  the  struggle,  the  flight,  the  tort- 
ure of  conscience,  and  at  last  the  victory  over 
self — was  breathed  out  on  her  breast.  She  had 
done  her  usual  day's  nursing,  gone  her  last  rounds 
among  the  patients,  giving  words  of  solace  and 
cheer,  but  with  a  guilty  feeling  in  her  bosom,  and 
then  stolen  fearfully  away,  taking  the  train  alone, 
to  escape  detection.  But  all  the  way  her  con- 
science had  whispered,  ''False,  false  !  Judas  de- 
nied his  Lord.''  Through  all  that  terrible  ride 
she  had  suffered  hideous  tortures ;  and  when  he 
met  her  as  planned,  at  the  end  of  the  journey, 
his  power  over  her,  the  strength  of  her  own  love, 
battling  with  her  religion  and  her  newly  awakened 
conscience — though  her  conscience  and  the  church 
won — the  strife  had  been  a  hard  one  for  her  fra- 
gile body ;  and  when  she  made  her  last  effort  and 
bade  him  go  from  her  something  seemed  to  give 
way  at  her  heart,  and  the  lifeblood  oozed  in  a 
bright-red  stream  from  her  lips.  In  an  agony  of 
fear  and  sorrow  he  had  carried  her,  at  her  persist- 
ent wish,  to  the  hospital,  where  she  felt  she  would 
rather  be  among  the  world's  unfortunates.  At 
her  desire  he  had  sent  for  a  sister  nun  to  be  Avith 
her. 

''  Oh,  Sister  Mother,  I  love  him  still !  I  cannot 
tear  that  out ;  it  is  God's  law.  I  feel,  I  know  it. 
Conscience  saved  me  from  breaking  my  vows  by 
an  earthly  marriage,  though  my  life  is  the  pen- 
alty of  the  battle." 

When  the  Superior  went  out  of  the  room  she 
came  face  to  face  with  Dr.  Oolding  walking  up 
and  down  before  the  door  ;  and  the  unmistakable 


misery  in  the  man's  face  touched  her  woman's 
heart  and  made  her  yoic^  less  stern  as  she  an- 
swered the  trembling  inquiries  on  his  lips.  "  She 
is  dying,  but  she  is  still  the  bride  of  the  church. 
Go."  And  she  motioned  him  away. 

With  painful  entreaty  he  said  :  "  Let  me  but 
see  her  a  moment.     Just  to  say  farewell." 

"  No,"  she  answered,  sternly ;  "  no  more  unholy 
passion.  Her  last  thought  must  be  of  sacred 
things." 

"Unholy  !"  exclaimed  Dr.  Golding,  with  sud- 
den indignation,  rising  to  the  man's  master}/ 
in  his  righteous  wrath.  "  Unholy  !  Say  not  so. 
Love — it  is  the  holy  of  holies.  The  very  es- 
sence of  the  great  God  Soul.  And  when  you 
deny  its  presence,  bar  it  out  of  your  life,  you  bar 
out  God's  highest  and  best.  You  deny  God.  I 
will  see  her  ;  and  I  will  say  to  her,  '  Go  home  to 
heaven  Avith  love's  holy  kiss  on  thy  brow  and 
thou  wilt  rise  the  nearer  to  the  Great  Source  of 
all  Good,  and  hear  the  sweetest  melodies  in  that 
infinite  and  everlasting  Harmony.'  Not  love,  but 
superstition,  has  killed  her." 

He  passed  by  her,  and  walked  into  the  room  with 
the  mastery  of  right,  and  knelt  at  the  bedside 
whence  was  passing  away  the  pure  and  gentle  but 
fettered  spirit  whom  God's  law  had  made  for  his 
soul's  help  and  joy,  saying  in  the  pathos  of  n 
forced  resignation  as  he  softly  breathed  his  fare- 
well kiss  above  the  eyes  that  looked  on  him  with 
such  sorrowful  pain  : 

'^Farewell,  my  love,  for  a  little  while.  Where 
thou  art  going  thou  wilt  see  the  truth  in  all  its 
beauty  and  perfection.  Thou  wilt  see  and  feel 
for  me,  and  love  me  still.  We  shall  be  united 
there.  Thou  art  mine,  and  I  am  thine.  Fare- 
well." 

One  frail  hand  fluttered  upward  and  rested  on 
his  head  ;  and  when  he  passed  out  with  head 
bowed  on  his  breast  he  heard  one  long  sigh,  and 
her  prayers  rose  on  silent  wings,  fore  messengers 
of  the  soul  so  soon  to  follow. 

Dr.  Golding  lived  for  years  a  credit  to  his  pro- 
fession and  a  helpful  friend  to  the  suffering  and 
the  needy  Avherever  he  found  them,  but  he  never 
married.  The  little  golden-haired  boy  which  be- 
came his  by  adoption  grew  to  a  worthy  manhood. 
None  but  the  Mother  Superior  ever  knew  the 
true  story  of  Sister  Margaret's  disappearance  and 
death. 


JULES  ch£ret  and  his 

PARISIAN    POSTERS. 

By  Robert  H.  Shekard. 
It  IB  M.  Jnles  ChSrat'g  idea  that  tbe  mogt  bean- 
tifu]  thitig  in  the  world  is  &  bonqnet  of  flowors, 
and  it  is  his  desire  and  ambition  that  eaoh  piece 
of  work,  pastel  or  poster,  signed  with  his  name, 
should  produce  the  same  effect  of  joy  and  life  and 
color  as  doea  the  sight  of  a  nosegay.  To  this 
ideal  the  artist  claims  to  have  remained  faithful 
from  the  first,  Hinoe  the  time  when,  an  exile  in 
Lonilon,  he  designed  pictorial  show  cards  for  a 
Hegent  Street  perfumer  and  illustrated  covers  for 
a  Strand  publisher,  till  to-day,  when  he  is  giving 
the  finishing  touches  to  his  one  thousand  three 
hnndredth  affiche  or  pictorial  bill.  It  has  been 
said  of  Jules  Ohgret  that  as  time  has  gone  on, 
and  principally  in  order  to  distinguish  his  work 
from  that  of  the  hundred  and  one  imitators  of 
bis  style,  he  has  modified  hie  process,  both  in  re- 
spect of  draughtsmanship  and  of  coloring,  and 
that  a  very  gieat  difference,  not  to  say  improve- 
ment, is  to  be  noticed  between  bis  latest  work 
and  that  with  which  attention  was  first  drawn  to 
him  some  two  and  twenty  years  ago.  This  state- 
ment can  be  denied,  and  ia  denied,  by  none  more 
warmly  than  by  tlie  artigt  himself.     M.  Cb^ret 
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claims  to  have  followed  vitboat  k  dngi*  de- 
viation the  line  vhich,  vhea  he  first  began  to 
paint  for  the  etreeta  of  Paris,  he  Btrack  ont  for 
himself ;  and  this,  indeed,  he  considers  one  of 
tlie  triumphs  of  his  artistic  career— to  hare  foand 
his  road  at  so  early  a  period,  and  to  hare  followed 
it  to  the  end  without  wafering.  His  object  was 
to  produce  "joyful,  liring,  nosegay"  work — to 
quote  his  own  words — to  i>righten  op  the  gray 
monochrome  of  the  Paris  streets,  and  to  prove 
that  a  piece  of  work  can  be  a  work  of  art,  eTeo  if 
only  printed  on  paper  and  destined  to  be  pasted 
in  the  street. 

yhe  striking  originality  of  M.  Chfiret's  vork, 
both  in  the  matter  of  color  and  of  deaign,  reaalti, 
no  doubt,  from  the  fact  that  ha  ia  the  pupil,  that 
is  to  Bay,  the  unconscious  imitator,  of  nobody. 
Hta  pictures  are  his  own  abeolnte  creations.  If 
iuQuence  of  any  sort  may  be  traced  in  his  work 
it  is  at  the  best  but  a  souvenir  of  Wattean  and  of 
Frngonard  seen  with  the  most  modern  of  eyes, 
and  this  influence  M.  Ch^ret  is  the  first  to  admit, 
though  he  prefers  to  describe  himself  as  working 
at  the  suggestion — in  the  pathological  sense  of 
the  wnrd^-of  Correggio,  Franz  Hals,  and,  above 
all,  of  Tiepolo,  engravings  of  whose  works  cover 
the  walls  of  his  atelier.  And  though,  no  doubt, 
traces  of  the  influence  of  Franz  Hals  may  be 
found  in  some  of  the  male  figarea  of  his  more 
emblematic  designs,  just  as  to  some  degree  also 
the  ethereal  poses  of  the  Parisian  artist's  females 
may  have  been  inspired  by  the  aoariog  dirinities 
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of  the  Venetian  painter,  there  is  ceitainlj  no  living  in  moet  caseB  unnatural.  It  ib  contested  that  no 
artist  vhoee  artistic  atavism  is  less  easy  to  define  men  or  women  ever  ran  or  danced  or  leaped  as 
than  Jules  Ch^ret'a.     To  begin  with,   bis  chief    Cli6ret'e  men  and  women  rnu  and  dance  and  leap. 


PANTOKDfE. —  FAHSL  SX  Ch£bET. 

originality  coneists  in  a  way  of  depicting  move-  Certainly,  after  the  strict  rules  of  draiightaman- 

meiit  winch  academically  IS  wrong  and  which  li is  ship,   the  designs  are  incorrect,  and   no  one  iii 

critics  are  nevei  tired  of  lepioacliing  hini  with,  more  ready  to  admit  this  than  the  artist  himself. 

The  attitudes  of  hia  figures  are   it  is  pointed  out.  He  will,  however,  defend  himself  by  saying  that 
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whKt  lie  above  nil  desires  ia  to  produce  tlie  effect  of  life  and  movement,  the  effect  invariably  aimed 

of  life  and  movement,  that  the  means  are  jnsti-  at  by  tlio  painter.     Idealization  and  intensifico- 

fied  by  the  end,  and  that  in  criticising  tlie  rep-  tJon — not  to  use  the  word  exaggeration are,  in- 

resentation  of  a  movement  it  must  be  remem-  deed,  the  principal  factors  in  M.  Ch^ret'a  artistic 
bei-ed  that  when  a  person  nine  or  dances  or  process,  and  just  ns  there  never  were  such  post- 
leaps  each  single  movement  of  the  many  that  nres  as  ho  depicts,  so  never  either  were  such  men 
combined  to  produce  this  effect  of  running,  danc-  and  women  seen  as  his.     And  this,  perhaps,  is 


ing  or  leaping  cannot  be  detected,  and  that  it  is  the  chief  charm  of  the  painter  who  has  come  in 

the  artist's  right  to  choose  which  of  the  many  an  age  of  the  crudest  realism.     His  women  are 

single  movements  may  best  represent  tlie  entire  one  and  all  idealizations  of  that  particular  daugli- 

combination.     In  otiier  words,   CUfiret's  designs  ter  of  Eve  whose  generic  name  is  la  Parisieime, 

may  bo  compared  to  iuatantaneoua  photographs  a  woman  aa  distinct  ar.d  different  from  the  rest 

«f  moving  beings,  idealized  and  intenstSed  to  the  of  her  sex  as  the  Japanese  mousme  is  distinct  and 

point  at  wliioh  tbey  shall  beat  produce  the  effect  different  from  the  Georgian  or  tite  Circassian,  a 


903 


JULES   CHEBET  AND   HIS   PARISIAN  POSTERS. 


combination  of  gr&ce,  elegance  and  femininity 
artificially  produced  end  enhanced  by  the  arts 
And  msnnfactarei  of  the  coiSenr,  tbe  mantle 
maker  and  the  perfnmer.  To  some  extent  typical 
of  tbia  moat  modem  of  bnnian  prodncta  are  Mme. 


B^jane,  Mme.  Sizoe,  Mme.  Sarah  Bernhardt,  and 
the  little  milliner  girls  of  the  Rae  de  la  Paix ; 
bnt  in  no  one  person  ia  the  Ch6ret  type,  which  is 
a  ayntheaia  of  a  dozen  types,  to  be  fonnd.  That 
thia  ie  80  will  be  all  £he  more  apparent  when  it  is 


remembered  that  H.  Jnlea  Ch^ret  never  naea  a 
model  for  bii  deaigna,  that  hia  women  are  the 
pnre  creationa  of  hia  brain,  that  his  hand  ia 
gnided  by  memory  and  imagination  alone,  and 
that  it  ia  one  of  hia  principlea  that  exaggeration 
of  type  ia  indiapeniable  if  a  atriking  effect  is  to 
be  prodnced. 

In  the  matter  of  color,  in  which  M,  Ch^ret's 
originality  is  not  leas  pronounced  than  in  his  de- 
sign, it  ia  economy  rather  than  taute  that  in- 
fliienced  him  in  hia  choice.  A  separate  atone 
having  to  be  engraved  for  eacli  color  used  for 
printing  his  affiches,  he  was  obliged,  biking  into 
consideration  the  purses  of  his  clients,  to  limit 
the  nnmber  of  hie  colors,  as  also  the  qmmtities  to 
be  nsed  in  each  ajfiche.  Rarely  has  economy  in 
the  matter  of  artistic  production  been  prodnctive 
of  anch  excellent  eSect.  It  has  been  giren  to  M. 
Chfiret  to  draw  from  the  three  pfimordial  colors 
of  red,  blue  and  yellow^"  the  three  ehrillest 
tmmpet  notes,"  as  he  calls  them— tiSects  which 
other  artists  diaposing  of  all  their  palettes  may 
well  envy.  Strangely  enough,  the  artist  is  alone 
to  regret  the  restraint  which  a  necossaiy  economy 
imposee,  and  it  ia  to  hia  pastels,  rather  than  to 
hia  affichee,  that  be  points  as  the  realization  of 
hia  ideas  on  color,  in  the  application  of  which 
he  deacribea  himaelf  aa  being  atrongly  influenced 
by  the  Japanese  in  their  enthnsiasm  for  bright 
tones.  But  in  his  color,  as  in  his  designs,  the 
object  of  his  artistic  work — that  ia  to  say,  to  pro- 
duce an  effect  of  joy  and  life  as  in  a  nosegay  of 
flowers,  is  never  lost  sight  of.  M.  Ch^ret  is  not 
only  a  painter,  he  ia  Mao  e.  poet  and  a  philosopher. 

It  will  be  a  revelation  to  many  to  hear  that  this 
joyona  and  exuberant  artist,  whose  delight  in  life 
and  movement  and  gladness  is  revealed  on  every 
wall  in  Paria,  is  one  of  the  warmest  admirers  of 
that  moat  melancholy  of  philosophers,  the  Oer- 
man  pessimist,  Schopenhauer.  It  is  difficult  to 
understand  hia  assertion  that  he  has  been  more 
inflnenced  by  his  study  of  the  monrnful  reflections 
of  the  calamitous  philosopher  of  Frankfort  than 
by  any  other  books  which  he  has  read,  unless,  in- 
deed, it  was  by  contrast  and  contradiction,  the 
reaolve  coming  to  him  to  show  in  Schopenhauer's 
despite  that  life  is  beautiful  after  all,  that  women 
and  wine  and  song  were  rightly  exalted  by  Ger- 
man philosophers  of  a  more  genial  temper,  and 
that  if  black  there  must  be  in  this  world,  it  should 
only,  aa  in  hie  posters,  be  used  to  throw  into 
stronger  relief  the  joyous  brilliancies  of  the  red 
and  the  blue  and  the  yellow.  However  this  may 
he,  the  philosopher  in  many  of  M.  C'h^ret's  post- 
ers peepB  out  behind  the  painter.  It  ia  poaaible 
that  in  his  heart  of  hearts  some  element  of  satire 
inflnencee  him  when  he  depicts  his  Parinennea, 
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and,  above  all,  their  male  companions ;  but  if 
satire  there  be,  it  is  so  delicately  applied  that  it  is 
most  generally  overlooked.  It  is  in  other  ways 
that  the  philoBoplij  of  M.  Ch6ret  manifests 
iteeJf.  Look,  for  inatatice,  at  the  famous 
poster  which  he  designed  for  the  advertiae- 
nient  of  M.  Emilo  Zola's  novel  "Ija  Terro." 
It  is  in  its  way  as  remarkable  a  work  of  art 
as  Millet's  "  Homme  li  la  Hone,"  or  any 
other  of  the  Barbizon  poetisations  of  the 
sombre  dignity  of  toil.  This  poster  repre- 
sented a  weather-beaten  peasant  sitting  by 
the  wayside,  and  in  the  background  "waa  a 
melancholy  landaoape,  with  laboring  faorsei 
dragging  •  heavy  plow.  This  affieke  pro- 
duced an  immense  impression  in  Paris,  and 
110  doubt  contributed  in  a  large  measure  to 
the  BuccesB  of  a  book  of  whicli  M.  Zola  has 
but  little  reason  to  be  proud.  All  the 
pitiful  story  of  the  French  peasant  woe  in 
this  figure  and  in  this  scene,  and  their  crea- 
tion at  once  raised  the  artist  to  the  highest 
ranks.  It  is  not,  however,  M.  Gh6ret'a 
fortune  to  be  at  liberty  to  choose  subjects 
so  entirely  suited  to  his  genius  as  was  this. 
By  the  very  nature  of  his  enterprise  he  is 
obliged  to  apply  Ida  talents  to  snch  subjects 
as  his  customers  propose  to  him.  One  day 
it  is  a  patent  rice  powder,  another  day  a 
mowing  machine,  on  a  third  a  popnlar 
amusement  resort,  on  a  foarth  a  kind  of 
|>etroleum  or  a  specialty  in  straw  bats  that 
he  is  obliged  to  illustrate.     Yet  never  did 


any  Pegasus  in  any  plow  make  a  braver  appear- 
ance. It  is  his  to  beautify  and  to  idealize  what- 
ever he  tonchM.  What  taiUanim,  for  instance, 
could  be  >mots  charming  thm  the  palter,  a  re- 
prodnotian  of  which  is  given  on  page  904:.. adver- 
tising the  Pondre  Di^pfaane  ?— one  of  the  Oh^ret 
affic/uB  which  is  most  eagerly  sought  sfter  by  the 
ooUecton.  Side  by  side  with  this  may  bo  rmked 
hia  postm*  advertising  GrSvin's  waxwork  show  and 
depicting  the  representation  of  the  scene  in  the 
Open /oym:  But  out  of  the  thirteen  hundred 
arches  which  he  has  produced — from  the  first, 
which  was  an  advertisemeut  of  Valentino's  danc- 
ing rooms,  down  to  the  one  which  he  is  finishing 
to-day,  and  which  has  this  peoiiliarity,  that  for 
once  the  ballerina  whom  it  is  destined  to  adver- 
tise is  shown  in  pink  instead  of  the  familiar  ver- 
milion— it  would  be  difficult,  so  little  has  the  art- 
ist's execution  and  formula  varied,  to  pick  out 
and  select  work  as  more  remarkable  than  all  the 
r.est.  Still,  what  may  be  considered  Chcret's  very 
best  work  are  four  panels,  which  were  specially 
designed  to  meet  the  wishes  of  those  who  so 
greatly  admired  his  work  that  they  used  to  cover 
their  walls  with  posters  bought  from  the  bill 
stickers  or  from  agents  who  came  by  them  by 
nightly  larceny.     These  four  panels  are  entitled 
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respectively  "Music,"  "Dancing,"  "Comedy" 
nnd  "Piiiitomiine,"tlje  tiiirJ  and  fourtli  of  wliicli 
are  illustrated  on  pages  205  and  200.  Tliese 
panelfl,  aa  are  the  others,  were  specially  deaigiied 
for  decorative  purposes,  and  are  printed 
in  eight  coloia  on  thick  paper.  The 
dress  of  the  figure  which  idealizes 
Comedy  is  in  sntin,  of  crushed  cherry 
color.  The  naked  breast  ia  lighted  up 
with  monnbeaniB.  The  hair  is  of  that 
Venetian  red  which  Sarali  Bernhardt 
in.ide  faehionable,  and  witli  which,  pcr- 
-  haps  as  a  consequence  of  this,  Gheret 
has  endowed  his  typical  Parmeniie.  In 
her  hand,  too  heavy  for  her  taper  fin- 
gers, she  holds  a  Pierrot  mask,  toward 
which  she  smiles;  fulling  from  her  are 
other  masks  which  in  lier  caprice  slie 
has  discarded.  Uehind  her  appears  the 
serioua  conntenance  of  M.  de  Ponrceau- 
gnac,  the  grinning  face  of  Scapin,  es- 
corted by  the  comic  apothecaries  of  the 
tradition  of  Moli^rc.  In  the  panel  en- 
titled "  Pantomime  "  we  are  shown  a 
coquettish  Colnmbino  playing  with  her 
fan  while  Pierrot  whispora  words  of  love 
in  her  ear  and  Harlequin  menaces  with 
his  bat.  It  was,  doubtless,  after  look- 
ing at  these  panels  that  Hnysmans  wrote 
of  Ch6ret'B  work  :  "  II  y  a  millo  fois 
plug  de  talent  dans  la  plus  mince  des 


ftffiches  de  Ch^ret  que  dans  la  plnparfc 
des  tableaux  d'nn  Salon." 

Now,  though  Ch^ret  has  shown  that 
when  he  is  free  to  choose  his  sub- 
jecis,  and  can  give  his  artistic  in- 
stinct full  course,  he  can  pro<luce,  a& 
in  his  pastels  and  in  these  four  panela, 
specially  designed  and  executed  for 
the  lovers  of  his  art,  moat  excellent 
work,  it  is  still  not  at  all  to  be  re- 
gretted that  circumstances  make  it 
necessary  for  him  to  devote  his  time 
almost  excluRively  to  the  special  work 
with  which  his  name  is  connected. 
We  might  possibly  be  able  to  sparo 
ChCret  the  pastelist,  or  Ch^ret  tlie 
decorator,  but  one  does  not  see  what 
Paris  would  do  without  Cheret  t'offi- 
chiex-  The  very  difHculties  which  the 
imposition  of  an  often  repellent  snb- 
jcct  lays  upon  the  artist  seem  only  to 
inspire  him  to  greater  triumphs.  And 
doubtless  also  tho  contrast  between 
the  subject  and  its  execution  has 
much  to  do  with  the  very  sincere  pleas- 
ure that  the  contemplation  of  these 
posters  evokes.  What,  for  instance,  could  bo  a 
more  charming  poetization  of  tiiat  moat  prosaic 
of  commodities,  a  patent  toilet  soap,  than  the 
picture,  a  reproduction  of  which  is  shown  on  page 
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303,  which  represents  the  daiotiest  of  damsels  self,  but  of  the  box  iu  which  it  is  sold,  none 
just  about  to  use  this  particular  article  ?  The  ad-  other  being  genuine.  Yet  so  deftly  are  these 
vertiscinent  is  there  in  every  detail,  fnom  the  commercial  items  introduced  into  the  picture 
name  of  tlie  mantifactnre  in  largest  of  letturs  that  they  in  no  way  interfere  with  the  artistic  on- 
down  to  a  representation  not  only  of  the  soap  it-  joyment  that  one  feels  in  contemplating  it.    This 
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U  the  idealmtioQ  of  that  art  whioh  the  magnates 
of  the  Beanz-Arta  ta  long  refased  to  recognize, 
and  which  ia  known  in  France  by  the  generic 
name  of  "lea  arte  industriels." 

M.  ChSret  proposes  to  hold  an  exhibition  of  aa 
many  of  hia  pastel's  as  he  is  able  to  bring  together 
in  London  and  elsewhere.  The  exhibition  will 
unfortunately  be  iucomplete,  he  having  neglected 
to  keep  copies  of  all  hia  works.  Snch  as  it  will 
bo,  however,  this  exhibition  cannot  fail  to  be  one 
of  the  most  interesting  to  which  the  art-loving 
public  has  been  invited  for  many  years  past.     In- 


teresting, not  only  by  reason  of  the  geniiia  that 
inspired  and  ezecnted  these  works  of  art,  hot  by 
the  intense  modernity  of  their  raiaon  tPHre. 
Here  is  work  for  the  delight  of  the  people,  which 
sprang  into  existence,  not  at  the  bidding  nor  un< 
der  the  patronage  of  the  great,  but  as  an  envoy 
from  trade  to  the  passers  in  the  street.  Here  is 
the  artiat  turned  trouvire,  and  singing  in  the 
streets.  It  is  one  more  proof  of  the  democratic 
spirit  which  is  the  life  breath  of  trade,  and  a 
guarantee  of  the  benofits  which  that  democratic 
spirit  must  oooter  on  the  masses. 


9^^t 


HUNTING 

Bv  Eluott  Le 


Hx  buckled  girth,  and  tightatied  rein. 
And  bade  hia  maie  take  beed  ; 

She  anorted  answer  boek  again — 
k  tax  and  gallant  ateed  1 

He  held  ber  atnight  acToaa  die  down, 

She  left  afar  his  peeia. 
The  fresh  wind  in  bis  faoe  wu  blown, 

The  pack  stuig  in  bis  ears. 

He  beld  her  atr^ght  adown  the  bill. 

Her  bocki  beneath  bar  bent. 
None,  witbont  instant  fear  of  ill, 

Coold  follow  where  ahe  went. 

He  held  her  atraight  aomes  the  plain. 

She  strained  against  tbe  bit; 
Her  courage  heightened  bis  again. 

His  knowledge  lent  ber  wit. 

Bongb  dikes,  high  piled  from  ancient  daye^ 

Strong  fences  of  tbe  past — 
She  left  tbem  all,  and  went  her  wajs, 

A  gallaut  mare  and  fast. 
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Tbe  btacktbom  twined  serosa  the  path 
Hid  yon  sweet  pe«k  from  view ; 

Bbe  imote  tbe  growers  in  ber  wrath. 
And  olove  the  fence  in  two. 

He  spied  the  oak  ndl,  nor  wonld  stop, 
Tet  drew  tbe  long  leias'  tetber  ■. 

Fnll  two  foot  deal  the  apnmed  tbe  tc^ : 
Ab,  bow  they  laughed  together ! 

The  stream  wbere  marab  and  river  meet 
Her  heart  made  light  of  gladly, 

And,  aa  it  flashed  beneath  her  feet. 
His  own  waa  beating  madly : 

Ton  load  hound  concert,  dose  at  hand, 

Hia  very  soul  bad  atirred, 
And  she— bia  more— could  understand 

The  muafo  that  he  heard. 

And  when  be  lighted  off  tbe  mare 

At  that  long  gallop's  end. 
Was  ever  maiden  balf  so  fair? 

Waa  ever  such  a  friend  t 
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By  J.  H.  Walworth. 

Part  I. 


(P  men  really  are    "the   outcome  of 
their  ancestry  plus  their  environ- 
ment/' as  some   ethical   explorers 
contend,  Horace  Leveridge  was  no 
more    responsible    for    his  thistle- 
down  habit  of  floating  airily  over  the 
sni*face  of  things  when  in  pleasant  mood 
than  he  was  for  his  straight  black  eye- 
brows and  classic  nose. 

His  brows,  by  the  way,  had  a  trick  of 
contracting  suddenly,  in  moments  of  anger,  con- 
erting  his  clear  gray  eyes  into  the  likeness  of 
storm-swept  lakelets. 

Nor,  still  clinging  to  the  ethical  sagas,  was  he 
to  be  held  any  more  responsible  for  the  imperious 
temper  which  made  him  thoroughly  obnoxious  at 
times  than  he  was  for  the  supple  tigerish  grace  of 
his  long,  lithe  limbs. 

His  ancestry  had  endowed  him  with  gfeat 
physical  beauty,  arrogance  and  a  hopeless  inher- 
itance of  debt.  His  environment  had  educated 
him  into  a  lazy  indifference  to  the  moral  aspect 
of  debt,  a  keen  appreciation  of  its  inconvenience, 
and  imperious  intolerance  of  contradiction  in  any 
shape. 

It  was  his  misfortune  to  have  been  morally 
constructed  on  the  plan  of  a  certain  South  Amer- 
ican pond  weed,  which  flings  no  anchoring  roots 
earthward,  but  is  born  upon  the  bosom  of  the 
waters  at  the  will  of  the  winds,  carrying  its 
hyacinthine  spikes,  nevertheless,  as  proudly  as  the 
firmest-rooted  oak  carries  its  centenarian's  crown. 
Such  as  he  was,  he  was  about  to  be  married. 
Among  his  inheritances  was  a  beguiling  tongue, 
which  made  his  success  with  any  woman  he  chose 
to  woo  a  foregone  conclusion. 

None  tho  less  it  was  with  a  sense  of  difficulty' 
overcome  that  he  slipped  the  engagement  ring  on 
Mona  Tomlinson's  finger,  having  beguiled  her 
into  the  belief  that]  Horace  Leveridge,  plus  the 
Leveridge  plantation,  tradition,  debts  and  fading 
magniHcence,  were  worth  accepting. 

Warning  voices  and  evil  prophecies  were  not 
lacking  when  "Mona's  folly"  was  proclaimed 
among  the  Tomlinson  kin. 

She  met  all  of  it  with  smiling  confidence  and 
the  assurance  that  "husbands,  unlike  poets,  are 
made,  not  born.'' 

She  rather  prided  herself  on  the  neatness  6t 
this  retort.  It  had  the  crisp  clearness  of  an  epi- 
gram, combined  with  vague  wisdom.  Perliaps 
she  was  repeating  it  for  the  twelfth  time,  on  the. 


eve  of  her  wedding  day,  to  her  only  bridesmaid, 
who  had  arrived  simultaneouslv  with  the  bridal 
veil. 

"Then  you  propose  to  manufacture  your  hus- 
band ?" 

"Precisely.  I  regard  him  as  so  much  raw  ma- 
terial, voila  tout .'" 

Mona  placed  the  groom's  gift  upon  her  friend's 
lap — ^a  pair  of  antique  diamond  bracelets  worth 
several  times  the  value  of  his  debt-encumbered 
plantation.  The  bridesmaid  turned  them  over 
mechanically.  It  was  of  Mona  and  Mona's  fut- 
ure she  was  thicking  sadly  just  then. 

"  A  Leveridge  worked  into  shape  by  a  woman  I 
The  Leveridge  obstinacy  is  historical,  my  dear." 

"  I  beg  of  you.  Aline,  not  to  talk  as  if  I  must 
stand  in  abject  awe  of  my  new  name." 

"  It  is  the  oldness  of  the  name  that  fills  me 
with  abject  awe.  We  are  such  mere  crudities  of 
yesterday,  such  ephemera,  by  comparison !  His 
diamonds  are  certainly  beyond  criticism.  I  hope 
you  may  find  him  as  flawless.  For  such  gems  as 
those  I  might  be  tempted  to  risk  it  myself." 

Mona  had  taken  the  jewels  from  her  and  was 
clasping  them  on  her  round  wrists,  turning  them 
briskly  about  the  better  to  catch  the  glittering 
prismatic  sparks.  Some  of  their  brightness,  and 
perhaps  a  glint  of  their  hardness,  were  in  the 
glance  she  presently  turned  upon  her  friend. 

"  Risk  what  ?"  she  asked,  brusquely. 

"Mr.  Leveridge's  established  reputation  for 
selfishness  and  bad  temper.  You  know  as  well 
as  and  better  than  J  do,  Mona,  what  people  say 
of  him." 

"Day  after  to-morrow.  Aline,  you  would  not 
dare  tell  me  that  Mr.  Leveridge  was  selfish  or 
bad-tempered." 

"  No.     It  would  be  too  late  then." 

**  It  is  too  late  now." 

"  Mona  !     Oh,  my  darling  Mona  I" 

It  was  a  cry  of  distress  from  a  tried  and  loving 
heart.  Mona  leaned  forward  to  clasp  the  anx- 
ious face  between  her  hands.  She  kissed  her 
friend  tenderly  on  both  cheeks. 

"  AUie,  you  were  always  the  dearest  little  sim- 
pleton in  existence,  but  an  awful  coward,  dear. 
Never  fear  for  me,  child.  I  have  one  great  ad- 
vantage over  all  those  dead-and-gone  Mesdames 
Leveridge,  who,  tradition  hath  it,  must  have 
lived  in  the  domestic  insecurity  of  Blue  Beard's 


wives. 
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''The  advantage  modern  civilization  gives  the 
universal  woman.  Marriage  does  not  necessarily 
mean  bondage  for  life.  And  if  you  have  not  for- 
gotten your  classics  you  will  remember  that  even 
that  marital  monster  met  his  match.  Alliterative, 
you  perceive.  I  intend  to  mold,  and  not  be 
molded." 

*'One  cannot  mold  granite,  Mona.^' 

''  One  can  chisel  it,  though.  It  repays  one 
better,  too,  in  the  long  run.*' 

"  How  dreadfully  presumptuous  !  But  women 
are  presumptuous — before  marriage.  What  tools  ?** 

Miss  Tomlinson's  laugh  was  always  baffling. 
One  was  never  quite  clear  whether  she  was  laugh- 
ing at  or  with  one.  She  had  taken  the  bracelets 
off  and  was  carefully  tucking  them  into  their  pink 
wool  nests.  She  prolonged  the  task  so  deliber- 
ately that  Aline  concluded  her  last  question  had 
fallen  on  deaf  ears.  Presently,  with  a  ripple  of 
that  baffling  laughter,  Mona  answered  it : 

"The  tools?  They  must  bo  left  to  the  exi- 
gencies of  the  moment.^'  She  pointed  to  an  open 
escritoire.  **  There  is  work  for  me  and  you  to  do. 
That  old  desk  must  enter  the  prim  precincts  of 
the  Leveridge  library  swept  and  garnished  from 
all  irs  guilty  secrets.'' 

They  seated  themselves  before  the  desk  and 
looked  smilingly  down  into  the  chaotic  litter  of 
old  letters,  perished  nosegays,  photographs,  and 
other  insignia  of  acknowledged  belleship. 

'^  You  never  were  in  earnest  in  any  of  those  old 
affairs,  Mona  ?" 

*^  Yes,  once,  desperately.  At  least,  I  thought  so 
for  a  little  while.''  She  leaned  forward,  and  lift- 
ing a  photograph  from  the  mass  before  her,  flung 
it  into  Aline's  lap  with  a  laugh.  **  You  were  in 
Europe  at  the  time.  That  is  why  you  never  heard 
about  it.     Why— Aline  V 

The  mocking  laugh  died  on  her  lips.  Her  face 
expressed  blank  amazement.  The  pallor  of  a 
ghostseer  had  spread  over  Aline's  sweet  face.  She 
sat  staring  at  the  })ictured  face,  entranced. 

"Aline!  Aline!" 

Mona  called  her  name  sharply  twice  before 
sh.e  looked  away  from  the  photograph  with  the 
long,  shuddering  sigh  of  one  opportunely  aroused 
from  a  hideous  nightmare.  Mona  was  kneeling 
before  her,  covering  the  picture  with  her  folded 
hands.  For  a  long  second  they  looked  into  each 
other's  eyes.     Then  Mona  said,  timidly  : 

"  Would  you  mind  talking  about  it,  AUie  ?" 

Aline  made  a  gesture  of  impatience. 

"  Why  should  I  ?  I  was  engaged  to  be  married 
to  him,  when  mother's  failing  health  took  us  all 
to  Europe  for  a  year.  He  was  in  the  Custom- 
house at  New  Orleans  then.  Some  one  wrote  me 
that,  while  on  a  visit  to  his  grandmother  in  Terre- 


bonne, he  had  met  a  lady  who  captivated  him 
so  that  he  could  talk  of  nothing  else.  Strange 
I  should  never  have  thought  of  you  in  that  con- 
nection !  In  my  next  letter  I  charged  him  jest- 
ingly with  it.  He  answered  so  seriously  that  I 
was  compelled  to  release  him  from  a  bondage 
grown  irksome.     That  is  all." 

"  Imbecile  !  He  shall  be  the  very  first  to  burn. 
There  !  I  wish  it  was  the  man  himself.  After  all, 
AUie" — she  had  risen  to  her  feet,  and  stood 
watching  the  blackened  remains  of  the  photo- 
graph curl  themselves  into  charred  fragments  and 
float  up  the  broad  flue — "it  was  you  he  loved, 
and  you  only.  I  was  amusing  myself  for  the 
summer,  and  he,  poor  dolt,  could  not  help  him- 
self.    I  understand  some  things  better  now." 

Aline  pushed  her  chair  softly  back  from  the 
desk,  and  got  up  with  a  faint,  apologetic  smile. 

"  I  am  ashamed  of  my  own  foolishness.  I  am 
going  to  my  room,  Mona.  Perhaps  it  is  the  wed- 
ding wreath  and  veil.  I  did  not  tell  you  they  are 
like  the  ones  I  had  selected  in  Paris  for  my  own 
use.     I  will  be  quite  myself  again  by  teatime." 

Mona  sprang  after  her. 

"  Say  that  you  forgive  me.  Aline,  before  you 
go  ;  and  kiss  me." 

"  There,  and  there.  I  have  nothing  to  forgive, 
my  dear." 

"  Where  is  he  ?" 

"I  do  not  know." 

"  Alive  or  dead  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know." 

Then  the  door  closed  between  them,  and  Mona, 
standing  there  alone,  registered  a  vow  that,  if 
Raphael  Warner  were  alive,  she  would  bring  him 
to  Aline's  feet  a  penitent  supplicant  for  pardon. 

Then  she  returned  to  the  old  desk,  and  select- 
ing the  fuel  for  her  sacrificial  fire,  did  not  desist 
in  the  work  of  destruction  until  lamps  were 
brought  in  and  tea  announced. 

The  next  day  the  old  desk,  innocent  of  any 
reference  to  a  past  that  was  "  Mona  Tomlinson's 
and  not  Mrs.  Horace  Leveridge's,"  was  trans- 
ferred, with  a  few  other  of  her  personal  belong- 
ings, from  the  old  home  to  the  new. 

****** 

Mr.  Horace  Leveridge,  not  in  his  thistledown 
mood,  sitting  on  his  front  gallery,  in  the  fresh 
crispness  of  an  October  morning,  had  been  aware, 
for  several  moments,  that  his  wife  was  standiu.? 
in  the  open  doorway  behind  him.  But  his  mood 
was  distinctly  ungracious,  and  he  chose  to  ignore 
her  proximity.  It  was  one  of  his  marital  privi- 
leges. 

She  stood  with  her  hands  clasped  loosely  in 
front  of  her,  her  serious  eyes  fastened  on  the  dew* 
drenched  cotton  fields  before  them. 
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Her  face  wore  a  baffled  expression.  She  was 
stili  looking  for  tlie  right  tool.  After  nil  it  was 
not  granite,  but  tliiBtledown,  she  was  called  on  to 
shape.  Iler  perplexities  had  added  a  touch  oF  ex- 
treme pathos  to  the  beauty  of  her  face  without 
marring  it. 

Siic  camo  forward  and  stood  by  him.  He  was 
moodily  embracing  one  knee  with  both  hands  and 
frowning  npon  the  world.  Siie  laughed,  a  trifle 
nervously. 

"I  have  been  watching  yon  for  a  long  time, 
'Race." 

"  I  hope  you  fonnd  it  profitable." 

"  Your  Tery  back  indicates  dissatisfaction  with 
the  world." 


broad  glossy  salvere  of  the  magnolias  full  of  nncnt 
gems." 

"And  the  mule,  with  its  bur- bedecked  fail, 
kicking  the  diamonds  to  flinders.  Come  down 
out  of  the  clouds,  Mrs.  Leveridge." 

"And  begin  the  day  in  the  cellar,"  she  said, 
not  withont  bitterness.  "Perhaps  your  fences 
are  ont  of  order,"  she  added,  with  dry  practical- 
ity, "and  the  stock  breaks  bounds." 

"That  is  jnst  like  a  woman." 

"  What  ?    Breaking  bounds  ?' 

It  was  a  feeble  jest  sponsored  by  a  feeble  smile. 
It  partook  of  the  failure  of  all  things  that  morn- 
ing. 

"To  enumerate  a  man's  failings  before  giving 
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"I  don't  deny  it." 

"Now,  if  yon  were  an  artist,  all  this  October 
beauty  of  earth  and  sky  would  console  you  for  so 
much." 

"  But  I  am  not  an  artist.  I  am  a  cursed  debt- 
ridden  planter,  floundering  deeper  iu  tlie  mire 
everyday;  and  the  "morning  glory's  amethyst- 
ine cup  "  that  you  are  pleased  to  eiithuso  over  is, 
iu  plain  English,  the  confonudedest  ot  tie  vines 
that  tangle  the  fields  into  nn  infernal  snarl." 

"But  jou  need  not  deny  the  beauty  of  the 
world  just  because  yon  have  mismanaged  jour 
little  corner  of  it.  Look  at  the  diamond  embroi- 
dery on  those  fleecy  bannerets  of  cotton,  and  the 
Vol  XlSVni.,  Ko.  1-14. 


him  his  breakfast.  The  list  will  be  lengthened 
by  this.     I  forgot  it." 

He  drew  from  his  side  pocket  a  heavy  envelops 
and  handed  it  to  her. 

"From  California,  I  see." 

Mona  hold  the  envelope  in  unsteady  hands. 
She  could  feel  the  startled  blood  dyeing  neck, 
cheek  and  brow  with  the  stain  of  suspicion  that 
she  could  not  avert. 

She  hated  herself  for  her  lack  ot  composure. 
SliD  hated  Horace  for  his  ready  suspicions.  Shs 
hated  Ilabe  Warner  for  the  idiotic  consciousness 
that  had  made  him  return  a  Benseless  carte. 
Through  the  thin  veil  of  her  downdropt  lids  she 
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could  feel  the  scorching  intensity  of  her  hos- 
band's  gaze.  She  knew  he  was  interpreting  her 
hesitation  by  the  lurid  light  of  jealousy.  In  the 
midst  of  this  inward  tumult  throbbed  a  pulse  of 
^l.Mlness.  She  knew  where  Warner  was  now^  and 
b  le  could  bring  him  to  Aline's  feet. 

Horace  broke  the  silence  harshly. 

**  It  is  rare  to  see  a  woman  hold  a  letter  so  long 
with  unbroken  seal.'' 

'^  It  is  not  a  letter/'  with  sullen  composure. 

**  Oh  r 

''And  I  have  not  opened  it  simply  because  I 
know  what  it  contains. '' 

''Ahr 

''  It  is  an  old  carte  of  mine.  You  con  open  it 
yourself  if  you  wish.  So  you  see  there  is  not 
much  room  for  curiosity.''  She  turned  her  eyes 
full  upon  him.  *'  Of  course  you  knew  I  had  had 
my  full  complement  of  a  society  woman's  experi- 
ences, but 'Race  !" 

It  was  a  cry  of  physical  terror.  Then  she 
caught  her  full  red  lips  with  har  sharp  white 
teeth  in  sudden  repression.  ''  Had  a  LeTcridge 
ever  actually  committed  murder  ?''  she  wondered. 

Horace  looked  quite  equal  to  it  at  that  mo- 
meut.  Better  have  the  whole  miserable  bnaiuess 
over  at  once  by  showing  the  picture. 

She  smiled  bravely,  and  tapped  the  envelope 
asrainst  her  left  hand. 

'^  I  can  safely  say  that,  but  for  some  recent  oo- 
currences,  this  admirer's  very  existence  would 
have  been  forgotten." 

*' '  Some  recent  occurrences ' !"  His  voice  was 
thick  with  rage.  ''  Perhaps  you  would  be  so  gdod 
as  4o  explain." 

''No.  I  am  sorry  to  disoblige  you,  but  I  can- 
not do  that." 

Outwardly  she  was  perfectly  composed.  She 
was  running  one  slim  finger  beneath  the  flap  of 
the  envelope.  Of  course,  the  *' imbecile"  had 
not  written  anything ! 

But  the  imbecile  had.  About  the  carte  was 
f»kled  a  closely  written  half-sheet  of  paper. 
Mona  ran  her  eye  hastily  down  the  page. 

It  contained  an  impassioned  plea  for  her  inter- 
cession with  Aline.  Aline  was  the  burden  of  its 
cry  —  Aline,  whom  he  loved  with  "deathless 
love." 

.  She  could  not  let  Horace  see  that  letter.  It 
was  Allie's  secret,  not  hers.  Perhaps  he  would 
BJay  her  where  she  stood.  But  a  few  swift  mo- 
tions of  hand  and  wrist,  and  Horace  Leveridge 
stood  glaring  at  his  wife  across  the  fluttering  frag- 
ments of  the  note. 

"I  am  sorry,"  she  said,  striving  to  speak  com- 
l)osedly,  "  but  it  was  not  meant  for  any  eye  but 
mine.     You  must  take  my  unsupported  word  for 


it,  Horace,  that  there  was  not  a  word  in  it  yon 
might  not  have  addressed  to  another  man's  wife.'' 

She  could  feel  the  fiery  heat  of  his  breath  upon 
her  cheeks  as  he  sprang  toward  her.  Was  he  go- 
ing to  strike  ?  Such  things  had  happened  with 
less  provocation  than  she  had  just  given. 

Slowly  around  the  corner  of  the  house  old  Mun- 
son  came,  as  was  his  daily  custom,  leading  Mr. 
'Leveridge's  saddled  horse. 

With  an  oath  Horace  flung  himself  upon  the 
brute,  digging  his  spurs  mercilessly  into  his 
flanks.  ,  His  right  hand  was  still  clinched  over 
the  fragment  of  the  letter  he  had  torn  from 
Mona's  slim  fingers. 

Under  the  shelter  of  the  trees  that  shut  him 
from  her  view  he  spread  them  out  upon  the  pom- 
mel of  his  saddle.  Two  words  and  a  signature  re- 
warded his  pains — "  Deathless  love  "  and  "  Bafe 
Warner." 

"  That  much  gained.     As  for  her " 


Part  II. 


The  clouds  rolled  by  eventually,  as  every  cloud 
will ;  and  the  shadows  lifted,  as  every  shadow  save 
that  of  an  infinite  doom  must ;  and  there  came  a 
day  when  Mr.  Leveridge  was  pleased  to  say  to  his 
wife : 

"You  are  looking  done  up.  I  am  going  over 
to  Holcoinbe  for  the  day.  I  want  to  see  about  a 
team  be  means  to  sell.  I  am  going  in  the  drag, 
and  it  won't  inconvenience  me  in  the  least  to 
take  you  along." 

Mr«  Leveridge  never  cheapened  his  own  sug- 
gestions. He  preferred  always  to  be  the  giver, 
and  not  receiver,  of  a  benefaction.  Mona  repeated 
his  words  with  impalpable  irony  : 

"  If  it  will  not  inconvenience  you  in  the  least 
to  take  me  with  you  I  believe  I  should  like  to  go." 

"It  will  be  a  deuced  bore  to  spend  the  day, 
especially  if  Holconibe  should  chance  to  be  out 
of  the  way.  I  would  as  soon  spend  the  day  in 
the  family  burying  ground  as  with  an  old  woman 
who  has  outlived  everything  but  memory  and 
wrinkles.  I  will  be  at  the  door  with  the  drag  in 
fifteen  minutes." 

"  '  Everything  but  memory  and  wrinkles.'" 

Mona,  tying  her  bonnet  ribbons  nnder  her 
chin,  peered  questioningly  into  the  glass.  How 
long  before  she  should  reach  that  desolate  pass  ? 
There  were  already  the  parallel  lines  on  her 
smooth  forehead  which  could  not  be  coaxed  out. 
And  those  dark  rings  under  her  eyes  were  dismal 
novelties.  Perhaps  ten  years  from  now  people 
would  shun  her  as  Horace  shunned  old  Mrs.  Hoi- 
combe.  It  would  be  hard  to  grow  old  gracefully 
in  the  Leveridge  mansion. 
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Bnt  with  the  swift  motion  of  the  horses  and 
the  soft  sounds  of  the  forest  life^  filling  her  Teins 
with  a  fresher  current^  she  forgot  to  moralize, 
and  conscientiously  dwelt  upon  the  sweeter  aspects 
of  life. 

''  We  are  in  for  it/'  Horace  looked  sour,  as 
he  climbed  back  into  the  drag  after  opening  the 
big  gate  leading  into  the  Holcombe  premises. 
**  Oeorge  is  away  from  home/' 

"  In  for  what  r 

''The  old  lady  and  in  memoriam.  I  have  half 
a  mind  to  turn  back/' 

*'I  am  very  tired,  Horace/' 

He  flicked  his  horse's  ears  impatiently  with  the 
lash  of  his  whip. 

''Then  yon  can  stop  indoors  and  talk  grave- 
yards and  drink  tea  while  I  am  trying  the  chest- 
nnts." 

This  programme  agreed  npon,  they  drove  briskly 
up  to  the  front  door,  which  was  standing  open, 
giving  them  a  glimpse  of  unwonted  activities  be- 
yond. Mrs.  Holcombe  met  them  at  the  threshold, 
with  her  eyes  full  of  excitement  and  her  mouth 
full  of  pins. 

"  Think  of  it,  my  dear — twenty-five  years  since 
we  have  seen  each  other ;  she  living  in  California 
and  I  in  Louisiana  all  that  time,  and  both  of  us 
old  women  now !  Oeorge  has  gone  out  to  the 
landing  for  them." 

"You  are  looking  for  friends  ?" 

"  Friends  !  Relatives  !  My  own  darling  sister 
Sidomi  and  her  only  child.  Dear  me,  I  am  all 
of  a  flutter !" 

"  And  we  are  in  the  way,"  said  Horace,  still 
seated  in  the  drag. 

Then  he  made  known  his  errand.  Mrs.  Hol- 
combe heard  it  with  horror. 

"  You  want  to  buy  those  fourfooted  devils ! 
Not  with  my  consent.  At  least  not  unless  you 
promise  never  to  take  this  dear  child  behind  'em." 

She  put  an  arm  protectingly  about  Mona's  slim 
waist.  They  were  standing  on  the  doorsteps  just 
where  Mona  had  sprung  lightly  from  the  drag 
before  hearing  the  news. 

"That  is  farther  on,"  said  Horace,  laughing 
lightly.  "Did  Oeorge  drive  them  out  to  the 
lauding  ?" 

"Drive  them  out  to  the  landing  I  Do  you 
suppose  I  want  my  only  sister  killed  before  I've 
laid  eyes  on  her,  and  twenty-five  years  gone  by  ?" 

"Then  they  are  in  the  paddock,  and  if  you 
will  keep  Mrs.  Leveridge  for  a  little  while  I  will 
take  a  spin  down  the  Col  ton  road  with  them." 

"  It  will  be  a  spinning  head  they  will  give  you  ; 
but  I  never  did  hear  of  a  Leveridge  listening  to 
common  sense,  so  you  may  go,  so  long  as  you 
leave  your  wife  safe  in  my  hands.' 
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Perhaps  the  task  of  driving  the  chestnuts  from 
the  paddock  into  the  stable  yard  and  harnessing 
them  to  the  drag  consumed  more  time  than  he 
had  allotted ;  or  perhaps  the  exquisite  pleasure 
of  feeling  the  fiery  brutes  gradually  succumb  to 
the  control  of  his  masterful  hand  was  too  exciting 
to  be  quickly  foregone.  Here  was  something 
fresh  to  conquer;  something  worth  subjugating  ; 
something  to  break. 

He  wished  he  had  not  brought  Mona ;  then  he 
might  have  driven  straight  home  without  having 
to  go  back  to  the  house  and  pick  her  np.  The 
chestnuts  should  be  his  at  any  price.  He  con- 
sulted his  watch  and  exclaimed  : 

"The  devil  has  flown  away  with  the  moments, 
and  there  is  no  time  for  changing  horses  again. 
Those  people  will  be  arriving,  and  it  will  be  awk- 
ward all  around." 

It  was  already  awkward  for  Mona — ^frightfully 
so.  Who  could  have  divined  that  Mrs.  Hol- 
combe's  "Sidomi  and  her  boy  "were  Bafe  Warner 
and  his  mother  ? 

They — she  and  ho — had  made  the  most  of  this 
strangely  brought  about  meeting.  Aline  !  There 
was  notliing  else  in  common  between  them.  It 
was  all  arranged — how  Allie  was  to  be  beguiled 
to  Leveridge  Hall  in  ignorance  of  his  proximity, 
before  Horace  drew  the  foam-flecked  chestnuts  to 
a  stand  before  the  carriage  block. 

No  one  was  visible  but  Mona  and  this  rather 
striking-looking  nephew  of  Mrs.  Holcombe's.  The 
two  long-parted  sisters  were  chattenng  in  the 
guest  chamber  upstairs,  and  Oeorge  was  superin- 
tending the  unloading  of  the  baggage  van. 

"I  thought  you  never  would  come," said  Mona, 
going  swiftly  toward  him  from  the  gallery  seat, 
accompanied  by  the  stranger. 

"  You  will  have  to  go  back  behind  the  new 
team.     There  is  no  time  for  changing." 

"You  can  manage  them  doubtless.  I  am  not 
afraid." 

Then  she  turned  and  mentioned  a  name,  not 
clearly  and  deliberately,  as  was  her  fashion  in 
introducing  people,  but  with  a  clumsy  shyness 
that  surprised  no  one  more  than  herself. 

Why  should  she  bungle  over  Warner's  name  ? 
Why  should  she  be  glad,  at  that  moment,  that 
Horace,  ashamed  of  his  brutal  outrage  of  months 
ago,  had  never  referred  to  the  letter  with  the 
carte,  nor  ever  learned  the  name  of  the  sender  ? 
That  was  her  mistake. 

Tiiey  had  passed  the  outer  gate  before  the 
chestnuts,  restive  and  impatient,  were  quiet 
enough  for  conversation. 

"  What  did  you  say  the  gentleman's  name  was  ? 
You  did  not  give  it  very  distinctly." 

"  Warner." 
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"  Warner !    Mr.  Bafe  Warner  Y" 
"Yes." 
By — !" 


tt 


The  oath  was  accentuated  by  a  fierce  cat  of  the 
lash  across  the  flanks  of  the  chestnats.  They 
bounded  forward  in  maddened  fnry^  blows  fall- 
ing fast  and  thick  upon  them.  Mona  flang  her 
hands  about  her  husband^  arm  with  a  cry  of 
terror. 

''  Horace,  yon  are  going  to  kill  ns  both  !  You 
are  demented  !  You  do  not  understand.  Lay 
down  the  lash,  Horace.  Listen  to  me,  husband  ! 
Raphael  Warner  is  Aline  Meriwether's  loyer — has 
been  all  his  life.  I  have  promised  to  bring  them 
together  at  my  house.  Are  you  listening,  Horace  ? 
Do  you  hear  ?    Do  you  comprehend  ?*' 

She  was  shrieking  the  words  into  his  ears.  She 
had  as  well  flung  them  to  the  winds.  He  was 
running  a  race  with  death,  and  no  one  knew  it 
better  than  he. 

With  his  feet  firmly  planted  against  the  dash- 
board, and  the  reins  wound  about  his  hands  un- 
til the  veins  stood  out  upon  them  like  whipcords, 
he  sat  with  his  blazing  eyes  fastened  upon  the 
road  before  him. 

"  Who  should  conquer — he  or  the  chestnuts  Y* 
Life  resolved  itself  into  that  question. 

Ho  flung  Mona's  clinging  hands  off  with  an 
oath.  He  had  heard  every  word  she  said,  and  he 
believed  her.  H  they  escaped  destruction  he 
would  tell  her  so  and  beg  her  pardon ;  but 
'*  Who  should  conquer — he  or  the  chestnuts  ?" 

With  wild  snorts  of  terror  the  brutes  were  dash- 
ing along  the  wooded  road,  swinging  the  drag  like 
a  cockleshell  from  side  to  side. 

The  wind  had  lifted  the  brim  of  Horace's  broad 
sombrero  and  pressed  it  backward,  leaving  his 
blanclied  face  and  bloodless  lips  fully  exposed. 
His  eyes  glowed  like  freshly  lighted  furnaces. 
Another  turn  of  the  taut  lines  about  his  corded 
wrists.     Who  would  come  off  best  ? 

Mona  'sank  ii{»on  the  bottom  of  the  drag,  limp 
and  faint.  Destruction  was  merely  a  question  of 
seconds.  She  felt  strangely  indifferent  to  her 
fate.  Only  she  hoped  they  would  not  suffer  long 
— she  and  Horace.  And  she  wished  those  set, 
drawn  lips  of  his  would  relax  and  give  ogress  to 
some  word  that  would  tell  her  he  understood  and 
believed. 

On,  on,  faster,  still  faster,  now  rushing  with 
smooth  vehemence  along  the  grass- fringed  verge 
of  a  smiling  brook,  now  thnndering  noisily  over 
the  wooden  bridges  that  echoed  the  sharp  blows 
of  their  iron-shod  feet  with  hollow  thuds,  sped 
the  chestnut  horses,  bearing  the  last  of  the  Lev- 
er id  ges  forward  to  his  certain  doom. 

Rescue  was  impossible.     They  both  knew  it. 


There  was  no  one  along  the  lonely  country  road 
to  attempt  the  impossible.  The  brutes*  had  con- 
quered. Horace  knew  it.  Mona  lifted  her  eyes 
heavenward.  She  was  not  praying.  There  was 
no  time  for  prayer.  She  was  just  longing  for  a 
little  space  of  life  to  make  Horace  understand. 

Was  her  task  of  "molding'' to  end  thus  ?  Fail- 
ure was  writ  on  all  things.  Not  on  all  !  A  black- 
winged  bird  in  a  turquoise  sky  soared  majestic- 
ally oyer  her  head  ;  on  serene,  slow  wings,  per- 
fectly poised,  far  above  the  world  of  tumult  and 
mistakes  she  was  rushing  out  of.  There  was  no 
failure  there.  Would  those  brutes  never  exhaust 
their  demoniacal  strength  ?  Would  Horace  never 
turn  his  blanched  face  from  their  tossing  manes  ? 
Would  this  thing  never  end  ? 

Perhaps,  after  all,  she  was  getting  rid  of  a  load 
of  years  she  should  not  have  known  what  to  do 
with,  with  a  great  gulf  of  misunderstanding  for- 
ever broadening  between  her  and  Horace. 

If  Horace  would  only  speak  to  her  just  once — 
one  word — three  words,  "  I  believe  you  "  !  He 
should. 

She  knelt  upon  the  swaying  floor,  steadying 
herself  by  a  fierce  grip  of  the  seat.  She  brought 
her  face  close  to  his. 

''  Horace  !  husband  !  Look  at  me.  On  the 
brink  of  eternity,  as  we  both  stand,  I  want  to 
hear  you  say,  *  Mona,  I  believe  you ' !" 

For  a  moment  his  blazing  eyes  were  averted 
from  the  heads  of  the  brutes  over  whom  ho  had 
lost  all  control. 

"  We  are  lost !  I  have  murdered  you  !  I  be- 
lieve you,  and  I  love  you  !" 

A  smile  of  seraphic  x;on tent  spread  over  Mona's 
beautiful  face. 

"  The  river  !     God  !  is  there  no  escape  ?" 

It  was  a  cry  of  mortal  agony  wrung  from  a 
man's  soul  in  extremity.  With  superhuman 
strength  he  wrenched  the  horses'  heads  to  one 
side.  A  violent,  downward  plunge  I  The  earth 
seemed  slipping  away  from  their  flying,  thunder- 
ing hoofs.  The  world  reeled.  Mechanically  Mona 
flung  her  hands  outward  and  grasped — some- 
thing.   Then  her  busy  brain  stopped  its  work  like 

a  watch  whoso  mainspring  snaps. 

****** 

When  tliey  found  her  the  3ellow  plumes  of  a 
broken  golden-rod  lay  across  her  closed  lids, 
llim  they  never  found.  On  the  brink  of  the 
river,  whore,  in  one  last  plunge  for  freedom,  the 
chestnuts  had  left  it,  spurned  and  wrecked,  they 
foniul  the  drag. 

Tiie  last  of  the  Leveridges,  still  clinging  to  the 
reins  with  deathless  determination,  they  had  car- 
ried with  them  to  a  watery  grave.  The  current 
of  the  river,  swift  and  turbulent  as  the  hot  cur- 
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rent  of  his  own  nngoverued  pasBious,  bud  carried 
him  forever  beyond  the  keu  of  man. 

Tbe  blossom  tide  of  the  golden-rod  was  over 
long  ago.  Tlio  ashen  tints  of  gray  November 
wrapped  earth  and  skj.  Aline  Meriwether  still 
lingered  at  Leveridge  Hall,  a  loving  ministraut  to 
Monu,  bent,  yet  not  broken. 

But  Rafe  was  growing  impatient,  and  the  hour 
had  come  when  sbo  must  leave  Mona  in  other 
bunds.  She  kneeled  before  her  friend,  as  her 
friend  bad  once  kneeled  before  her,  penitent  and 
remorseful. 

"Mona,  darling,  you  once  asked  my  pardon  for 
an  uncommitted  injury.  How  can  I  ever  oak 
yon  rs  for " 

"Hush!"  Mrs.  Leveridge  laid  a  thin,  slim 
hand  on  her  friend's  quivering  lips.  Then,  after 
a  little  while  :  "  It  was  not  your  fault.  It  was  not 
mine — at  least,  I  hope  not.  I  bungled  so.  Per- 
haps I  had  not  found  the  right  tools,"  witJi  a 
wiutrj  smile,  "or  else  I  wearied  in  welldoing. 


I'grew  eo  tired  Bometimss,  go  very  tired  1  Pooi 
Horace,  I  am  glad  he  knew  the  truth  before " 

Mrs.  Holcombe,  commenting  on  the  tragedy, 
found  one  glimmer  of  consolation  amid  its  dark- 
ness; 

"lam  tliankful  there  are  no  children.  The 
Lord  made  the  Leveridges  out  of  queer  clay — 
very.  If  the  dear  Lord  ever  repented  of  anything 
He  must  have  repented  for  having  sent  Horace 
Leveridge  into  the  world," 

To  which  her  Sidomi,  cooing  contentedly  over 
Rate's  brightening  prospects  and  restored  health, 
answered,  briskly : 

"A  strange  lot,  the  Leveridges  I  Now,  my 
Riife,  there  is  a  man  for  you  !  If  that  poor  young 
tiling  cotild  only  have  found  such  ae  he !  But  they 
are  not  plentiful.  One  Bafe  Warner  is  enough 
for  such  a  world  as  this." 

"  And  one  Horace  Leveridge  is  more  than 
enough,"  said  old  Mrs.  Holcombe,  grimly. 

She  found  it  hard  to  forget  that  "trick''  of 
taking  Mona  behind  the  chestnats. 
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ISLE   OF   THE    DEAD. 

By  Edwaud  B.  McDowell. 

Beforr  the  white  man  came,  when  dusky  tribes  But  these  are  all  tlie  same;   it  is  a  river  of 

alone  camped  upon  its  wooded  banks,  the  Colum-  many  names. 

bia  River  had  for  its  name  Wauna,  musical  Wanna.  More  than  two  hnndred  years  ago,  so  tradition 

Later,  when   the   flag   of  Spaiu   sailed  up  its  has  it,  there  existed  a  powerful  compact  of  some 

blue  stretch,  a  christening  in  a  strange  tongue  twenty  or  thirty  tribes,  constituting  the  Coafed- 

proclaimed  it  St.  Itoqne.  eracy  of  tlie  Wauna. 

The  poet  sings,  "  Vi'here  rolls  the  Oregon,  and  Among  the  allies  were  numbered  the  coast  In< 

hears  no  sonnd  save  his  own  dashinga."  dians  of  the  far  north  and  the  tribes  who  roamed 
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the  warm  valleys  of  California.  These  were  banded 
together  to  hold  in  check  the  invading  hordes, 
their  hereditary  foes,  from  over  the  Cascades  and 
the  plains  beyond. 

This  portion  of  the  Columbia  River  Valley  was 
once  the  great  council  grounds  of  the  chiefs,  the 
very  heart  of  an  empire  whose  death  shroud  was 
spread  before  its  written  history  began.  The 
imagination  fancifully  plays  with  its  long-lost 
greatness  as  with  ''a  breeze  which  blew  a  thou- 
sand years  ago.'' 

Though  the  Confederacy  of  the  AVauna  is  dead, 
yet  the  posterity  of  many  of  its  ancient  tribes  still 
eke  out  an  existence  there  in  degraded  wretched- 
ness. 

Many  of  the  tribes  live  only  in  memory,  for 
their  numbers  have  long  since  been  gathered  to 
the  peaceful  spiritland. 

Here  the  nation  of  the  Klikitats  yet  pitch  their 
wigwams  by  the  great  river. 

Here  sizzles  the  spoil  of  the  chase  or  the  river's 
catch  over  the  crackling  camp  fire  of  an  evening, 
as  in  the  days  of  the  great  confederacy. 

Here  are  appetites  as  keen  as  in  the  olden  days, 
but,  poor  creatures,  their  numbers  how  shrunken 
and  their  hearts  how  saddened  ! 

Here  are  emaciated  countenances,  in  the  red 
glare  of  the  camp  fire,  which  wear  expressions  of 
sorrow,  the  result  of  the  pangs  of  grief  which  the 
memory  of  the  past  haa  oceaaiooed,  and  looks  of 
calm  resignation  to  the  iaevitaUe  destiny  which 
they  well  know  awaits  their  race. 

Several  miles  down  the  river  from  The  Dalles, 
a  thriving  little  city  of  several  thousand  inhabit- 
ants, the  traveler  can  see  from  the  car  window,  as 
he  glides  along  the  south  bank  of  the  Columbia 
on  the  Union  Pacific  Bailroad,  a  small  rocky  isl- 
and which  rises  in  midstream  some  twenty  feet 
from  the  water.  Its  entire  area  cannot  comprise 
more  than  two  or  three  acres. 

Such  islands  are  common,  but  this  one  possesses 
a  conBpicuous  feature  which  at  once  attracts  the 
attention  of  the  passer-by,  and  an  occasional  one 
stops  off  to  pay  the  place  a  visit. 

Above  the  stunted  and  parched  vegetation 
which  covers  the  island  there  towers  a  monu- 
ment of  light-gray  granite,  after  the  obelisk  pat- 
tern, thirteen  feet  in  height,  surmounting  a  ped- 
estal of  masonry  constructed  from  the  local  basalt 
rock.  The  »pex  of  the  column  is  twenty-one  feet 
over  all. 

Surely  this  is  a  telling  tribute  to  some  sleeping 
tenant  of  the  lonely  and  barren  isle. 

Memaloose  Island  (Isle  of  the  Dead)  the  Indians 
call  it. 

From  time  immemorial  it  has  been  used  as  a 
place  of  burial  by  the  Klikitat  tribes. 


It  is  a  noteworthy  fact  that  almost  every  native 
tribe  has  some  peculiar  characteristic  pertaining 
to  its  habits  or  customs. 

Nature  establishes  a  condition,  and  man  awak- 
ens to  its  existence. 

The  tribes  of  the  plains  lay  their  dead  to  rest 
upon  a  crude  scaffolding,  several  feet  from  the 
ground,  or  weave  a  staging  in  the  branches  of 
trees  suflSciently  high  to  be  out  of  reach  of  the 
vicious  and  hungry  coyote,  whose  cowardly  pres- 
ence is  ever  a  watchkeeper  environing  death. 

The  islands  of  the  Columbia,  many  of  them, 
have  been  and  are  now  used  as  places  of  sepulture 
for  no  other  reason  than  that  they  afford  safe 
burial  grounds  against  the  encroachments  of  wild 
beasts. 

We  find  the  earliest  authentic  records  of  Mema- 
loose Island  in  the  writings  of  Lewis  and  Ciark, 
whose  exploring  expedition  landed  here  in  1805. 

After  a  Klikitat  dies  he  is  strapped  astride  his 
horse,  sitting  erect  as  though  alive.  Then  the 
mournful  funeral  procession,  chanting  the  death 
wail,  moves  toward  the  river. 

Imagine  the  horrible  aspect  which  the  corpse 
presents,  wriggling  and  bobbing  about  spasmod- 
ically. 

Presumably  this  bears  to  the  savage  fancy  a 
semblance  of  forced  vitality,  or  prolonged  exist- 
ence, in  a  rather  incomprehensible  sense. 

Canoes  await  the  funeral  train  at  the  water's 
edge.  The  silent  equestrian  is  transferred  from 
his  faithful  bearer  of  the  chase  to  the  slender 
shallop  floating  on  the  river's  surface,  which  shall 
bear  to  their  final  resting,  place  the  very  hands 
which  shaped  its  graceful  figure  from  the  forest 
pine. 

The  dead  is  carefully  swathed  in  a  covering  of 
skina  and  blankets,  in  which  are  inclosed  many  of 
the  deceased's  worldly  possessions.  These  for 
the  most  part  are  implements  of  warfare,  to  be 
nsed  in  the  after  life. 

In  the  construction  of  his  "deadhouse,"  or 
sepulchre,  the  Klikitat  Indian  possesses  an  indi- 
viduality all  his  own. 

From  fallen  trees  are  split  rough  planks  of 
cedar  and  made  into  crude  vaults  or  huts,  about 
ten  feet  long,  eight  feet  wide  and  six  feet  in 
height. 

A  noticeable  characteristic  is  that  these  houses 
always  stand  east  and  west,  with  the  door  toward 
the  rising  sun. 

Crude  pictures  of  men  and  animals  are  often 
found  decorating  the  entrances. 

That  these  picture  writings  and  the  invaria- 
ble east  door  had  some  significance  touching  xxp 
the  religion  and  superstitions  of  this  strange  race 
there  is  little  doubt. 
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Bat  M  to  the  meaninf;  whiofa  these  rongh  earr- 
ings nodonbtedly  once  rapreaent«d  we  can  only 
conjeotnre.  Of  their  teachings  the  Klikitat  of 
to-day  knows  nothing. 

The  dead  are  piled  one  upon  another  like  cord> 
wood. 

When  Lewis  and  Clark  touclted  Uemnloose  Isl- 
and there  were  thirteen  of  these  burial  huts, 
many  of  which  were  crowded  to  their  iitmost  ca- 
pacity. But  alas,  to-dny  how  changed  !  Eleven 
of  the  original  thirteen  are  missing,  and  their 
scattered  contents  are  buried  benentli  the  erer- 
shiftiug  sands.  Only  two  tumble-down  huts  re- 
main to  mark  the  site  of  this  ouce  poiiulong  city 
of  the  dead.  These,  like  the  obliterated  ones, 
have  been  rifled  and  torn  almost  to  the  ground. 
By  whom  ?  No  one  seems  to  know.  And  those 
ill  oflficiAl  position  apparently  care  lees. 

The  grave-robbing  miniotia  are  white  men,  aa 
might  he  reasonably  expected. 

To  the  Indian's  credit  it  may  be  said,  and 
trntlifally,  too,  that,  regardless  of  the  highest 
standard  to  which  his  stealing  propensities  may 
be  developed — and  absolute  qualification  is  the 
accepted  rule — he  would  not  for  his  life  disturb 
the  grave  even  of  his  moat  hated  toe.  So  much 
for  the  Indian. 

What  a  flatteriag  commentary  on  oar  boutod 
civilization  if  we  might  speak  aa  becomingly  of 
the  white  man  ! 

The  marauding  onriosity  hunter's  acts  of  dese- 
cration  are  appalling.  A  hut  is  unroofed,  a  body 
dragged  from  its  family  pile,  the  rackcloth  ripped 
open  and  robbed  of  the  few  broken  implements 
or  trinkets  with  far  leas  feeling  or  reverence  for 
the  defenseless  dead  than  that  which  a  wild  beaat 
instinctively  displays  when  in  the  death  presence 
of  one  of  its  kind. 

Stono  axes,  arrowheads,  spearheads  and  the 
more  modern  weapons  have  been  found  and  car- 
ried away  in  great  numbers.  These  are  invariably 
found  broken  in  pieces. 

One  might  be  easily  led  to  believe  that  these 
Taluiibles  were  defaced  with  the  design  of  render- 
ing them  worthless  that  they  might  not  be  stolen 
away.  On  questioning  an  old  Indian  regarding 
it  he  replied  that  when  a  man  died  be  was"kok- 
shntt"  (broken),  and  that  in  order  to  use  hia 
weapons  or  possessions  in  the  next  life  they,  too, 
must  be  "  kokshtitt." 

Before  the  railway  had  pushed  its  way  up  these 
wooded  shores  the  pine-clad  mountains  on  either 
bank  had  looked  down  for  generations  on  the 
"  Isle  of  the  Dead  "  and  its  wealth  of  moldering 
treasure,  but  had  never  seen  the  hand  of  violence 
\m&  upon  those  who  slumbered  there.  Tlie  rail- 
road came.    The  dead  wen  outraged.    The  first 
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aaaault  was  made  by  the  -eenstriiction  forces  of 
this  beacon  light  of  progress,  the  railway. 

It  was  their  favorite  pastime,  after  working 
hours,  to  plunder  the  charnel  bouses  and  carry  off 
bones  and  trinkets  without  limit. 

As  we  stand  before  this  disordered  depository 
of  death  thoughts  take  shape  which  seem  to  whis- 
per sentiments  of  condolence  and  regret  into  the 
ears  of  a  mnoh-wronged  past.  And  it  is  in't 
Htrauge.  A  more  congenial  retreat  for  meditation 
cannot  be  easily  found. 

Within  the  unroofed  walls  of  the  sepulchres  are 
tiers  of  corpses  in  varied  conditions  of  preserv:;- 
tion.  Without,  a  thousand  scattered  remnants 
dot  the  eartii  for  roda  around. 

On  the  bottom  are  layers  of  well-seasoned  mor- 
tality, overlaid  with  stratum  npon  stratum  of 
crumbling  cerements,  through  which  bone  and 
shrnnken  flesh  protrude. 

Not  mncli  larger  can  this  ash  heap  grow.  The 
fuel  pile  of  the  Klikitat  is  well-nigh  spent. 

As  he  walked  in  life,  so  he  sleeps  in  death,  un- 
covered to  the  warm  aungliiiie  of  midday  aud  the 
cool  shadows  of  the  night  alike.  Even  yet  he  is 
a  comniuner  with  nature,  and  wDl  be  till  the  last 
vestige  of  his  crumbling  frame  shall  have  been 
turned  into  dust. 

A  line  of  swarthy  kings  lie  here.  Brave  chief- 
tains whose  memories  and  deeds  yet  live  in  wild 
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tradition  sleep,  naidentiGed,  nith  tlieir  brotliera  of 
tho  comiuon  blood.  Grinning  viaagos  of  deatli, 
disjointed  Begments  of  InimaDitj,  all  jumbled  and 
tangled  in  uncanny  conglomeration,  how  horri- 
ble to  look  upon  !  There,  aside,  lies  a  massive 
ekall  with  eyelees  cavitieB  giziug  toward  the  sky 
in  tireless  watching.  Here,  at  your  feet,  stretches 
an  arm  and  hand  through  tlie  seared  and  yellow 
gross.  Its  delicate  lines  bear  evidence  of  eSem- 
inacy.  The  knotty  biceps  of  a  warrior's  arm  never 
covered  its  lighter  framework.  A  softer,  gentler 
one  was  this,  a 


shoulder  blade.  Beneath  this  grewsome  roof  a 
mouse  had  hnilt  bor  nest  and  was  rearing  her 
young,  unmolested,  with  a  bountiful  base  of  food 
supplies  close  at  hand. 

The  animated  barking  of  the  guide's  dog  at- 
tracted our  attention  toward  another  quarter. 
There  we  found  two  skulls  wedged  between  some 
pieces  of  timber,  presumably  just  as  they  bad  been 
fustcned  when  the  walla  collapsed.  Their  jaws 
were  firmly  interlocked.  An  unwholesome  sight, 
oue  may  easily  imagine,  hut  it  appeared  not  to 
annoy  the  canine  in  the  least.     With  snarls  and 


ROOSTER  DOCK,  ON 

Tho  little  babe,  swathed  in  a  sack  of  softest 
furs,  h:iB  for  its  slender  bones  a  resting  place  with 
its  elders. 

Yonder  nu  open  jaw  holds  tho  delicate  frame- 
work of  an  infant's  hand.  There  beaide  it  rests  a 
eku'l  balanced  on  tlie  hollow  of  an  upturned  foot, 
as  though  an  act  in  jugglery  were  about  to  begin. 
But  the  juggler,  what  of  him  ?  Uis  foot  alone  is 
visible  above  tho  tangled  mass. 

One  of  our  guides  chanced  to  overturn,  near 
the  edge  of  the  weU-strown   circle,   a  detached 


COLDHBIA  BIVBB. 

yelps  he  tugged  and  pulled  in  vain  effort  to  di». 
place  them. 

A  lever  was  brought  and  placed  in  position  to 
pry  them  loose,  but  only  a  portion  of  the  neces- 
sary weight  was  applied,  when  from  out  of  an 
eyeless  loophole  a  sleek-coated  snake  thrust  its 
black  head  and  flourished  a  diabolical  length  of 
tongue.  It  seemed  a  message  of  defiance  from 
race  to  race  through  a  creature  most  deapised  by 
both. 

Oue   white    man's    bones   are   scattered   here- 
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aboute.  Victor  Trevitt,  in  whose  memory  tlie  Bometimee  called.  Bnt  eyeii  the  newer  onea  do 
monument  above  mentioned  was  erected,  sleepa  not  escape  the  TandalUm  of  the  thieving  white, 
with  thoBo  wliom  ho  loved  and  guided.     He  was     Is  it  jtist  that  such  wrongdoings  should  go  nn- 


what  is  called  a  "squaw  man,"  having  an  Indi 
wife,  nnd  b;  reason  of  hia  intimate  relations  with 
the  tribes  wielded  a  strong  and  good  influence 
over  them.  Before  hia  death  lie  expressed  a  de 
sire  to  be  buried  on  Memaioose  Island  after  tlie 
manner  of  the  people  wlio  had  honored  him  and 
sought  for  so  many  years  his  counsel 

When  a  young  man  he  came  among  them  to 
hunt  and  trap  the  plentiful  gamewhich  abounded 
along  the  banks  of  the  Columbia  And  heie  ho 
tarried  in  the  cliaae  till  the  tide  of  years  had 
whitened  his  locks  and  rounded  his  ahouldeis 
with  the  infirmity  of  old  age. 

Sliortly  after  his  death  some  of  his  white 
friends  placed  this  monument  upon  the  island 

The  Indian  evidently  docs  not  appieciate  the 
spirit  in  which  civilized  mankind  pavs  tiibute  to 
the  dead.  But  no  matter,  he  has  good  reason  to 
look  with  suspicion  on  the  usurping  metlioda  of 
his  palefaco  brotlier. 

From  tho  day  the  monument  was  built  Mema- 
ioose Island  haa  not  been  used  by  tho  Indians  as 
a  place  of  sepulture. 

This  furnishes  quite  convincing  proof  that  the 
savage  understanding  has  been  offended. 

However,  other  islands,  near  by,  have  received 
the  divided  quota  severally,  which  till  then  had 
gone  to  the  principal  and  older  burying  ground, 
"Islo  of  the  Dead,"  or  Trevitt'a  Island,  as  it  is 


noticed  ? 

If  the  lawmakers  of  the  States  of  Oregon  fwd 
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Washington  do  not  soon  awaken  to  the  duty,  so 
long  incnmbent  opoa  them,  oi  taking  some  rad- 
ical steps  toward  the  paniahment  of  these  in- 
human sneaks,  then  the  yigilant  hand  of  mob 
rule  might  be  justly  ezctMBd  as  a  final  desperate 
expedient. 

True^  the  KHkitat  is  not  the  peraoiriffcation  of 
all  that  is  manly  or  noble. 

Nor  is  hit  present  broken  and  deplorahle  con- 
dition an  enviable  ofie. 

Yet  he  is  hnman*  and  thonld  be  aeeorded  a 
burial  after  the  castoms  of  hie  race,  and  shonld 
receive  the  protection  of  a  law  which  wonld  gnard 
the  grave  of  Indian  and  white  man  alike. 

Millions  were  the  acres  his  fathen  owned. 

But  to-day  a  sacred  patch  wherein  he  may  lay 
to  rest  the  remains  of  his  departed  brother  he 
cannot  call  his  own. 

Even  though  his  earthly  presence  may  be  ob- 
noxious; should  not  the  laws  which  appeal  to  the 
instincts  of  humanity  alone  afford  proteetkm  to 
his  bleaching  bones  ? 

The  Portland  Oregonian  some  time  since  spoke 
of ''some  interesting  Indian  mummies''  as  fol- 
lows : 

**  They  were  discoTered  one  year  ago  on  Long  Island,  in 
the  Gohunbia  Biver,  bnried  in  a  moand  of  sand. 

**  One  of  them  is  the  figure  of  a  fall-grown  adnlt,  eyi- 
dently  of  great  age. 

*'The  other  u  of  a  young  child.  Both  are  perfectly 
pr^Berred,  having  hair  and  teeth  intact. 

*'  The  skull  of  the  yonnger  one  has  been  removed,  show- 
ing the  covering  of  the  brain. 

**  The  moccasins  are  yet  on  them,  and  are  hardly  changed. 

«'  They  will  be  sent  to  the  World's  Fair  for  exhibition." 

Such  gush,  to  people  who  live  along  the  Colum- 
bia, wonld  appear  to  be  the  very  acme  of  ab- 
surdity. For,  in  the  first  place,  these  Indians 
have  no  knowledge  of  the  art  of  embalming  their 
dead,  and,  what  is  most  probable,  neyer  had. 

By  reason  of  the  remarkably  dry  atmosphere  of 
Eastern  Oregon  a  curing  or  drying  process  takes 
place,  which,  of  conrse,  does  preserve  the  body 


for  a  mnch  longer  time  than,  for  instance,  would 
the  more  moist  elimste  of  tho  Middle  States. 

TJndanbtedly  soon  after  theae  ''snunmiss  ^  had 
been  lakl  to  rest  the  driftiiq^  anit  «f  tke  river 
qniekly  orerapread  then  with  Ha  9ij  Mantle. 

Bat  the  conrageom  and  wMdd-%e^&eoTerer  '^ 
with  fail  spade  and  piekaz  eoaMt  along,  undoes 
the  charitable  torn  of  mtnre,  and  bears  away  his 
tfiypiiiea  in  uieieeBaiy  giee. 

**  Mvmnuea,  avidently  of  great  age,**  on  which 
are  btiekskin  woeeasina,  '^ hardly  changed''  by 
time,  must,  indeed,  be  qnfte  as  ancient  as  the 
specimens  from  far-off  Egypt  which  knew  the 
Sphinx  and  Pyramids  4,000  years  ago.  What 
nonaenae ! 

That  tliese  "mummies'' were  sent  to  the  Fair 
at  all  ia  qnite  as  nnlikely  as  the  theory  of  their 
great  antiquity  is  nnplansible. 

The  man  who  extracted  them  from  the  bank 
of  aand  certainly  wonld  have  proved  a  greater 
cariosity  than  the  land*amening  cnrios  which 
''yet  had  noocasint  on  them." 

In  fact,  he  might  ornament  the  dime-museum 
stage  with  profit,  now  that  the  Fair  is  over. 

As  an  ethnologist  and  theorist  his  memory 
shall  live-— well,  till  if  by  abbreviated  movements 
he  shall  succeed  in  locating  and  opening  another 
pile  of  sand  with  as  fruitful  results. 

The  great ''  tree  of  science  "  owes  a  twig  to  this 
man. 

And  why  not  ? 

But  a  greater  debt  than  this  he  owes  to  those — 
if  there  are  any — who  may  be  ambitious,  like 
himself,  to  cover  themselves  with  morbid  elorv. 
It  is  this :  That  he  should  confess  whether  the 
sense  of  smell  ever  had  residence  in  his  brain  at 
all ;  and  if  so,  did  he  anAsthetize  or  hypnotize  it 
upon  that  occasion  ? 

It  seems  very  plausible  to  suspect  that  the  ol- 
factory mechanism  must  have  been  tampered 
with,  else  he  could  not  have  done  that  gnive- 
opening  job  to  a  finish  and  lived  to  tell  about  it. 
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By  Amy  Elizabeth  Leigh. 


What  freight 
Of  joys  or 
HJwk  how  the  fittle  finnet  riags^— 
What  freight  far-off  to-morrow  brings, 
Who  knows? 


To-day  the  sky  shines  blue, 
Fresh  blooms  the  rose, 
And  yon  have  me  and  I  have  yon: 
And  whether  to-morrow  blooms  rose  or 
Who  knows? 
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FALCONRY. 


By  Mary  V.  Worstell. 


Thire  18  a  certain  old  saying;,  rery  quotable  in 
the  early  Bnmmer,  to  the  effect  that  **  all  work  and 
no  play  "  has  a  deplorable  effect  on  a  lad  named 
Jack.  The  great  age  of  this  proverb  is  due  to  the 
profound  troth  it  contains  rather  than  to  the  rhe- 
torical beauty  which  enfolds  it.  One  must  play 
occasionally  in  order  to  work  well,  for  labor  and 
recreation  should  go  hand  in  hand.  And  as  far 
back  as  tradition  reaches  we  find  records  of  sports^ 
most  of  them  flourishing  for  a  time  and  then  de- 
clining. Some  games,  like  tennis,  enjoy  a  reyival, 
after  years  of  comparative  oblivion. 

What  sport  was  the  most  ancient  ?  Probably 
hunting  ;  but  if  very  old  pictures  and  sculptures 
are  carefully  studied  it  will  be  found  that  fal- 
conry, or  "  hawking,*'  as  it  was  often  called,  "  fol- 
lowed hard  upon.''  Falconry  is  probably  the  old- 
est sport  of  which  any  record  has  been  preserved. 
Hunting  could  not  always  be  called  a  pastime,  for 
men  had  to  hunt  and  kill  game  for  food  ;  but  if 
their  nourishment  depended  on  the  game  caught 
by  their  hawks  and  falcons  many  might  have 
starved. 

Antiqnaries  tell  ns  that  the  art  of  falconry 
was  practiced  two  thousand  years  before  the 
Christian  era,  and  that  it  had  its  origin  in  the 
Far  East;  that  it  was  introduced  into  England 
about  the  ninth  century,  and  there  flourished  for 
nearly  a  thousand  years.  Its  decline  dates  from 
the  introduction  of  a  certain  clumsy  instrument 
that  brought  down  game  as  surely  as  a  sparrow 
hawk  ;  so  they  gave  the  weapon  the  name  of  an 
inferior  sort  of  hawk.  They  called  it  a  '^  musket. 
Probably  for  a  similar  reason  the  name  ''  falcon 
was  given  to  a  kind  of  cannon  used  in  the  six- 
teenth century.  Year  by  year  muskets  were  im- 
proved, and  year  by  year  hawking  was  favored 
less  and  less,  until  now  it  is  wholly  confined  to 
some  few  countries  in  the  northern  part  of  Africa. 
Tho  introduction  of  firearms  completely  did  away 
with  the  great  expense  of  training  and  maintain- 
ing falcons  and  hawks. 

But  falconry  found  favor  in  those  far-away 
days  when  to  be  able  to  row,  run,  leap,  wrestle, 
cast  darts  and  hawk  was  considered  the  proof  of 
a  complete  education.  Thus,  in  an  old  chronicle 
we  find  that  Olaf  Tryggeson,  a  king  of  Norway, 
acquired  the  following  royal  accomplishments: 
*'  He  was  stronger  and  more  nimble  than  any  man 
in  his  dominions.  He  could  climb  up  the  rock 
Smalserhorn,  and  fix  his  shield  upon  the  top  of 
it ;  he  could  walk  round  the  outside  of  a  boat 
upon  the  oars  while  the  men  were  rowing ;  he 
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could  play  with  three  <?art8,  alternately  throwing 
them  in  the  air,  and  <ilways  kept  two  of  them  op 
while  he  held  the  .;hird  in  one  of  his  hands ;  he 
was  ambidexter,  and  could  cast  two  darts  at  once ; 
he  excelled  all  the  men  of  his  time  in  shooting 
with  the  bow ;  and  he  had  no  equal  in  swim- 
ming." 

Another  Northern  hero  modestly  makes  the 
following  list  of  his  own  accomplishments  :  *^  I 
know  how  to  play  at  chess  ;  I  can  engrave  runic 
letters  ;  I  am  expert  at  my  book  ;  I  know  how  to 
handle  the  tools  of  the  smith ;  I  can  traverse  the 
snow  on  skates  of  wood  ;  I  excel  in  shooting  with 
the  bow ;  I  use  the  oar  with  facility ;  I  can  sing 
to  the  harp  ;  and  I  compose  verses." 

While  one  cannot  but  suspect  the  genuineness 
of  walking  on  oars,  as  well  as  the  merit  of  the 
verses  so  complacently  claimed,  these  examples 
will  serve  to  show  what  constituted  a  highly  bred 
gentleman  of  ancient  times. 

Hawking  could  be  practiced  on  horseback,  in 
the  fields  and  open  country,  where  the  royal  or 
knightly  sportsmen  rode  forth,  a  brave  cavalcade, 
on  horses  richly  caparisoned,  their  hooded  birds 
poised  erect  and  stately  upon  their  carefully 
gloved  hands.  Ladies,  too,  mdolged  in  this  elab- 
orate pastime,  aad  their  appearance  gsave  aa 
added  charm  to  a  scene  where  knights,  horses, 
hounds  and  hawks  made  a  spirited,  living  pict- 
ure. 

In  the  woods  and  coverts  the  falconer  was 
obliged  to  go  on  foot,  and  then  a  special  outfit 
was  necessary.  A  picture  published  in  Cham- 
bers's "  Book  of  Days,"  voInme2,  page  212,  shows 
no  less  a  personage  than  King  James  L  in  his 
hawking  dress ;  and  thongh  his  oostnme  looks 
absurd  enough  to  ns,  we  may  be  sure  that  in  the 
sixteenth  century  it  was  considered  very  appro- 
priate and  very  magnificent.  The  bag  attached 
to  the  royal  girdle  is  to  hold  the  hawk's  hood  and 
the  ''jesses,"  or  thongs,  which  held  the  bird  till 
the  falconer  discovered  suitable  prey.  The  long 
staff  was  to  assist  the  sportsman  in  leaping  brooks 
and  ditches. 

It  is  recorded  that  once  when  Henry  VIIL  was 
hawking  in  Hertfordshire  he  attempted  to  cross 
a  muddy  ditch  with  the  help  only  of  his  pole. 
But  alas  for  the  royal  calcnlation  I  Instead  of 
vaulting  lightly  over,  he  fell  into  the  ditch  head- 
foremost, and  would  surely  have  stified  had  not 
John  Moody  saved  his  corpulent  majesty  from  a 
watery  grave — and  by  the  same  act  rescued  his 
own  honest  name  from  oblivion.     ''And  so,''  says 
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the  devont  Iiistorinn  Hall,  "OoJ,  of  Hys  good- 
nesBd,  preserved  liytu." 

Tlie  falcon  is  a  rery  beatitifiil  and  stately  bird, 
and  it  U  capable  of  rising  to  n  Iieiglit  from  which 
n  linman  eye  could  distingiiiali  only  the  general 
features  of  the  landscape.  Yet  a  falcon's  sight  is 
GO  wonderful  that  it  cuii  discern  a  amall  object  at 
a  great  dtBtance,  and  can  descend  npon  it  witli 
unerring  accuracy.  A  French  niitnialist  has  cal- 
culated that  the  keetmess  of  this  bird's  eight  is 
nine  times  that  of  the  farthest- sigh  ted  man. 

Falcons  are  divided  into  two  general  clagses, 
the  long-winged,  or  "noble"  falcons,  wliich  rise 
to  a  great  height  and  then  drop  directly  upon 
their  prey  ;  and  the  short-winged,  or  "  ignoble," 
which  pnrsue  their  prey  throtigli  the  wood,  and 
which  overtake  it  by  "raking,"  or  chaBing.  Tlie 
first  are  called  "  rowers,"  because  tliey  use  their 
wings  after  the  manner  of  oars ;  and  the  second, 
'■aailora,"  because  they  Hy  best  with  tlie  wind. 
lieroiiB,  rooks,  hares,  partridges,  rabbits  and 
wild  fowl  were  the  usual  "quarry,"  or  prey,  sought 
for. 

The  different  names  given  to  hawks  were  varied 
enougli  to  puzzle  any  but  an  expert  in  this  sport, 
Hei'e  are  the  names  of  a  few,  summarized  iu 
Izaak  Walton's  "Complete   Angler."    They  are 
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creiHted  to  an  enthusiastic  falconer,  who  says: 
"You  are  to  note  that  tltey  are  usually  dislin- 
tinguished  into  two  kinds,  namely,  the  long- 
winged  and  the  short-winged  hawk.  Of  the  first 
kind  there  be  chiefly  in  use  amongst  us  in  this 
nation  the  gerfalcou  and  the  jerkin,  the  falcon 
and  tusnel  gentle,  the  luiicr  otid  laneret,  the  bock- 
erel  and  bockeret,  the  suker  and  sacai-et,  the 
merlin  and  jack  merlin,  the  hobby  and  j:ick. 
There  ^is  the  stelletto  of  Spain  —  the  blood-red 
rook  from  Turkey,  the  waskito  from  Virginia. 
And  there  bo  of  eliort-winged  hawks  the  eagle 
aud  iron,  the  goshawk  and  tarcel,  the  sparhuwk 
and  musket,  tlio  Freuch  pye  of  two  sorts.  These 
are  reckoned  hawks  of  note  and  worth,  but  we 
have  also,  of  an  inferior  rank,  the  stanjel,  the 
ringtail,  the  raven,  the  buzzard,  the  forked  kite, 
the  bald  bnzzard,  the  liendriver,  and  others  that 
I  forbear  to  name." 

Tlie  same  worthy  man  says  in  praise  of  his 
birds:  "In  the  air  my  troops  of  hawks  soar  up 
on  high,  and  when  they  are  lost  in  the  sight  of 
men,  then  they  attend  upon  and  converse  with 
the  gods  ;  therefore  I  think  my  eagle  is  so  justly 
styled  'Jove's  servant  in  ordinary';  and  that  very 
falcon  that  I  am  now  going  to  see  deserves  no 
meaner  a  title,  for  she  usually  in  her  flight  en- 
dangers herself,  like  the  son  of  Dsedalus,  to  have 
her  wings  scorched  by  the  sun's  beat,  she  flies  so 
near  it,  but  her  mettle  makes  her  careless  of  dan- 
ger; for  then  she  heeds  nothing,  but  makes  her 
nimble  pinions  cut  the  fluid  air,  and  so  makes 
her  highway  over  the  steepest  mountains  and 
deepest  rivers,  and  in  her  glorious  career  looks 
with  contempt  upon  those  high  steeples  and 
magnidceut  palaces  which  we  adore  and  wonder 
at ;  from  which  height  I  can  make  her  descend 
by  a  word  from  my  mouth,  which  she  both  knows 
and  obeys,  to  accept  of  meat  from  my  hand,  to 
own  me  for  her  master,  to  go  home  with  me,  and 
be  willing  the  next  day  to  afford  me  the  like 
recreation." 

The  training  of  a  hawk  was  a  long,  tedious 
process,  but  the  science  was  ttionght  a  necessary 
part  of  the  education  of  every  young  man  of 
rank.  Young  birds  were  taken  fiint  to  a  dark 
loom,  and  fed  at  short  intervals,  so  that  they  be- 
came gradually  tame  and  docile.  When  at  lengtii 
taken  to  the  field  the  hawk  woi'e  a  hood  made 
of  leather,  often  highly  ornamenteil,  and  sur- 
mounted with  a  small  bunch  of  feathers.  On  the 
legs  were  the  "jesses,"  little  thongs  of  leather 
about  eight  inches  long,  to  keep  the  hawk  within 
reach  ;  and  on  the  back  part  of  each  leg  n  little 
hell  was  fastened.  These  were  light,  so  as  not  to 
impede  the  bird's  flight,  and  they  were  very 
musical,  one  being  half  a  tone  below  the  other. 
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BO  as  to  prodiice  a  pleasing  sound  whenever  the 
lirtl  soared  aloft.  Referring  to  this,  these  lines 
occiii'  in  an  old  play  : 

"  Her  belU,  Sir  Franeia,  liad  not  both  one  weight, 
Nor  WHS  one  senji-tone  ftbove  the  other : 
MethiDlis  these  Milan  bella  do  soand  too  fall, 
A.ud  spoil  Ihe  monnting  of  yonr  hbwk." 

Wlicn  a  falcon  is  molting,  or  changing  its  feath- 
ers, it  is  snid  to  "mew,"  and  the  Royal  Mews,  or 
stiibles,  at  Charing  Cross  were  originally  devoted 
to  Iho  royal  falcons;  but  during  the  reign  of 
Ileiiry  VIII.  the  birds  were  removed,  and  the 
jilacB  converted  into  stables.  The  old  name,  how- 
over,  clings  to  the  place  to  this  day. 

The  laws  of  falconry,  the  many  special  names 
employed,  and  the  etiquette  connected  with  it, 
were  endless.  For  instance,  the  frame  on  which 
hawks  were  sometimes  carried  was  called  the 
"cadge,"  and  the  one  who  carried  it  was  called 
the  "cadger";  two  hawks  flown  together  were 
called  a  "cost";  cutting  the  beak  or  talons  was 
Ciillud  "coping";  the  "qnarry  "  was  the  bird  or 
beast  that  the  hawk  flew  at ;  and  to  approach  a 
hawk  when  she  hnd  killed  her  qnarry  was  to 
"get  in" — which,  by  the  way,  docs  not  sound  al- 
together antiquated.  In  short,  to  learn  the  many 
special  terms  employed  in  falconry  is  much  like 
learning  a  new  language. 

Ill  old  hooks  on  the  subject  are  given  notonly  the 
terms  employed,  bnt  also  the  prayers  which  were 
to  ho  said  at  certnin  times  while  indulging  in  the 
sport ! 

The   ailments   by   which   the    bird    might  be 


afflicted,  and  the  means  (or  its  relief,  also  re- 
ceived due  attention.  Here  is  a  prescription  for 
a  sick  hawk,  copied  from  "  The  Gentleman's  Bee- 
I'eation,"  published  in  1G77  :  "Take  germander, 
pelamountain,  basil,  grnmmel  seed  and  hrooin 
flowers,  of  each  half  an  ounce  ;  hyssop,  sassafras, 
polypodium  and  liorsemint,  of  each  a  quarter  of 
an  ounce,  and  the  like  of  nutmegs;  cubebs,  bor- 
age, mummy,  mngwort,  sage  and  the  four  kinds 
of  mirobolans,  of  each  half  an  ounce ;  of  aloes 
soccotrine  the  fifth  part  of  an  ounce,  and  of  saf- 
fron one  whole  ounce." 

This  mixture  weighed  over  nine  ounces,  and 
yet  formed  but  a  single  dose.  If  it  was  frequently 
administered  the  decline  in  the  art  of  falconry 
might  be  easily  explained. 

During  tlie  many  years  that  falconry  fluurislicd 
a  man  was  known,  not  by  the  company,  but  hy 
the  hawk,  he  kept.  In  tlio  old  times  hawks  wore 
OS  beloved  as  faithfnl  dogs  are  to-day.  Indeed, 
one  enthusiastic  sportsman  said  that  if  he  hod  to 
choose  between  his  friends  and  his  falcons  lie 
would  not  hesitate  for  a  moment  to  give  up  his 
friends ;  for  he  believed  that  a  cast  of  hawks  were 
the  truest  friends  a  man  conhl  have.  And  when 
we  consider  how  fearless  these  beautiful  birds 
WRre,  and  how  gentle,  faithful  and  affectionate 
as  well,  we  can  realize  how  falconry  became,  in- 
deed, a  royal  sport. 

To  each  class  of  men  was  assigned  a  particular 
bird  :  thus,  only  a  king,  a  royal  prince,  or  a  man 
of  the  very  higliest  rank,  was  allowed  to  fly  the 
splendid  white  hawks  of  Norway  and  Iceland  ; 
the  falcon  gentle  was  assigned  to  a  prince ;  aa 
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earl  was  allowed  to  fly  a  peregrine  falcon  ;  the 
falcon  of  the  rock  was  a  duke's  hawk ;  the  sqnire's 
was  a  lanner^  the  goshawk  was  a  yeoman's,  and 
the  tercel  was  the  |K>or  man's.  Yonng  gentle- 
women had  their  own  hawks,  and  it  was  one  of 
their  few  diyersions  to  train  and  make  tractable 
the  smaller  birds,  snch  as  sparrow  hawks  and  mer- 
lins. Indeed,  some  became  so  proAcient  in  the 
art  that  one  writer  rery  migalUntly  rMnaricad 
that  falconry  was  becoming  ^'effeminate.'' 

A  fine  falcon  cost  as  much  as  a  fine  horse,  bnt 
parting  with  a  bird  for  money  was  not  considered 
merely  a  business  transaction — it  was  an  especial 
favor  as  well.  When  so  great  a  ralae  was  placed 
on  a  hawk  we  can  easily  fancy  liow  severe  the 
punishment  would  be  for  stealing  or  coticealinf 
one.  During  the  reign  of  Henry  VTIL  any  per- 
son taking  the  eggs  of  a  falcon  conld  be  {npria- 
oned  for  a  year  and  a  day ;  during  Elizabeth's 
time  this  was  reduced  to  three  months,  bnt  then 
the  offender  had  to  find  security  for  his  good  be- 
havior during  seven  years,  or  else  remain  in  prison 
all  his  life. 

In  France  the  office  of  grand  falconer  was  very 
important,  and  he  was  well  paid.  This  dignitary 
had  fifty  attendant  gentlemen  and  fifty  assistant 
falconers.  He  not  only  had  the  care  of  many 
hawks,  bnt  from  him  a  license  must  be  obtained 
by  every  person  in  the  kingdom  who  sold  the 
birds.  On  state  occasions  this  officer  had  to  ac- 
company the  King.  Louis  XI.  of  France  was 
particularly  extravagant  in  regard  to  his  falcons, 
for  he  employed  over  a  hundred  falconers,  and 
owned  a  proportionate  number  of  hawks.  When 
Edward  III.  invaded  France,  as  Froissart  tells  us, 
he  was  accompanied  by  thirty  falconers,  so  that 
when  the  affairs  of  state  pressed  too  heavily  he 
might  find  recreation  in  his  favorite  sport. 

The  pursuit  of  waterfowl  is  so  often  mentioned 
by  writers  on  falconry  that  this  form  of  hawking 
must  have  afforded  the  greatest  amusement  of 
any. 

A  picture  in  Strutt's  **  Book  of  Sports,"  copied 
from  a  Saxon  manuscript  written  near  the  end  of 


the  ninth  century,  represents  a  Saxon  nobleman 
and  his  falconer  with  their  hawks.  They  are  by 
the  river  waiting  for  the  quarry. 

Two  other  pictures  were  found  in  a  manuscript 
written  in* the  early  part  of  the  fourteenth  cent- 
ury. We  see  a  party  of  men  and  women  hawking 
by  the  waterside.  The  falconer  is  frightening  the 
fowl  (and  perhaps  the  reader  also),  to  make  them 
rise.  The  hawk  is  in  the  act  of  seizing  upon  one 
of  them. 

Poets,  painters  and  sculptors — ^how  irresistibly 
this  quaint  old  sport  appeals  to  their  love  of  the 
picturesque  I  Which  <rf  our  great  poets  has  not 
preserved  in  verse  some  eld  legend  of  falconry  ? 
Lowell  has  likened  truth  to  a  falcon,  ready  to  de- 
scend npon  ''fraud  «nd  wrong  and  baseness." 
Both  Tennyson  and  Tjongfellow  have  told  the 
story  of  Ckmut  Federigo  and  his  beautiful  falcon. 
Hawking  was  very  popular  in  Shakespeare's  time, 
and  all  through  his  plays  are  frequent  allusions 
to  it.  Sometimes  it  was  called  **  birding  "  instead 
of  hawking.  One  of  Shakespeare's  characters  is 
made  to  say :  '^  We'll  go  a-birding  together ;  I 
have  a  fine  hawk  for  the  bush." 

In  practicing  falconry  man  only  took  advan- 
tage of  an  instinct  of  the  hawk  when  he  trained 
it  to  hnnt  for  him.  To-day,  in  its  natural  con- 
dition, the  hawk  is  as  keen,  intelligent  a  hunter 
as  ever.  Quite  recently  an  engine  driver  on  a 
Scotch  railway  noticed  some  merlins  flying  close 
to  the  train,  partly  concealed  by  the  smoke  from 
the  engine.  As  the  train  thundered  along  many 
frightened  little  birds  flew  upward,  only  to  be 
pounced  upon  and  eaten  by  the  merlins. 

It  is  not  probable  that  falconry  as  a  sport  will 
ever  be  revived,  yet  a  new  field  of  usefulness  is 
opening  to  these  strong,  swift  and  fearless  birds. 
It  i9  reported  that  the  Russian  Government  has 
decided  to  use  falcons  in  place  of  carrier  pigeons, 
and  if  this  is  done  other  European  armies  will 
follow  Russia's  example.  In  experimenting  with 
falcons  it  was  found  that  they  could  carry  docu- 
ments weighing  over  four  pounds  without  imped- 
ing their  fiight  or  losing  speed. 
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— th,  1894. 


To  TBE  Editor  :  Just  as  we  were  in  conjunction  with 
Mars,  that  ruddy  planet  being  well  down  in  the  sonthem 
sky,  I  became,  by  a  proeeaa  known  only  to  my  Mahatma 
and  myself — with  which  I  certainly  ahall  not  acquaint  yon 
at  the  current  prices  for  occult  literature — the  owner  of  a 
letter,  addressed  by  a  ioeoant  of  Mars  to  his  younger 
brother,  liying  on  the  other  side  of  the  Gulf  of  Indrafal, 


which  is  on  the  southeast  limb  of  the  planet,  midway  be- 
tween the  South  Pole  and  the  Equator.  I  send  it  to  you 
free  of  duty  including  the  signature,  at  the  risk  of  involy- 
ing  the  writer  in  a  tariff  discussion  with  Major  McKinlej 
or  Professor  Benjamin  Harrison.        Gbaxpion  BisssLii. 

Beloved  Brother  :    My  solar  indicator  has 
supplied  me  with  much  interesting  if  not  spe- 
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oially  yalnable  information  from  our  neighboring 
planet  in  the  direction  of  the  san.  This  planet, 
knoirn  to  us  by  the  name  of  Yulta,  but  called  bj 
its  own  inhabitants  *^  The  Earth,"  as  if  there  was 
no  other  earth  except  their  own  agglomeration  of 
matter,  can  be  studied  by  us  with  larger  results 
than  any  other  member  of  our  system  ;  and  it  is 
not  our  fault  if  the  results  are  not  flattering  to 
the  denizens  of  that  sphere* 

The  improvements  in  our  electro-biological  in- 
struments made  since  our  sun  left  the  constel* 
lation  nercules  and  took  up  his  present  quarters 
in  Ophiuchus  give  us  a  powerful  grasp  upon  the 
manners  and  customs  of  the  Yultaue  races,  which 
it  is  safe  to  state  they  do  not  in  the  least  degree 
share.  Indeed,  the  ignorance  of  these  poor  creat- 
ures of  yesterday,  whose  genesis  only  dates  back 
one  hundred  thousand  orbital  revolutions  of  their 
planet,  while  ours  originated  over  eighteen  mill- 
ions of  our  longer  revolutions  ago,  is  truly  pitia- 
ble. At  the  time  I  write  Vnlta  is  between  us  and 
the  sun.  Yulta  k  a  mass  of  matter  only  visible  in 
the  ^celestial  spaces  to  observers  who  are  in  a 
position  to  see  the  sun's  rays  reflected  from  iti 
surface.  Now,  while  Yulta  is  directly  between  ns 
aud  the  sun,  it  should  be  jtlain  to  the  dulleat 
comprehension  that  while  the  Ynltanes  get  an 
excellent  view  of  us  we  cannot  see  Yulta  at  all. 
With  a  good  electro-biological  indioatar  an  expert 
observer  can  both  sensate  and  hear  whatever  goes 
on  in  Yulta  in  localities  with  which  his  battery  is 
in  direct  connection ;  and  I  have  been  infinitely 
amused  at  the  vagaries  of  certain  Yultanes  who 
profess  to  be  instructors  in  scientific  topics,  and 
who  call  upon  their  friends  and  neighbors  to 
open  up  communication  with  us  by  means  of 
geometrical  figures  which  when  drawn  would  be 
wholly  invisible  to  us.  Can  they  not  see  that 
the  very  cause  that  makes  us  brilliant  to  them 
makes  them  obscure  to  us  ?  But  perhaps  we 
should  excuse  such  folly  in  these  newly  created 
Yultanes  as  we  can  excuse  folly  in  children  and 
unreason  in  idiots. 

After  a  few  millions  of  orbital  revolutions  it  is 
to  be  hoped  thatYultanes  will  have  learned  some- 
thing, and  it  will  then  be  worth  our  while  to  ex- 
ciiauge  intercourse  with  them.  At  present  the 
mlvantage  is  all  on  our  side,  and  it  amounts  to 
very  little  at  the  best.  What  good  does  it  do  a 
philosopher  to  talk  with  a  baby  ?  Even  when 
the  baby  grows  to  be  a  youth  and  is  at  school, 
even  at  a  higher  grade  of  school,  an  educational 
association  with  him  is  of  doubtful  benefit  to  the 
grown-up  sage.  Schoolmasters  are  usually  men 
of  minor  minds  and  low  average  of  thought.  It 
will  be  a  long  time  before  we  can  learn  anything 
from  the  Yultanes.     They  can  only  amuse  us. 


Yulta,  alleged  by  its  inhabitants  to  be  '^The 
Earth,"  is  indeed  in  a  pitiable  state  of  newness. 
It  would  appear  that  the  primeval  «chaos  has 
hardly  fully  disappeared.  It  is  almost  entirely 
flooded  with  a  water  of  great  saltness,  unfit  for 
use  in  any  direction — too  weak  for  brine,  too  salt 
to  drink — so  that  its  habitable  surfaces  are  most 
restricted.  These  in  their  turn  are  greatly  en- 
croached upon  by  loffy  and  jagged  mountains 
and  extensive  reaches  of  barren  sand,  the  latter 
evidently  beds  of  dried-up  seas.  As  if  these  nat- 
ural disadvantages  were  not  enough,  the  Yultanes 
have  divided  themselves  into  a  great  number  of 
what  they  call  nationalities,  the  chief  occupation 
of  which  consists  in  fighting  each  other,  aud  in 
preventing  themselves  uid  their  own  fellow  citi- 
zens from  enjoying  tiie  fruits  of  the  labor  of 
other  nationalities  by  a  curious  and  elementary 
scheme  of  taxation  styled  a  tariff.  It  is  alleged 
that  this  taxation  enriches  the  people  who  pay  it. 
Thns,  if  it  were  possible  for  us  to  project  a  few 
hundred  tons  of  some  one  of  our  delicious  fruits 
npoA  Vnlta,  the  Yultanes  of  that  district  upon 
which  the  fruits  might  fall  would  not  be  permit- 
ted to  4MNUKi4ne  them  unless  they  first  paid  a  pen- 
altj^  aft  tax;,  on  them  to  a  portion  of  their  popula- 
tion called  a  government.  This  is  declared  to  be 
one  way  of  making  them  rich. 

If  JOB  do  not  understand  how  a  race  of  beings 
arrive  at  such  conclusions  you  must  remember 
how  infantile  this  race  is,  how  limited  are,  and 
have  been,  its  opportunities  for  learning,  and  how 
luMB^red  it  is  as  to  means  of  locomotion.  The 
people  on  Yolta  have  not  yet  been  able  to  devise 
anystethod  of  locomotion  that  carries  them  over 
mora  than  one  of  our  redoes,  sixty  of  their  so- 
esfiidd  miles,  in  one-twenty-fourth  part  of  a  diur- 
nal revolution  of  their  planet.  This,  with  the 
aid  of  machines  and  long  lines  of  parallel  steel 
bars  laid  on  the  surface  of  the  ground,  by  wliich 
a  journey  is  restricted  to  a  certain  route.  Now, 
you  and  I  are  able  to  walk  off  at  any  time  and  get 
over  twelve  radoes  between  sunrise  and  sunset ; 
and  by  using  any  one  of  a  dozen  rival  machines 
propelled  by  simple  engines  under  our  own  con- 
trol we  can  fiy  completely  round  our  planet  dur- 
ing the  time  it  occupies  in  one  revolution  on  its 
axis.  The  great  difficulty  with  Yultanes'  existence 
and  locomotion  is  the  enormous  pressure  exerted 
upon  the  unfortunate  inhabitants  of  the  sphere 
in  the  direction  of  its  centre.  The  poor  creatures 
are  kept  small  in  size,  and  are  so  pulled  toward 
the  centre,  that  he  is  a  vigorous  Yultane  who  can 
jump  his  own  length  on  a  level  surface.  What  a 
contrast  to  our  happy  lot !  We  are  so  lightly  held 
down  to  our  planet  that  not  only  do  we  grow  to 
twice  the  size  of  the  Yultanes,  but  we  can  project 
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oar  bodies  \uin  space  with  one-fonrth  the  exer- 
tion demanded  from  Uiem.  My  electro-biological 
indicator  ^ivee  me  otlier  detiiils  toacluiig  tlieso 
poor  littlo  creatures.  Tbey  Imve  in  several  of 
their  nationnlities  what  they  call  parties,  the  ob- 
ject of  these  parties  being  to  elect  rulers  who  ex- 
tract the  Biibstance  of  the  common  people,  being 
careful  to  leave  them  just  enough  to  lire  on  and 
no  more.  The  idea  that  all  the  inhabitants  of  n 
planet  shonld  dwell  together  like  one  family, 
having  a  commniiity  of  interests  and  no  rulers  at 
all,  does  not  seem  to  have  occurred  to  them. 
Then   for   their  currency   they   depend   upon 


One  very  pecnliar  feature  of  the  Vnltanes  is 
their  practice  of  naming  the  planets  after  a  lot  of 
mythical  characters  whom  their  ancestors  used  to 
worship,  after  they  had  invented  them,  such  as 
Mercury,  Venns,  Jupiter,  etc.  They  call  otir 
planet  "  Mai-s,"  and  JIars  they  say  was  the  god 
of  war.  Our  system  of  nomenclatnre — Planet 
No.  1,  Ko.  2,  etc. — is  far  better.  It  may  be  a 
trifle  monotonous  when  we  get  among  the  aster- 
oids, but  not  as  perplexing  as  the  lot  of  the  Vnl- 
tanes; they  have  completely  exhausted  their  ro- 
cabnlary  among  the  asteroids,  and  have  given  np 
finding  any  more. 
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A    SIMILARITY    OP    TASTES. 
DueheM  (thotntng  famtlf  pietura)—"  That  nrrimB  shows  osk  op  thk  xoft 

ANCESrnilS   INUULOIHO    tN   IIIS   FAVOIIITE   PA8TIMB   or  HAWKIMG." 

Mr.  Tkovuu  Trotter—"  Ah  !    that's  vkkt  tNTERBHTino,  as  I  bklietb  that 
r  fartial  to  the  bahb  puRflrrr." 


metals,  which  each  nationality  stamps,  anil  which 
»ie  continnally  being  melted  and  restampcd  to 
suit  the  wliiins  of  the  various  rulers.  How  ab- 
surd and  wasteful  I  How  much  better  is  our  sys- 
tem, by  which  every  person  above  n  certain  ago  is 
permitted  by  the  consent  of  all  others  to  issue  a 
fixed  amount  of  paper  currency  payable  in  his  or 
her  services!  Wlien  this  lias  been  entirely  emit- 
ted, if  none  retnrns  for  redemption  it  is  taken  to 
menu  that  our  planet  has  no  use  for  him  or  her, 
and  he  or  she  is  quietly  removed  by  a  committee. 


On  the  whole,  my  dear  brother,  wo  ought  to  be 
very  well  eatisfted  tiiat  we  live  on  our  own  smooth, 
snug  planet,  and  not  on  rough,  cliaotic,  ignorant 
ViilU,  which,  among  otlier  peculiarities,  half  the 
time  bakes  with  fierce  heat,  and  tho  other  half 
shivers  with  intolerable  cold.  Perhaps  a  few  hun- 
dred million  orbital  revolutions  hence  it  may  be 
worth  while  for  some  of  our  descendants  to  visit 
Vidta;  but  at  present  let  us  consider  it  wiser  tt 
remain  as  wo  are.  Your  brotiier, 

MOUO    MOUAUDI. 


C   ADVANCES    A   BTEF 


ir  aHRlNKINQ  WOMAN." 


LKX  TALIONIS. 


It  IB  tlio  Benson  at  St.  Petersburg,  and  ilnm- 
mnds  of  fiiir  women  iiiid  bruve  men  tlirong  tlic 
city;  but  ninong  itl]  tlic  bi-niitiea  vlio  uio  tlio 
fiisliion  there  tbis  winter  none  li.is  »  lighter 
iiG.-irt  or  n  more  funliless  form  thiiit  KurtoIkH,  the 
dnugbter  of  Ufisil  Putiovski,  oiio  of  tlie  liciiest 
biinkei-g  in  tbo  guycst  of  guy  citpitnls. 

Tiie  great  event  of  the  bcusou,  n  ball  given  at 

tiie  liinise  of  Princess  P ,  is  just  over,  and  ilio 

gtiostj  liavo  nil  departed,  leikving  two  wotnun 
standing  alone  beiieittli  tlio  brilliant  glaro  of  a 
chandelier  in  the  bullioom.  They  aro  the  Prin- 
cess P nnd  Kai'tolkn  Petrovski,  and  from  tlio 

ToLIlXVin.,No.  a-15. 


excitement  of  their  manner  it  is  evident  that 
something  more  serions  than  the  frivolities  of  a 
b:i11  is  occupying  tlieir  attention. 

Kai'tolka  speaks. 

'■It  ij  not  a.  question  of  whether  he  will  do  it 
or  not,"  she  says,  iniperionely.  "  Ho  mnst  do  it  I 
Nn  iiiitn  yet  bos  ever  disobeyed  me." 

'i'lie  princess  takes  a  step  forward,  and  lays  a 
hand  blazing  with  rnhies  npon  the  arm  of  hor 
uom|>anion. 

"Kartolka,"  she  wliisiiers,  "do  you  realize 
what  you  will  be  doing  P  Risking  the  lite  of  one 
muQ  on   the  chance  of  saving  another.     It  is  a 
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dangerous  mission,  and  what  Lave  3'0ii  to  o£Fer  ia 
return  if  lie  fnltills  year  bidding?  Men  do  not 
cast,  away  their  lives  in  the  heyday  of  health  and 
j»roe»periiy  except  for  glory — or  love." 

'•  Love  !''  cries  Kartolka,  angrily.  "  Who  wonld 
suppose  I  should  give  my  heart  in  exchange  for 
such  a  service  ?  I  shall  show  him  my  favor,  but 
us  to  love — ])nh  !"  She  walks  im^iatiently  up  and 
down,  the  long  train  of  her  crimson  satin  dress 
winding  in  sinuous  folds  behind  h^r,  like  the  mo- 
tions of  some  gorgeons  reptile.  *'It  is  not  so 
'  much  to  ask  of  him  V*  Bhe  exclaims.  ''And  as  to 
danger — what  is  danger  to  a  man  ?  All  that  he 
has  to  do  is  to  call  on  tlie  chief  of  police,  declare 
that  on  him  alone  rests  the  crime  for  which  Paul 
has  been  arrested,  and  for  which  he  has  been  im- 
prisoned.    They  wiU  tli«u  liberate  Paul." 

"And  cast  Ivan  into  the  darkness  of  one  of 
our  country's  vilest  prisons*  there  to  lie  until  our 
most  gracious  Cz.ir  sends  him  to  Siberia  !"  inter- 
rupts Marie,  excitedly. 

"You  jump  too  quickly  at  conclusions  !"  cries 
Kartolka.  "Why  talk  of  Siberia?  He  simply 
becomes  a  prisoner  for  a  short  time.  The  Fortress 
o:  Petropivulovski  is  not  a  pleasant  hotel,  I  con- 
feis  it,  but  his  sojourn  there  is  simply  an  incident 
— a  temporary  inconvenience.  Paul's  idiosyn- 
crasies in  regard  to  politics  have  lately  caused  the 
eye  of  suspicion  to  rest  upon  him,  but  there  is  uo 
proof  that  he  wrote  the  letter  which  caused  his 
arrest.  I  have  been  told  by  men  who  are  in  high 
favor  in  official  circles  that  it  would  take  but  a 
breath — piff  !  just  like  that — to  reinstate  him  in 
favor." 

"You  play  with  men's  lives  as  with  a  game  of 
cards!"  cries  Marie,  but  pauses,  for  at  the  door, 
parting  the  heavy  blue  velvet  curtains  with  both 
hands,  stands  one  of  the  men  of  whom  they  have 
been  speaking. 

Ivan  Komanoff  is  not  a  handsome  man,  but 
tally  well  made,  and  bearing  about  him  that  in- 
describable air  of  high  breeding  which  is  inborn. 
A  true  heart,  a  pure  life,  a  gentle  spirit,  a  lion's 
courage — that  is  how  women  speak  of  him,  and 
mauv  would  fain  have  won  his  love.  But  he  cares 
for  only  one — Kartolka.  And  she  ?  Oh,  well,  he  is 
to  her  a  game  of  chance,  a  refuge  from  ennuiy  a 
resource.  Siie  loves  his  cousin,  Paul  Komanoff, 
and  was  to  have  been  married  to  him  next 
month  ;  but  a  strange  thing  has  happened — Paul 
has  disappeared. 

One  night   he   dined    at   the   table   of   Count 

8 ,  and  at  midnight  left  the  house  with    a 

party  of  friends.  They  parted  with  laugliter  and 
merry  jests,  liomanoil  going  straight  on,  alone, 
to  his  apartments,  which,  however,  he  never 
reached,  nor  was  he  seen  again  by  his  friends. 


Investigation  was,  of  course,  made,  and  through 
official  influence  and  the  use  of  rubles  it  had  been 
ascertained  that  a  letter,  bearing  about  it  a  breath 
of  anarchy,  had  been  dropped  by  him  at  the  din- 
ner tiMe  of  his  friend.  Picked  up,  and  used  as 
a  tool  of  revenge  by  a  political  rival,  it  had  ended 
in  his  imprisonment. 

As  Ivan  enters  the  room  he  sees  only  Kartolka. 
He  never  sees  any  other  woman  when  she  is  pres- 
ent ;  and  neither  he  nor  she  notices  the  delicate 
bloom  which,  like  the  soft  tints  of  a  blush  rose, 
overspreads  the  pallor  of  Marie?s  face. 

Kartolka  is  mistress  of  lier  art ;  do  her  that 
justice — she  is  uo  bungler.         \ 

Dropping  all  her  hauteur  of  manner,  she 
smiles,  and  Ivan,  in  the  light  of  that  smile,  draws 
near  the  whirlpool,  nor  lieeds  the  danger,  if  only 
she  beckons. 

"  Uow  fortQnate  I"  she  exclaims,  caressingly. 
"  We  were  jnst  talkirag  of  you/'  (His  face  flushes 
with  pleasnre.)  "  I  have  a  mission  of  importance 
for  3'ou  to  perform.  You  know  that  I  am  anxious 
about  Paul.     It   h&s  been  discovered  by  Count 

S that  Ite  is  imprisoned  for  having  about  him 

a  letter  which,  while  not  in  his  handwriting,  lays 
him  under  the  ban  of  suspicion.  The  chirog- 
raphy  is  disguised,  and  so  cleverly  that  no  one 
has  vet  been  seized  on  as  its  author.  Of  course, 
InTesiigation  has  been  very  difficult,  but  I  am 
assured  th&t,  owing  to  the  favor  in  which  his 
father  was  always  held  at  court,  and  the  position 
which  he  personally  took  in  the  Olavski  matter,  a 
xnere  trifle  would  be  necessary  to  open  the  doors 
of  Petropaulovski  and  liberate  him.  It  has  oc- 
curred to  me"— she  pauses  and  floods  him  with 
the  glory  of  her  sweetest  smile — 'Hhat  you  might 
do  this  for  mv  sake." 

"  I  ?"  stammers  Ivan.     ''Explain  yourself." 

''If  some  one  should  confess  that  the  implicat- 
ing letter  was  written  by  him," she  says,  speaking 
si  owl  v. 

Ilonianoff  has  become  very  pale,  and  the  pallor 
of  his  face  contrasts  strangely  with  the  now  crim- 
son cheeks  of   Princess  P ,   who,   unnoticed, 

reclines  on  a  divan  within  hearing,  the  skirts  of 
her  yellow  velvet  gown  falling  like  showers  of 
gold  upon  the  waxed  floor. 

"I  understand  you,  I  think,"  he  says,  between 
his  closed  teeth.  "  I  am  to  confess  an  act  of 
which  I  am  not  guilty,  that  the  doors  of  his 
prison  may  be  opened.  Has  it  occurred  to  you 
that  they  will  probably  close  on  me  ?" 

His  dark  eyes  are  Gxed  piercingly  upon  her, 
and  you  can  almost  hear  the  beating  of  theii:  two 
hearts  in  the  oppressive  silence  which  has  not  yet 
been  broken  by  her  answer. 

But  she  recovers  quickly. 
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*' Alf/'  she  criee^  "that  may  be  possible  !  Bat 
you  liave  a  subtle  hold  npon  the  Czar^g  favor^ 
which  even  Paul  lacks.  There  is  not  one  chauce 
out  of  a  thousand  that  you  will  be  held  there.*' 
She  bends  forward  and  whispers  something  in  his 
ear.  "  Do  you  think  she  will  allow  you  to  come 
to  harm  'f* 

Ivan  turns  away,  and  with  his  hands  tightly 
clasped  behind  him  walks  the  length  of  the  ball- 
room. Then  he  returns,  and  standing  where  the 
light  fulls  full  upon  his  face,  pauses  before  Kar- 
tolka. 

"And  suppose,'' he  says,  without  emotion,"  that 
I  succeed  ;  that,  having  won  for  Paul  the  liberty 
you  covet,  I  can  still  command  the  second  open- 
ing of  prison  doors^  and  return  myself — what 
then  r 

"We  shall  see,"  she  says,  lightly,  thongh  her 
hand  trembles  slightly  as  she  extends  it  to  him. 
**I  think  I  can  reward  you.  Anyhow,  fulfill  my 
request.  Women's  hearts  are  changeable.  I  can- 
not promise.  Surely  yon  cannot  forget  that  it  is 
I  who  ask  the  favor  ?" 

Romanoff  smiles  bitterly. 

"  You  are  right,"  he  says.  "  I  shall  never  for- 
get that.  You  are  the  only  woman  in  Kussia  who 
would  dare  to  ask  it.  I  will  undertake  the  mis- 
sion, and  if — such  a  thing  is  possible— our  plans 
should  miscarry  and  I  do  not  return — "  He  leans 
forward  and  whispers  one  word,  which  issues 
from  his  lips  like  the  hissing  of  a  serpent — 
"Exile!" 

She  hears  it  and  smiles ;  but  Princess  Marie, 
with  a  heartbreaking  sob,  rises  from  the  divan, 
only  to  fall  in  all*  the  splendor  of  her  golden 
drapery  at  their  feet. 

Romanoff  bends  over  her,  and  gently  placing 
her  on  the  lounge  again,  chafes  her  bands  until 
her  eyes  open,  and  a  little  pink  flush,  like  the 
heart  of  a  seashell,  overspreads  her  cheeks. 

"Marie,"  ho  whispers,  **will  you  pray  for 
me?" 

It  is  all  the  consolation  he  can  offer  her,  but 
she  takes  it,  and  the  crimson-garbed  Kartolka, 
standing  impatiently  beside  them,  has  a  nature 
too  soulless  and  coarse  to  comprehend  the  delicate 
meaning  conveyed. 

"Go  !"  she  cries,  with  the  gesture  of  an  em- 
press. 

And  he  goes. 

4c  «  *       .       «  *  * 

It  is  night,  but  in  the  cell  where  lies  the  once 

proud  Ivan  Romanoff  darkness  reigns  eternally. 

He  has  been  there  a  month,  and  hope  (born  of 

the   knowledge  that  official   influence   can    turn 

^Mr heels  within  wheels)  is  deserting  his  breast. 

Even  the  buzzing  of  a  fty  has  been  an  event  to 


him  during  the  past  four  weeks ;  and  once,  three 
days  ago,  when  an  inmate  was  moved  into  the 
cell  adjoining  his,  excitement  had  caased  his 
heart  to  beat  so  violently  that  he  found  himself 
unable  to  esit. 

But  now,  alas !  he  begins  to  see  that  none  of 
these  things  mean  anything  for  him,  and  to-night 
as  he  lies  on  the  floor  of  his  cell,  thinking  of 
Kartolka,  his  thoughts  are  not  tender  ones. 

"  She  is  dancing,  I  know  it,"  he  mutters.  "  She 
would  dance  over  my  grave.  I  was  a  fool  to  let 
her  deceive  me  !  How  small  her  hands  are,  and 
how  white !  I  could  not  tell  whether  the  dia- 
monds which  sparkled  upon  them  were  as  bright 
as  her  eyes.  Ah  !  she  loves  diamonds,  and  power, 
and  I  had  power;  but  now —  Ha !  what  was  that  ?" 

Romanoff  has  sprung  erect,  and  shaking  off 
the  lethargy  of  despair,  strains  every  sense  to 
catch  a  repetition  of  the  faint  but  nnmiatakable 
tap  upon  the  wall  which  had  aroused  him. 

Stealthily,  as  a  panther  creeps,  he  feels  his  way 
to  the  spot,  and  applying  his  ear  to  the  atone, 
listens. 

Out  in  the  hall  paces  the  gendarme ;  any  mo- 
ment he  may  open  the  door,  and,  throwing  the 
light  from  his  lantern,  penetrate  with  its  search- 
ing rays  the  furthest  comer  of  the  cell. 

But  he  will  risk  that. 

Taking  off  his  shoe,  he  knocks  gently  with  it 
in  return,  for  his  hands  are  tender,  and  the  rough 
stones  scratch  them. 

Then  a  great  disappointment  comes  to  him,  for 
the  tapping  ceases,  and  in  spite  of  his  frantic  ef- 
forts to  renew  communication  with  his  fellow 
prisoner  he  hears  nothing  more  all  day. 

But  next  morning,  while  eating  the  black  bread 
which  oonatitutes  his  breakfast,  it  comes  again. 
Breathless  and  excited,  he  again  responds,  and  this 
time  receives  a  decided  answer.  It  is  a  long  time 
before  he  can  understand  the  message  conveyed  ; 
but  his  brain  is  active,  his  senses  are  acute,  and 
he  discovers  that  the  taps  are  simply  a  changing 
of  the  alphabet  into  figures. 

Little  by  little  he  spells  out  the  question  : 

"Who  are  you,  fellow  prisoner  ?" 

Then  the  guard's  hand  on  the  key  alarms  him, 
and  he  crawls  away  a  few  paces  and  lies  down, 
feigning  sleep. 

All  that  day  and  the  ensuing  night  there  is  a 
tireless  succession  of  taps,  only  interrupted  by 
the  sound  of  that  constantly  returning  footfall  in 
the  hall. 

The  news  which  is  conveyed  to  him  is  not  en- 
couraging, and  when  the  morning  of  the  third  day 
breaks,  and  a  thin  streak  of  sunlight  penetrates 
Romanoff's  cell,  it  finds  him  standing  with  folded 
arms  and  the  shadow  of  despair  upon  his  face. 
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"  To  be  married  !"  be  mntters,  and  with  a  groan 
his  head  sinks  low  upon  bis  breast.  ''To  be  mar- 
ried to-morrow,  the  man  for  whom  I  have  given 
up  life,  hope,  youth,  fame,  everything,  and  the 
woman  who,  by  her  veiled  promises,  lured  me  to 
make  the  sacrifice  !    Fool  that  I  was  \" 

The  opening  of  the  cell  door  startles  him  again. 
He  turns,  and  sees  several  men  in  uniform  enter 
his  room.  Then,  with  a  smile  which  betrays  noth- 
ing but  tlie  proud  spirit  of  a  man  who  scorns  to 
show  his  sneering,  ho  speaks. 

*'  I  understand,"  ho  says  ;  "  my  fate  is  sealed — 

Siberia  I'* 

*  >it  «  It  It  >it 

It  is  eight  o'clock  on  the  following  evening,  and 
Kartolka,  dressed  in  green  velvet  and  sables, 
stands  by  the  window,  impatiently  waiting  for  a 

sleigh  which  is  to  convey  her  to  S ,  at  which 

place  she  expects  to  find  Paul ;  for  they  have  de- 
cided that  it  is  safer  for  them  to  fly  beyond  the 
danger  line,  and  to-night,  after  a  Inisty  bridal, 
they  are  to  leave  the  country  together. 

There  is  a  light  step  on  the  velvet  carpet,  and 
Princess  P ,  clad  in  a  long  black  cloak,  enters. 

*'  Kartolka  \"  she  says,  breathing  heavily  but 
restraining  herself,  though  a  peculiar  glow  in  her 
eyes  and  the  quick  throbbing  of  her  bosom  under 
the  black  cloak  bespeak,  more  eloquently  than 
words,  her  emotion. 

Kartolka  turns  impatiently. 

*'The  sleigh!"  she  cries,  "the  sleigh!  Why 
does  Johann  delay  so  long  ?  I  would  not  have 
taken  him — he  is  so  old  and  so  slow — but  that  I 
know  ho  could  be  trusted." 

Suddenly  she  perceives  the  expression^ of  Marie's 
face,  and  her  hands,  ever  restless  and  active, 
undo  with  a  nervous  gesture  a  fur  boa  which  in- 
ci roles  her  throat  and  appears  to  choke  her. 

The  two  women  stand  there  face  to  face,  and 
neither  speaks ;  but  perhaps  two  characters  were 
never  more  fully  reversed. 

Kartolka,  intrepid,  daring,  shrinks  before  the 
accusing  eyes  of  the  fragile  and  timid  Princess 

P ,  who,  like  a  young  sapling,  sways  to  and 

fro  with  the  storm  of  anger  and  indignation 
which  she  can  hardly  restrain. 

*'Ivan  !"she  cries,  harshly,  all  the  music  gone 
out  of  her  young  voice,  "your  toy,  your  play- 
thing— what  of  him  ?" 

Through  the  cold,  clear  air  comes  the  merry 
tinkle  of  sleigh  bells  and  the  sound  of  horses' 
feet.  Kartolka  refastens  her  boa  and  runs  fleetly 
to  the  door. 

"  Adieu  !"  she  cries,  still  smiling.  "  I  shall  go 
with  Paul  as  far  as  France,  if  all  goes  well.  Don't 
be  a  fool,  Marie.  I  would  not  go  into  hysterics 
over  any  man.     Ivan  will  escane.     He  is  smart 


enough  for  that.  Here  !  give  him  this  ring  and 
my  thanks  when  you  see  him  !"  And  she  throws 
on  the  table  a  magnificent  emerald  ring  of  great 
value. 

The  door  closes.  Once  more  the  frosty  air  is 
merry  with  the  tinkle  of  sleigh  bells,  reverberat- 
ing again  and  again  through  the  starlit  night, 
and  finally  dying  away  in  the  distance. 

Marie  picks  up  the  ring  and  puts  it  on  her 
finger. 

"  Oh,  my  love  !  my  darling  !"  she  cries,  while 

great  tears  chnse  one  another  down  her  cheeks. 

"And  this  is  the  value  she  sets  upon  your  life  and 

freedom,  while  I  would  count  no  sacrifice  too  great 

for  your  dear  sake  !  And  yet — you  love  her  best !" 
>it  «  *  *  «  41 

They  have  forget-me-nots  in  Siberia.  The  snow 
is  not  there  always,  but  it  never  ceases  to  be  win- 
ter in  the  hearts  of  those  who  come  within  its 
gates. 

A  pale-faced  woman  is  plucking  a  handful  of 
the  blue  fiowers  and  bedewing  them  with  tears, 
which  she  quickly  dries,  for  in  the  distance  come 
a  number  of  men,  and  one  among  them  must  not 
see  her  weeping  or  the  light  and  life  of  his  heart 
will  fail  utterly  —  she  must  bo  his  sun;  and  a 
smile  irradiates  her  face  as  he  approaches.  Can 
you  recognize  them  ? 

Nay,  I  wonder  not  that  you  fail  to  see  any  re- 
semblance  in  that   middle-aged   woman    to   the 

once  fair  Princess  P ,  while  her  companion — 

ah  !  to  her  alone  will  ho  ever  be  Ivan  Romanoff 
any  more. 

Seven  long  years  has  he  been  in  Semipalaiinsk, 
and  seven  long  years  has  Marie  been  with  him. 
Wait.  I  know  what  you  would  ask  me:  "Is  she 
his  wife  ?" 

Yes,  she  has  been  allowed  to  hallow  the  sacri- 
fice. Following  him  through  inconceivable  hard- 
ships and  difficulties,  she  thanks  God  for  the 
privilege  to  share  his  sufferings.  Down  at  his 
feet  she  lays  her  social  caste,  her  fair  young 
beauty,  her  life,  and  Ivan,  awakening  to  the 
value  of  the  jewel,  wears  it  in  his  bosom. 

Day  after  day  comes  and  finds  no  change  in  the 

dreary   monotony   of    their    lives.     Nay,    I   was 

wrong  ;  a  change  is  coming,  but  so  gradual,  so 

subtle  is  its  approach  that  even  Marie  sees  not 

the  hovering  wings  of  the  augel,  nor  knows  that 

Ivan  is  dying. 

*  «  *  *  *  « 

It  is  again  midnight,  and  once  more  a  ball  is 
making  gay  the  residence  of  a  leader  of  fashion  ; 
but  this  time  it  is  in  Paris. 

The  snow  falls  heavily,  but  the  guests  are  not 
inconvenienced,  for  they  come  in  warm  carriages 
and  walk  up  the  carpeted  stairs  under  canopies 
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timt  eliietd  them  from  tlie  wind  and  sloet.  AVitli- 
ill  tlio  house  it  is  summer;  roses  bloom  every- 
where, and  rare  orchids  and  tropical  plants  are 
nsed  in  rich  profiiatoii. 

One  gneat  thoie  is  who  arrives  late  and  is  ap- 
parently unknown,  for  few  glunce  toward  lier  and 
no  one  speaks  to  lier.  Her  face  is  pale,  and  lier 
snow-white  hair  gives  her  tlio  appearance  of  n 
woman  of  sixty. 

Quiet  and  nnaBsnming,  in  a  dress  of  dcad-whito 
satin,  she  moves  listlessly  among  the  daricere,  ap- 
parently wishing  to  Avoid  observation. 

The  ball  is  at  its  height.  The  hostess,  the 
beantiful  and  rich  Kartolka  RomanofT,  radiant  in 
crimson  velvet  and  diamonds,  looks  not  much 
older  than  she  did  eight  years  before,  when  she 
sent  Ivan  Rom.inoff  to  St,  Peter's  Prison. 

Passing  a  large  mirror,  on  the  arm  of  a  gentle- 
man, she  sees  reflected  in  its  face  the  Ggure  of 
the  nnknown  liidy. 

"Who  is  that  ?"  cries  she,  pausing  to  look  over 
her  shoulder  at  the  uninvited  guest. 

The  white  woman  moves  slowly  toward  her,  so 
slowly  and  so  mechanically  that  one  would  think 
she  was  in  a  trance. 

Face  to  face  they  stand  there,  the  gay  leader  of 
fashion  in  her  crimson  velvet  and  diamonds,  the 
stranger  with  nothing  suggestive  of  life  or  hope 
about  her.     Face  to  face. 

Not  a  glimmer  of  recognition  lights  up  Kar- 
tolka's  eyes  as  above  the  joyons  notes  of  the  band 
rises  the  sound  of  the  white  woman's  voice. 

"  Is  your  husband  here  ?" 

Kartolka  bends  her  head.  Something  about 
the  guest  tells  of  such  unmistakable  high  breed- 
ing that  the  question  "  Who  are  yon  ?"  dies  upon 
her  lips. 

"  Can  I  speak  to  jon  both  for  a  moment, 
ftioiiu  ?■■' 

The  hostess  raises  her  eyebrows.  It  is  the  only 
symptom  of  surprise  she  allows  herself  to  show, 
and  beckoning  to  Paul,  she  smilingly  leads  the  way 
into  a  small  andionce  chamber  on  the  left  of  the 
ballroom. 


The  gay  revelry  goes  on,  and  the  sound  of 
merry  laughter  and  pattering  feet  peuetrates  the 
small  room,  but  no  sound  issniiig  from  it  reaches 
the  ears  of  the  dancers.  Ijet  us  listen  to  what  is 
being  said  there. 

The  white  lady  has  panted  directly  under  the 
glaro  of  a  large  chandelier, 

"Do  you  recognize  me?"  she  asks,  turning  to 
RomanolT  and  his  wife. 

They  are  silent.  Slowly  there  is  creeping  into 
the  man's  mind  a  recollection  of  the  voioe  uhich 
now  addresses  him,  but  Kartolka  remains  im- 
passive and  unmoved. 

"  I  ask  because  I  have  a  message  to  give  you," 
faj's  the  gnest,  speaking  slowly,  while  her  dark 
eyes  burn  like  coals  of  fire.  "The  friend  to 
whom  yon  sent  this  ring  retnrns  it ;"  and  she 
places  in  Kartolka'a  hand  a  gorgeous  emerald 
ring,  whose  green  eye  casts  banefnl  light  around 
it.  "  He  lias  no  further  use  for  it  where  he  now 
lies!  Audi" — here  she  advances  a  step  nearer 
to  the  now  shrinking  woman — "I  returned  all 
the  way  from  Siberia  to  thank  you  for  the  price 
you  paid  for  bis  life  and  my  youth  and  beauty. 
The  ring  is  from  Ivan,  but  this  is  from  me  1" 

And  quickly,  so  qnickly  that  Paul  cannot  stop 
her  avenging  baud,  she  springs  forward,  and  with 
the  Agility  of  a  panther  plunges  to  its  hilt  a  knife 
into  tiie  breast  of  Kartolka. 

"Do  not  trouble  yourself  to  punish  me," she 
says,  quietly,  allowing  Romanoff  unresistingly  to 
seize  her  hands,  while  hundreds  of  excited  men 
and  women  rush  in,  responsive  to  his  call. 
"  Nothing  CAii  pain  me  any  more  1"  And  smiling, 
her  head  falls  like  that  of  a  tired  child  upon  Ro- 
niauoS's  breast. 

"The  fiend!'  cries  a  man,  pushing  his  way 
through  the  crowd  and  shaking  bis  fist  furiously 
in  the  dead  face. 

But  a  woman,  u)K)n  whose  cheeks  tears  shino 
brighter  than  the  diamonds  on  her  bosom,  whis- 
pers, laying  a  hand  upon  his  arm  : 

"God  shall  judge.  I  think  He  has  forgiven 
her.     See  bow  she  smiles  1" 


^oKiX&^S 


from  the  miuiilAnd  at  the  river's  junction  with 
the  AUaiitic  hnd  been  heavily  fortified  nnder  the 
direction  of  General  Braxton  Bragg,  the  "Little 
more  grape,  Cnptain  Bragg  "  of  the  Mexican  Wnr, 
and  was  considered  tlie  one  remaining  impregna- 
ble rebel  fortress.  The  marshes  protRi;ted  it  on 
the  riverside,  while  heavy  cannon  guarded  the 
approach  by  sen.  In  addition  the  sloping  Band 
of  tho  beach  had  been  planted  thickly  with 
gronnd  torpedoes,  connected  by  wirea  with  bat- 
teries within  the  fort,  while  a  tangled  network  of 
wire  had  been  snarled  over  them  with  the  design 
of  hindering  an  attacking  party  until  they  could 
be  exploded.  Where  monnd  batteries  and  earth- 
works were  lacking  palisades  of  cypress  logs, 
many  of  them  two  feet  thick,  guarded  the  iocloe- 
are.  The  extent  of  the  work  was  astonishing, 
extending  nearly  a  mile  in  one  direction  and  half 
a  mile  in  another. 

Once  under  the  guns  of  this  barrier,  the  swift 
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but  frail  blockade  ninnors  were  safe.     Guided  by 

a  well- understood  code  of  eignals,  they  dropped 
across  from  Bermuda  and  Nassau  or  down  from 
distant  Halifax,  and  made  port  witii  case.  The 
blockading  fleet  had  to  keep  to  the  open  sea  and 
frequently  to  make  Port  Royal  in  nasty  weather; 
and,  wliile  many  ot  the  rnnners  were  canght, 
enongh  got  throngli  to  keep  tlie  Confederacy  in 
touch  with  the  rest  of  tho  world,  and  to  bring  in 
medicines,  ammunition,  guns  and  wares. 

The  fort  had  been  reconnoitred  often  enongh, 
the  importance  qf  taking  it  was  fully  understood  ; 
but  its  defensive  character  was  well  enough 
known  to  prevent  any  moderate  undertaking. 
When,  in  December,  1864,  General  B.  F.  Butler, 
in  co-operation  with  Admiral  Porter,  took  a  great 
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military  and  naval  expedition  against  tbe  fort  and 
failed,  with  victory  seemingly  in  Ins  grasp,  a  howl 
went  lip  from  the  North  that  precipitated  But- 
ler's removal  from  command,  and  incidentaHy 
started  an  unending  controversy — with  which, 
however,  I  have  nothing  to  do.  General  Grant's 
determination  to  send  a  second  expedition  under 
General  Alfred  H.  Terry  to  take  the  fort,  with 
the  assistance  of  Porter's  fleet,  was  reached  in 
secret,  and  was  well  at  sea  before  its  object  was 
known,  even  to  its  commander.  The  fall  of  tlie 
fort  on  January  15th,  two  weeks  after  the  Butler 
fiasco,  aroused  immediate  newspaper  interest,  and 
I  hurried  to  join  the  expedition  and  illustrate  the 
fort,  with  the  intent  of  following  up  the  other 
operations  which  were  a  necessary  sequence. 

My  general  pass  got  me  a  berth  on  tlie  Quaker 
City,  a  side-wheel  boat  that  had  done  duty  by 
turns  as  gunboat  and  transport,  and  a  few  hours' 
sailing  from  Norfolk  brought  us  to  the  fleet,  in 
the  mouth  of  the  Cape  Fear  River.  This  was  the 
greatest  aggregation  of  war  ships  assembled  dur- 
ing the  Beb^llion,  and  embraced  half  a  dozen 
monitors,  the  famous  New  Ironsides,  and,  to- 
gether with  such  ships  of  the  line  as  the  Minne- 
sota, now  the  apprentice  training  ship  in  New 


York  harbor,  the  Colorado,  Ticonderoga,  Wabash^ 
Stisquelianna,  Brooklyn  and  Powhatan,  long  since 
broken  up,  and  a  legion  of  lighter  vessels,  includ- 
ing some  converted  blockade  runners,  made  up  a 
fleet  that  could  throw  six  hundred  tons  of  metal 
at  a  broadside.  The  monitors — or  at  least  some 
of  them — are  rusting  away  in  the  James  River 
now  ;  but  of  all  the  famous  fleet,  the  brave  little 
Yantic  is  the  only  one  to-day  in  the  active  service 
of  the  navy. 

Fort  Fisher  had  been  built  to  resist  a  prodig- 
ious bombardment,  but  nothing  like  the  one  it 
was  subjected  to.  So  long  as  its  guns  were  serv- 
iceable the  fort  was  invincible  against  an  assault ; 
these  destroyed,  it  was  only  a  question  of  superior 
force.  The  fleet  smashed  the  guns  and  Terry's 
soldiers  did  the  rest,  but  not  until  the  Confeder- 
ate garrison  under  Colonel  William  Lamb  \m\A 
made  a  valiant  resistance. 

The  flag  of  the  whole  country  was  flying  over 
the  fort  when  the  Quaker  City  rounded  to.  I 
made  haste  to  put  off  with  an  accommodating 
boat's  crew.  My  general  pass  entitled  me  to  be 
treated  as  a  person  of  distinction.  It  had  even 
curtailed  the  lofty  impertinence  of  the  toy  officer 
who  snubbed   me  when  I  boarded   the  Quaker 
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Cittf.  nnd  it  whb  now  potent  in  getting  me  off.  Tar  liad  to  receive  the  prescribed  treatment 
Wo  landed  inglorioiisly,  tipping  over  in  the  for  resuseitating  ft  drowned  person  for  half  an 
iienvf  snrf,  and  were  in  snch  peril  that  one  Jack     hour  before  he  came  to.     The  flagship  Afalvem, 


A   KBW   EHGLAKD   FATIIKR   " 


a   TAKE   HIB  BOV    BACK   NORTH. 


FOtIT  FISBER  AND    WILMISaTOS. 


i-:.. 


r- 


^^ 


EFTXCTB  OF   TBE   BOMBAnDIlENT. — FAC-SIMILE   OF   OBIUINAL   SKETCH. 


884 


FOBT  FISHKR   AND    WILMINOTON. 


lying  in  tho  river,  reBpondefl  to  a  signal  and  sent  tactics,  attempted  to  storm   tbe   fort   from  the 

a  boat  to  take  me  off  to  her.     I  preeeiited  my  ocean  side,  and  wlio  were  entangled  among  the 

credentials   to  Lieutenant  Commander  K.  Ran-  tovjiedoes,  which  fortanately  failed  to  explode, 

dolph  Breese,  fleet  captain,  wlio  gave  me  a  gen-  but  who  suSered  heavily  from  the  musketry  and 

eral  pass  for  Qse  on  the  vessels  of  the  fleet  and  was  light  guns  on  the  redoubta.     Especial  was  the 

exceedingly  kind  about  everything.     I  had  a  let-  grief  over  the  gallant  Lienteoaat  S.  W.  Preston, 

tcr  from  Mr.  Leslie  to  Admiral  Porter,  who  was  who  led  the  forlorn   hope.     lie  was  one  of  the 

one  of  his  intimate  friends,  and  who  gave  me  a  most  papular  officers  in  tho  navy,  of  great  talent 


seat  at  his  table  in  the  cabin  of  the  Malverti.  The 
Malvern  had  been  a  blockiide  runner,  and  like 
mont  of  her  class  was  a  side-wheel  boat,  very  swift 
und  beantifuliy  fitted  up. 

So  secretly  and  swiftly  had  the  expedition  snc- 
ccoded  that  the  blockade  runners  were  not  posted. 
Tivo  ran  in  from  sea  and  diaphiyed  signals  which 


and  nnflinclung  courage.  The  sailors  wore  buried 
where  they  fell,  and  the  soldiers,  too,  for  that 
matter.  For  days  afterward  gray-haired  men 
from  distant  New  England  villagea  were  scattered 
over  tho  sandy  reaches,  waiting  to  take  tlieir 
"  boya  "  home.  Tlie  ready  nrmy  undertakers  were 
on  the  ground,  searcliing  among  the  rude  board 


iVG  properly  answered  by  the  fort.     The  disgust     grave  marks  for  the  names  of  the  missing  ones. 


of  the  Englisii  speculators  on  board  when  they 
found  they  were  trapped  was  something  to  re- 
member. 

There  was  mourning  in  the  fleet  over  the  loss 
of  tho  tars  in  the  naval  brigade,  who,  gathered 
from  many  ships  and  without  knowledge  of  land 
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Few  men  there  were  from  the  big  cities  to  seek 
their  slain,  but  from  I^ew  England  the  fatliers 
always  came. 

Under  the  bombproofs    in   Fort  Fisher  were 
the  Confederate  sick  and  wounded.     I  never  s.-iw 
more  misery  than  here.     The  two  attacks  had 
told    heavily,   and    men    lay 
\  about  in  the  grewsome  cav- 

erns, with  gaping,  festering 
wounds.  The  surgeon  had 
been  killed,  and  they  got  little 
or  no  attention  until  after  tho 
fight — a  good  while  after,  in 
fact.  Maggots  were  devour- 
ing the  flesh  of  living  men. 
It  was  too  horrible  to  do- 
scribe. 

I  never  saw  so  much  iron  in 
shape  of  projectiles  anywheie 
as  within  and  about  Fort 
Fisher.  The  fleet  had  hurled 
more  than  fifty  thousand  mis- 
silefi  at  it  from  three  to  eleven 
inches  in  diameter,  and  I 
know  that  more  than  a  thou- 
sand tons  of  them  were  after- 
ward picked  up.  Y  e  t  BO 
strong  were  the  works  that, 
aside  from  the  shattered  can- 
non, they  were  little  harmed. 
The  army,  which  carried  the 
fort  by  assault,  after  much 
desperate  fighting,  got  in 
more  readily  than  might  have 
been  supposed.  I  know  a 
breach  in  the  palisades  where 
two  huge  logs  were  found 
loose  was  pointed  ont  to  me 
as  the  key  to  the  initial  suc- 
cess. 

We  led  an  easy  life  on  the 
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flagBliip.  There  waa  not  mucli  ceremony,  rI-  to  destruction,  nnd  I  knew  that  braver  or  more 
tbongii  tlie  admiral  felt  all  ot  tlie  honors  of  hia  deroted  soldiers  never  went  to  the  sacriGce.  It 
rank.  vas  euay  for  this  naval  ofBcer,  sitting  at  his  Iok- 

I  did  not  like  Porter.  He  was  very  boastful,  nrioiisly  laden  table,  to  deviee  scliemes  of  coii- 
It  was  his  delight  to  Gil  in  the  dinner  honr  with  quest,  but  thn  hungry,  ragged'  troops  in  tiie' 
Ilia  theories  on  the  right  way  to  conquer  the  Con-  trenches  before  Petersburg  were  giving  op  their 
federacy.    It  was  clear  from  ■     > 

hie  conversation  tiiat  he  be- 
lieved bnt  one  person  conld 
accomplish  it  Batiafactorily, 
and  that  was  himself.  He 
was  especially  severe  npon 
the  Army  of  the  Potomac, 
from  the  men  to  the  gen- 
erals, and  seemed  to  enjoy 
repeating  loudly  a  set 
phrase  that  if  circumstances 
hod  given  the  navy  the  work 
to  perform  that  had  fallen 
to  the  lot  of  the  army  it 
won  Id  be  soon  ended. 
These  strictures  were  greet- 
ed with  reverential  assent 
by  the  officers  around  the 
admirars  table,  but  they 
filled  me  with  anger.  I  bad 
been  with  the  Army  ot  the 
Potomac  in  battle  and  siege, 
from  the  Wilderness  to 
Petersburg,  I  had  seerr  its 
columns  inarch  uDfiinching 


SntTino  BATIOR8  to  KKOKOSS  AND  POOR  WBITEB  AT  WTLHUCaTON. 


rORT  FISHER  AND   WILMimTOK. 


qnire  any  apecUl  rin- 
dicating.  Mr.  Leslie 
irrote  back  to  the  ad- 
miral that  he  was 
satisQed  with  my  exer- 
tiouB,  and  that  ended 
the  matter,  though  it 
did  not  please  the  ad- 
miral. 

Bnt  I  am  frank  to 
confess  that  a  loafing 
period  followed.  Wil- 
mington fell  soon 
after  the  taking  of 
Fort  Pisher.  The 
Confederates  realized 
that,  with  8]ierman 
marching  np  the  coast 
and  the  blockade  rnn- 
nera  completely  cut 
off,  there  was  no  use 
in  bothering  about 
Wilmington.  T  \\  o 
Federal  forces  took 
prompt  poBsesaion   of 
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Hree  while  the  Porter 
part  of  the  navy  kept 
comfortably  out  of 
range  and  had  not 
dared  even  to  venture 
up  the  Dntch  Gsip 
Oanal. 

These  reflections 
bred  iu  nie  a  prejudice 
ngaiiiBt  the  admiral, 
whicli  he  aoon  recipro- 
entcd.  Idid  notshow 
him  mr  sketclies,  ns 
he  broadly  hinted  I 
should,  and  kept  my 
own  counsel  while  on 
the  Malvern  nnd  witii 
the  fleet.  Porter 
wrote  to  Mr.  Leslie 
expressing  the  opinion 
thiit  I  was  loiiHng,  as 
lie  never  saw  me  doing 
anything.  Luckily 
the  same  mail  curried 
fourteen  sketches  of 
Fort  Fisher  and  the 
fleet,  BO  I  did  not  re- 
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the  town,  ami  1  left  tlio  fleet  to  join  tiioiii.  Wil- 
mington Imil  becu  the  great  port  of  entry  for  the 
blockade  niiiiicia,  wliose  profits  were  so  large  that 
tl)ey  coiilii  iitTur.l  to  lose  one  aliip  out  of  three  uml 
then  cli-ai'  .-i  fortiiiio.  Grent  wareliuiieca  lined  tliu 
streets  tu  Ht:)ro  the  cotton  which  wont  out  on  the 
ratnrn  trips,  iind  the  etores,  munilions  and  his- 
nries  that  made  up  tlic  incoming  cargoes.  Hyro 
cam*  a  swarm  o!  Old  World  adventurers.  It  was 
11  infiilLTii  frcuboolcra'  romli 

ity  mill  duDioriilizittion  went  hnnd  in  hand.  'I'li 
occiiiia[ion  deatrojed  all  this.  I'maperity  diaaji 
pean'ii  iiiul  poverty  canio  in.  Living  la  '  ' 
people'  had  nothing  when  the  blockiLilo  running 
etoppcil.  and  to  add  to  the  gencritl  wretchedm^ss 
lliuiiEands  of  negroes  from  the  adjiieent  country 
eume  in  to  i-njoy  tlie  strange  pleaanres  of  freedom 
and  the  universal  good  time  and  i-ntlons  that  wero 
supposed  to  keep  liberty,  fraternity  and  Cjiiality 
company. 

In  a  little  time  ten  thousand  hclplega  blacks 
wero  thronged  about  llio  city,  ii  burden  upon  the 
conimiasnry,  who  did  his  beat  amid  infinite  confu- 
Eion  and  misery.  'Die  poorer  whites  fell  in  wJili 
the  negroes,  and  t!ie  equality  of  hunger  brought 
them  togetlter  at  the  pork  barrel  and  biscuit  box. 
It  was  pathetic  to  see  the  negroes  come  warider- 
iiig  in.  Tlicy  traveled  iu  companies,  iisnally  with 
Some  puli'iarch  at  the  head,  feeling  their  way  tim- 
orously until  safe  within  tbo  lines.    .Wandering 


along  the  river,  well  inland,  one  day,  I  came  with 
n  companion  upon  a  band  of  these  black  refugees. 
They  were  led  by  a  bent  old  African  whose  snowy 
hair  and  dignified  manner  bespoke  him  as  a  per- 
son of  importance.  When  he  saw  ns  he  was  soma 
distance  from  the  beail  of  Ida  band.  He  turned 
around  and  faced  them,  iiolding  np  his  long  staff 
warningly.  Tliey  stopped  and  huddled  togotber 
like  a  flock  of  frightened  sheep  until  wo  assured 
the   leader   that   they   bad    reached   "Kingdom 
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Come ''  and  that  this  was  indeed  the  Year  of  Jubi- 
lee, and  also  told  them  where  they  could  get 
something  to  eat.  They  were  so  chikllike  in  their 
innocence  and  ignorance  that  it  seemed  cruel  to 
turn  them  loose  on  their  own  resources  and  the 
scant  tenderness  of  the  War  Department. 

There  was  little  to  do  in  Wilmington,  so  I  fell 
in  love.  At  least  I  think  that  was  it  from  the 
symptoms  as  I  now  recall  them.  I  boarded  with 
aslioeinakcr  whose  household  contained  a  bevy  of 
girls,  of  the  soft-voiced  Sonthem  sort,  one  of 
whom,  who  can  be  called  "  Molly  "  without  fear 
of  identification,  took  ranch  interest  in  art  and 
the  special  artist.  I  suddenly  became  tired  of  the 
war  and  of  making  pictures  of  guns  and  drums 
and  warriors,  and  wore  out  my  pencils  in  pictur- 
ing the  fair  face  of  the  lazy-laughing  Molly.  In  this 
way  winter  slipped  into  spring.  I  was  rery  un- 
comfortable, and  spent  much  thonght  in  meditat- 
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ing  solemnly  upon  my  future  course.  Should  I 
abandon  my  career^  let  art  go  to  the  dogs  and 
settle  down  as  a  Carolina  cracker  ?  That  was  the 
question.  Like  most  such  problems,  it  was  de- 
cided for  me.  One  day,  late  in  March,  I  went  to 
the  post  office  and  found  there  a  peremptory  let- 
ter from  Mr.  Leslie  ordering  me  back  to  Peters- 
burg and  rather  intimating  that  I  was  wsisting  my 
talents.  It  dazed  my  youthful  head.  I  went 
back  to  the  house  in  a  mental  maze,  with  tlie  let- 
ter clutched  in  one  hand  and  the  envelope  in  the 
other.  As  I  sat  by  the  window  in  my  room  on 
the  ground  floor,  pondering  over  the  first  crisis  I 
bad  ever  met,  something  fell  from  the  window 
above  and  struck  on  the  broad  sill  beside  me.  It 
was  a  small  box  filled  with  fine  snuff,  and  with  it 
was  a  little  stick  with  a  tuft  of  cloth  tied  over  the 
end.  In  a  minute  more  the  owner  came  in  and 
claimed  it.  It  was  Molly.  The  maiden '' dipped 'M 
I  was  cured  in  a  flash.  In  another  hour  I 
had  started  back  to  join  my  old  love,  the 
Army  of  the  Potomac. 

I  reached  Petersburg  none  too  soon.  The 
activity  of  the  Army  of  the  Potomac  had 
been  renewed  with  immense  energy.  The 
signs  pointed  to  the  swift  crumbling  of  the 
Confederacy.  On  the  Ist  of  April  the  direct 
assault  began  on  the  defenses  of  Petersbnrg. 
Sheridan's  cavalry  had  well-nigh  cut  the  be- 
leaguered town  off  from  its  back  door  into 
the  lines  of  Lee's  army,  while  the  fierce  as- 
saults of  Wright's  corps  and  the  brigade 
under  Oeuei*al  Nelson  A.  Miles  were  made  in 
a  determined  purpose  to  take  the  towa  But 
it  is  no  part  of  my  tale  to  describe  military 
manoeuvres.  The  events  followed  swiftly 
npon  each  other.  By  the  ^  of  April,  though 
often  repulsed,  the  outworks  of  Petersburg 
were  taken,  and  early  on  the  morning  of  April 
3d  the  brave  soldiers  of  the  South,  who  had 
for  ten  months  defied  the  best  fightera  and 
the  best  generals  of  the  North,  wasted  and 
famine-stricken,  stole  out  of  their  pits  and 
battlements,  and  made  haste  to  join  Lee  in  a 
last  stand  for  their  lost  cause. 

The  news  that  they  were  departing  came 
with  the  dawn.  Every  heart  in  the  army 
leaped  for  joy.  The  men  felt  that  the  end 
was  now  scarcely  more  than  a  matter  of  hours. 
They  had  rested  on  their  arms  preparatory 
to  a  general  assault  in  the  morning,  but  now 
the  attack  was  nothing  but  a  scamper.  With 
a  cheer  column  after  column  "legged  it"  up 
the  hillside  and  into  the  empty  city. 

I  skedaddled  after  them  as  fast  as  I  could 
run.  Every  man  vied  with  his  fellow  to  be 
the  first  inside. 
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Here  indeed  was  every  sign  of  the  exhaustion 
of  war.  Not  a  sonl  was  in  sight.  The  houses  to 
the  number  of  fully  one-third  were  in  ruins.  The 
spires  of  the  churches  had  been  used  as  range 
finders  by  the  Federal  gunners,  but  these  had 
escaped.  Not  so  the  houses  around  them.  They 
were  riddled. 

Deep  down  in  trenches  were  the  wretched  quar- 
ters in  which  the  people  of  Petersburg  had  passed 
the  siege.  Cook  stoves  stood  without  the  holes  in 
the  bank  iuto  which  the  refugees  fled  at  the 
shriek  of  a  shell.  What  they  cooked  is  a  mys- 
tery. There  was  not  a  crumb  or  any  live  thing 
to  be  found  in  the  town.  Even  tlie  rats  and  cats 
were  gone. 

Straggling  down  the  main  street,  my  eyes  were 
gladdened  by  the  sight  of  a  restaumnt  sign.  The 
shop  was  open,  and  the  wide-swung  door  revealed 
the  proprietor,  a  beaming  black  man,  who  seemed 
to  be  awaiting  custom.  I  was  the  man  for  him. 
Long  diet  on  army  stores  had  whetted  my  appe- 
tite for  a  square  meal.  With  a  flourish  he  pro- 
duced the  bill  of  fare.  I  reproduce  it  here  so  it 
can  be  seen  that  it  was  indeed  tempting. 

"  Doan'  miu' de  prices,"  lie  said.  "Dey's  all 
Confederate  money.  Fse  got  a  barrel  full  ob  it 
in  de  back  room,  all  I'se  got  to  show  fur  feedin' 
do  swaggeriu'  orficers  dat  come  here  as  proud  as 
ef  djy  owned  de  place,  an'  order  as  ef  dey  were 
kings.  Take  yo'  order,  sah  V*  he  concluded,  with 
a  flourish. 

I  began  at  the  top.  ^'How  about  ham  and 
eggs  r 

''  Ham's  all  gone,  sah,  but  I'se  got  some  aigs/ 

^*  Any  sausage  left  ?" 


'*  We'se  out  ob  sassage,  sah,  but  we  has  de 


aigs, 
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"  Well,  beefsteak  will  do.     How  about  that  ?" 

*'  De  Confederates  done  et  up  all  de  beef  las' 
year." 

**  Well,  I'd  just  as  soon  have  some  venison." 

"  Dey  ain't  no  venison,  sah.     De  Con        " 

"  Mutton  chops  ?" 

*^  De  chops  is  out,  sah." 

**Then  give  mo  some  wild  duck." 
^Ile  rolled  his  eyes  despainngly.     "  Dey  ain't  no 
wild  duck  heah,  boss,"  he  said. 

**  No  partridge  ?" 

"No,  sah." 

"  But  you  can  get  a  rabbit  ?" 

'^  Rabbit's  all  cotched  long  ago,  boss.  Ouesa 
dey  ain't  no  rabbit  lef  in  Virginuy." 

"  Nor  squirrels  ?" 

"  No  squirrels,  sah.  De  sharpshootahs  done  got 
'em  all." 

*' Well,  then,  trot  out  some  oysters." 

"Fo*  de  Lord,  boss,"  he  groaned,  "dey  ain't 
been  no  oysters  fo'  a  yeah.  I'se  just  got  aigs,  an' 
not  another  livin'  thing,  an'  dat's  de  troof." 

It  was.  He  had  three.  I  ate  them.  They 
were  not  fresh.  My  host  was  deeply  interested  in 
the  Yankees.  He  was  a  free  negro,  but  none  the 
less  concerned.  Did  I  think  we  had  come  to 
stay  ?  I  did  indeed.  He  grinned  widely  at  this, 
and  invited  me  to  take  all  the  Confederate  money 
I  wanted  out  of  the  barrel  in  the  back  room.  I 
stuffed  my  pockets  with  it,  and  gave  him  fifty 
cents,  which  was  worth  more  than  the  barrel  full, 
and  then  atarted  on  a  chase  after  the  army  that 
ended  at  Appomattox. 


{To  he  concluded  next  month.) 
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I  AM  a  physician,  and  my  skill  is  to  probe  tlie 
ills  of  humanity  with  a  scalpel  rather  than  the 
pen.     I  believe,  however,  that  there  are  mysteries 
in  the  hollow  shell  that  serves  to  fmme  our  be- 
ii»gs  which  the  surgeon   cannot  fathom — sacred 
mysteries  which   the  pon   alone  can  convey.     I 
have  never  tried  myself  to  attsiin  that  proficiency 
ill  writing  which  belongs  to  the  pages  of  a  maga- 
zine, therefore  this  manuscript  is  the  only  one  I 
«ver  coin])letod.     It  was  written  when  I  was  much 
3^ounger  than  I  am  now,  and  consists  mainly  of  a 
statement  of  facts  that  I  set  down  on  paper  for 
the  purposes  of  record  only.     Circumstances  snr- 
>*oundiug  the   narrative  which  this   manuscript 


reveals  have  induced  me  to  publish  it.  There  is  a 
woman  somewhere  in  the  world  who,  ivlien  she 
reads  this  tale,  will  answer  the  plea  it  makes  to 
her.  I  do  not  pretend  to  any  profound  knowl- 
edge of  psychology ;  I  do  not  believe  that  senti- 
ment acts  upon  the  same  motives  or  from  like 
consequences  in  any  two  women.  There  are  two 
classes,  the  good  and  the  bad,  and  the  distin- 
guishing degrees  of  virtue  and  villainy  are  so 
minute  that  there  must  be  a  difference  of  senti- 
ment in  every  woman. 

She  for  whom  this  manuscript  is  revised  may 
be  an  angel  or  a  fiend,  a  nun  or  an  adventuress,  I 
cannot  tell,  and  the  voice  that  could  alone  speak 
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of  licr  ia  liiisbed  forever.  It  is  not  from  motives 
of  E}mp:ithy  alone  for  her  timt  I  give  this  story 
to  the  world,  but  from  a  strange  alTectioii  I  have 
conceived,  from  long  iiitiniocj  perlmps,  with  the 
Bkeleton  that  hangs  in  my  closet.  In  life  he  was 
a  man  1  admired.  His  Biiddeii  end  came  before 
yesra  conld  sanctiou  the  achievements  to  which 
he  aspired. 

An  earnest  curiosity  to  find  the  woman  who  de- 
stroyed his  prospects,  a  vague  sense  of  the  comfort 
that  it  would  gire  me  to  tinow  tlie  truth  of  hia 
strange  end,  in  which  I  participated,  have  urged 
nic  to  publish  the  facts  bulow. 

If  she  by  chance  should  read  these  facts,  a  let- 
ter addressed  to  Dr.  F.  G.  Anderson,  St.  Francis's 
Hospital,  New  York,  will  enable  her  to  perform 
those  last  rites  to  a  memory  that  should  bo  sacred  ; 
for  if  ever  love  was  earnest  and  truly  pledged, 
tliat  love  was  his  for  her. 


THE   MAKUaCRIPT. 

There  is  a  male  skeleton  in  my  office  that  as  an 
anatomical  exhibit  ia  very  valuable.  The  bonea 
are  wonderfully  well  farmed  and  perfect ;  tho 
skull  shapes  all  that  health  and  brain  could  indi- 
cate for  science.  It  has  hung  in  my  closet  for  ten 
years,  but  it  does  not  really  belong  to  me.  I  have 
done  all  in  my  power  to  find  the  person  for  whom 
I  am  not  nnwillingly  testator,  hut  without  suc- 
cess. Perhaps  that  ia  because  the  rightful  owner 
is  a  woman,  and  women  do  not  value  skeletons  aa 
a  rule.  This  woman,  whoever  she  may  be,  did 
not  even  value  the  soul  that  worshiped  her  with- 
in this  clay  temple  that  hangs  silent  and  deserted, 
like  an  empty  chnrch,  in  my  cupboard.  The  doc- 
tors know  too  much  about  organics  to  indulge  in 
tho  beliefs  of  idealists,  but  I  confess  a  certain 
weakness  of  spirit,  a  strange  reverence  and  almost 
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liScctioQ  for  my  skeleton.  There  is  a  mctnoij 
that  Gils  the  hollow  sockets  in  tliat  skull  with 
tender  eyea,  a  fancy  that  makes  the  bony  hand 
stretch  forth  to  clasp  mine  in  the  old  cordial  giip 
of  friendship,  arecollection  of  breadth  and  strength 
about  llie  spare  shoulders  and  dangling  legs  that 
recnlls  the  figure  of  an  athlete,  tlie  character  of  a 
fine  young  man.  I  dnst  these  bonca  every  morn- 
ing as  if  they  were  some  preciona  bric-a-brac,  and 
all  tliis  illusion  is  the  picture  that  men  call  mem* 


a  bullet,  which  had  aped  on  ita  way  when  aetit, 
and  by  its  battered  shape  evidently  fnlGlted  its 
destiny.  Do  not  shrink,  fair  reader,  for  about 
these  grim  scraps  of  the  post  are  wrapped  the  ten- 
derest  associations,  the  finest  texture  of  man's  nat- 
ure— bravery.  Could  you  clotlie  that  skeleton  as  I 
may,  by  memory  of  its  term  in  life,  yon  would 
Iiave  loved  the  handsome  fellow  that  ho  was. 
You  would  have  followed  him  with  your  eyes  and 
perhaps  your  heart  as  quickly  as  yon  now  turn 


ory.  Around  the  bony  neck  hangs  a  strange 
jewel.  It  is  all  part  of  my  dnty  as  testator  to  see 
that  it  is  safely  guarded,  for  some  day  I  may  be 
called  upon  to  account  for  my  trust,  and  I  must 
then  deliver  all  that  ia  required  of  me.  The  relic 
liangs  on  a  tliin  golden  chain,  a  woman's  neck- 
lace. It  is  attached  to  this  gold  thread  of  metal — 
a  rongh  piece  of  lead.  It  hangs  from  the  centre 
of  the  chain  as  a  locket  iu  front.  A  close  inspec- 
tion of  this  odd  jewel  will  reveal  the  fact  that  it  is 
Vol  ixivm.,  Mo.  a-16. 


away  from  that  weird  mockery  death  leaves  us 
of  the  floah,  yonder  in  iny  closet. 

Ilia  name  was  Uonald  Grant,  and  when  I  first 
know  him  he  was  a  medical  student ;  he  attended 
my  loctiires.  He  lived  very  modestly,  as  his  slim 
income  compelled,  and  we  resided,  as  it  happened, 
in  the  same  street.  lie  differed  from  the  cou- 
ventional  student  in  that  he  was  more  reverent 
than  any.  Ho  never  used  the  details  of  his  work 
for  the  espedient  of  some  coarse  wit.     Serious^ 
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Tit  ii^-:  d».*  %!4  liu.r  •.■!(. 


:   (.V- 


;  l.f. 


1: 


I  1 


a  c;.;k:  i 


i::u  L:in  uj^'ii  ^lu^il.■al 
ji'.^-i.-;".  T  ■.*  n.-,-..\.a  iu.-.eJ  me  eia^-llv.  1  **s 
ii.,rirt  ;;i:i-  -i---:.?.!.  %rA  ti»4  trrovn  warv  of  nit 
■>■»  I  *,^t^-  r.  I  :-.a.:  ma-iii  it  «  nil*  never  li>  otry 
ir-  ,■-  ..i>/<^  M  a  rFi'ofe^Jor  ootaiOe  lh«  Wtiir\< 
'./-11.  !<;>:  ::.'-.-'•>  «c'i'i«nu  wb>>ai  I  carvd  to  k'Kiw 
.  ;  i\:,:^  ■/  r-jiri^i  ne  ^lerti&pt  with  mi>r9  M- 
• '•       ;   '<L;k'i    4-''-n«  »f  mr  mora  digiude«l  n>H- 

I  .-1  ^  *-  .>'<ii  Cnac'i  rooM  I  *«•  •nrpri^ 
.  '..  B.'utt  i^.:^:f  by  Ilia  a{>p««rance.  He  wu 
c.i>-.:..>:t  vv  *  i»*B^  Ilia  hatr  didbeTeW.  faia 
.  ....  I ,...-.  vv  f.-M^,  ■po*  ill  tlie  ceiling  above  hitu. 
.,.,1    I, J  '„•*  »w  •U'^A-zhlj  r>ate. 

■  11  I...  I  •  ".-J,  Ox.ii.i  ?"  I  aaiJ,  as  indiffer- 
i^.i'..>  in  '-ut  '.\.^jr.y.',  «<Mild  allov. 

I'.t  ifu'Mi  M^  i.*A'\  weftHtj  lovard  tue,  and 
j..<.^.i.fr  vi>'.  It  i,*i.l,  laid,  w  bia  naaal  aerioiis 

•■  J^ui;'-'j*',  tvu  »„I  f'.rjive  me  for  dietnrbing 
i  w.  0,1'  j  i.ci«  k  *:tM  I  want  to  ask  Ton  aome- 
t.;.i,^  a.rtfu'.,*' 

J  ivuii  »  VL.*.f  i^y.-i  him,  and  roechatiiciiliv 
fill  i.tf  }Ji  >Mr.  Ji«  *'/... >;'|  «v]1t  aa  I  did  so,  and 
U-ivt  J  V./V.-;  ([.^m;  »i.:t':';^,^u-A  my  iotentiou. 

"  J  11.  ;. .  /  y   t,  fc/a  (  i,',t  ?"  lie  said. 

li^  jjvjk  '1«:(,'/'*/)  »ir'»(jjf  nervous  excitement, 
iii-l   u.i'  t/t'   (!(jj,?^.wi',(i  WM  that  he  Lad  been 

"  W»,iit  l.aie  j<iii  t;ik<;n  ?"  I  aaked,  with  pro- 

"fvy,t':h  wliiiky,"  hi;  replied,  amiliiig. 
"  How  mucli  ?"  I  aaked. 

"Enough  for  a  sUglit  cold— that  is  all ;"  and 
lie  pulled  his  arm  away  from  me. 

"  Yoii  have  been  itudyiiig  too  much,"  I  sug- 


>«.'  he  aaid,  with  the  old  «ad  tratf  -^uuc 
wnt.-d  to  b«  a  mi Qor  cadence  ranuinc  ii^.h^l 
hi*  mh-Oi*  naian^ 

■•1  ■;:!   (^raaiTibe  tomelhing  to  qoie;   tj.i.'' T 

m  .1.  kx^kii);;  ar\>u»d  for  a  pen  itnd  ink. 

\i«  U:.i  ht«  biif  band  on  my  arm  to  Hj>i  -  m^ 
aii.i  s  i.y'k  Si*  hiw.)  aa  he  said  ; 

••  X.Wft  I  w>«T  need  yonr  help ;  ja«  ut^  I 
»a:;:  u>.;r  a, in.-*  on  m  enjipoaitioniil  Cii"*." 

I  >;.".usi  t.>  lt;s  ni|u«st  and  kept  my  seat, 

"•lVv:,«r,  \,Hi  are  a  tnrgeon.  Did  yon  eT«- 
>v;;>..Ur  tiiai  a  woman's  heart  might  have  a  fr-l-.: 
\'.\  l;;.-  v':;ir»^!S'u  l\,M  yon  have  often  diswcMd 
iii::i  \.v!r  kiifi-  ?"'  h<>  asked. 

"liie  h^ri  i«  an  or^pin,  with  a  physi«»I  fnne. 
l;.-n  to  (I'if.'nn.  a«  ymi  know.  I  cHiinuC  recoiuiie 
hii^Uiic  fa.-l  will)  im=«.i:iiiatiTe  theory,"  I  said. 

"  Atw  y.«ii  a  cTiiio,  diH-ior  ?"  he  asked. 

"No;  bin  I  «niioi  talk  sentiment  from  \ 
iiirj:K<«]  ttMHltx^itiU" 

•■  IVi  >\m  b^liete  that  a  woman  can  be  loved  by 
*  iiiKu  with  all  b)4  »onl  and  nnt  rctnrn  his  dev»- 
iioii  )a  aay  d^rwj  ?"  he  asked,  with  eager  ear- 


"•  ^K-h  iiMiancM  an  of  constant  oocnrrence,"  I 
■aid.  catvImkI^. 

*■  They  ar»  <}uit«  comkou,  I  sappose,"  he  safd, 
hy  way  of  roww^oL 

"  What  it  To«r  nedieal  precedent  ?"'  I  asked. 

**  II  i«  MOT*  onlioary  than  I  believed,  after  all," 
lie  Mill,  wMU-ily. 

*'  Well,  what  ia  it  V 

'•  "nMire  is  a  friend  of  mine  who  love*  a  woman 
with  all  kis  being.  She  hu  acknowledged  that 
she  i)i>e«  net  love  htm." 

He  pMused  here,  and  even  the  simplicitv  of  bis 
narrative  Memed  to  strnggle  for  fnrtber  expres- 
sion. 

**  She  has  nerer  loved  him  ?"  1  asked,  bv  war 
of  relieving  his  emharrassmenL 

'-  My  friend  tells  ine  he  thonght  she  did  :  vet 
she  nevvr  told  him  fo.  Perhaps  it  was  ot-Iv  ihe 
retlt'i'tii>n  of  his  otvn  ^re.it  lore  thai  £i-emed  lo  be 
hers.  She  led  him  to  helieve  that  she  prvfenmi 
him." 

"  Go  on,"I  said,  confident  that  some  odd  theory 
would  be  the  result  of  his  argnmenL 

"Well,  now  that  he  has  found  out  the  trsiK 
be  does  not  care  to  live.     It  is  a  6tran|:e  <^i£«'.  i> 
it  not,  that  the  boily  ehonld  be  ready  lo  yir-l^^   - 
phyerciil  unity  with  life  by  the  mental  oofma^ 
to  beiray  it  to  the  mortal  enemy  ?'' 

"  Is  lie  a  young  man  ?"  I  asked,  with  interL 

"  In  years,  but  not  iu  hopes,"  lie  said,  sad; 

"Such  friends   are   not  healthy  comjiai,. 
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Donald.  Forget  this  case.  It  is  morbid,  uunat« 
ural,  wicked/'  I  said,  with  more  vehemeuce  tbau 
was  necessary,  perhaps. 

*'  What  can  he  do  ?  His  whole  professional 
fature — his  great  ambition,  his  long,  silent  work 
— has  no  mission  to  fulfill.  Uis  glories  were  to  be 
the  forfeits  he  should  pay  for  her.  She  will  not 
have  them.  Poor  fellow,  he  greets  death  as  a 
friend,  whom  before  he  always  hated.'* 

''This  is  a  boy's  first  outburst  of  undisciplined 
emotion.  He  will  overcome  it  again  and  again," 
I  said,  laughingly. 

He  rose  from  the  lounge,  more  stern  in  coun- 
tenance than  ever  as  he  said  : 

*'I  have  advised  my  friend  to  kiH  himself." 

"He  will  not  do  it.  You  will  see  him  in  the 
morning,"  I  said. 

He  sat  down  at  his  writing  desk,  and  leaning 
his  head  on  one  hand,  he  wrote.  How  often  have 
I  seen  his  firm,  determined  face  since  then,  as  he 
sat  there  in  the  glare  of  his  student  lamp,  writ- 
ing that  last  message  to  the  living  !  I  did  not  at 
the  time  attach  much  importance  to  the  act,  for 
Donald  Grant  was  so  different  in  all  things  from 
others.  Ho  was  so  serious,  so  heart^full  in  every 
deed  and  thought. 

When  he  had  finished  the  letter  he  sealed  it  in 
an  envelope,  addressed  it  and  tossed  it  cai*elessly 
aside  on  his  desk  ;  then  he  turned  to  me  calmly, 
and  said  : 

''That  is  a  letter  of  some  importance.  Per- 
haps after  he  is  dead  she  will  read  it." 

"  Why  do  you  interest  yourself  in  a  love  affair  ? 
I  thouglit  you  never  cared  for  women  ?**  I  said,  in 
query. 

"  There  are  secrets  in  every  man's  life,  I  sup- 
pose," he  said,  dreamily. 

"  Some  are  remembered  too  long.  They  were 
best  forgotten." 

"Men  are  forgotten,  but  their  thoughts  often 
Borvive  and  carry  out  some  mission." 

"  They  are  the  great  men,  not  suicides,"!  said, 
earnestly. 

"  Life  is  not  a  gift  we  ask  for.  Wo  return  it  at 
our  own  risk.  What  matter  if  we  leave  Jove  or 
hate,  great  fame  or  great  shame  behind  us  ?  We 
Ciinnot  make  the  mistakes  for  which  we  suUer  in 
life  when  we  draw  nearer  to  divinity  in  that  great 
oblivion  beyond." 

"  He  must  wait  till  we  are  called,"  I  said,  moved 
by  his  strange  eloquence. 

"  When  that  time  comes  is  best  known  to  the 
bravest  man." 

"But  what  of  those  yon  willingly  leave  be- 
hind ?     Some  woman  who  cares  for  you  ?" 

"She  would  love  the  bodv.  If  she  could  see 
Uie  skeleton,. would  she  love  that.?".    .  . 
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"  That  is  horrible  !"  I  said. 

"  Can  she  see  the  love  in  a  man's  heart  ?"  he 
asked. 

"  Would  you  die  because  she  could  not  ?" 

"  I  think  so,"  he  said,  waveringly. 

"  Kill  youreelf  for  a  woman  ?"  I  said,  now  thor- 
oughly alarmed  by  the  strange  turn  of  his  argu- 
ment. 

"Yes,  for  one  woman.  Women  have  sent 
souls  to  heaven  before  now." 

As  he  spoke  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  revolver. 
I  jumped  -to  seize  it.  He  anticipated  me,  and 
leveled  the  barrel  at  my  head. 

"Stand  back,  doctor  !  You  shall  see  me  enter 
eternity,  without  even  a  drop  of  medicine,"  ha 
said,  with  awful  mockery  in  his  words. 

"  For  God's  sake  think  !"  I  said,  hoarsely. 

"I  have  thought,  and  this  is  my  conclusion," 
he  said,  looking  at  the  pistol  in  his  hand,  which 
he  still  pointed  at  me. 

"  You  will  be  a  suicide  ?"  I  said,  endeavoring 
to  rouse  his  contempt. 

"  As  a  skeleton  I  can  serve  science  ;  as  a  livir.g 
ma!i  I  have  no  heart  to  serve  a  soul,"  he  said, 
with  a  choking  voice. 

"  Why  do  you  kill  yourself  ?" 

"  For  a  woman  !"  he  said,  hoarsely ;  and  quickly 
turning  the  pistol  till  the  muzzle  aimed  at  his 
heart,  ho  fired,  and  fell  bleeding  at  my  feet. 

I  have  related  the  conversation  as  nearly  as  I 
can  remember  it,  and  so  shocking  was  its  end 
that  I  believe  my  mind  has  recalled  all  that  was 
said  correctly. 

Death  was  immediate,  for  hardly  had  my  hand 
touched  the  body  when  the  heart  ceased  beating. 
I  waited  for  the  sound  of  the  pistol  shot  to  arouse 
some  one.  Nobody  came,  and  the  silence  was 
more  dreadful  than  at  any  death  scene  my  prac- 
tice has  ever  revealed.  I  examined  his  desk,  hop- 
ing to  find  some  address,  or  some  letter  that  would 
tell  me  something  of  his  immediate  friends  or 
relatives.  In  so  doing  I  disoovered  the  letter  he 
had  written  but  a  few  minutes  before,  and  the 
envelo])e  was  addressed  to  me.  I  tore  it  open, 
and  by  the  light  of  the  same  lamp  which  he  bad 
used  I  read  as  follows  : 

■    ■  . 

'*  Mt  Dear  Doctor  and  Professor  :  When  you  read  tbui 
letter  much  that  may  seem  horrible  in  the  deed  thiftt  I 
commit  wUl  be  forgiven.  If  your  soa)  were  us  ikined  la 
sentiment  as  is  your  knife  in  surgery,  you  would  pene^ 
trate  all  that  I  am  writing  to  you  now,  as  you  sit  opposite, 
I  once  believed  t  as  you  do,  that  flesh  and  blood  and  boues 
were  all  the  substan^a  of  creation— all  else  mere  waste  ot 
nervous  tension. 

**  When  I  believed  aU  this  the  woman  for  whom  I  had 
chosen  the  profession,  that  I  might  do  her  more  honor' as 4i 
muu  of  name  and  wealth,  suddenly  destroyed  my  theory,  of 
cre&itipn.    /yVheu  i»ho  dese^rted  lue  I  found  in  me  ^ some* 
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thing  greater  than  organic  mechanism — I  found  a  spirit 
that  rebelled  against  the  body.  An  angry  spirit  at  first, 
full  of  revenge  and  evil,  then  changing  to  the  calm  of  in- 
evitable snbmissiou,  which  kept  on  crushing  my  ambition, 
my  future,  my  work,  into  a  dust  of  unimportant  hopes.  I 
struggled  against  this,  but  mine  was  a  wounded  spirit,  and 
only  she  could  heal  it.  I  realized  that  it  would  die  alone 
as  it  was  left,  without  it«i  spiritual  mate  ;  that  it  chafed  for 
the  freedom  which,  whispering,  it  told  me  awaited  it  be- 
yond the  frame  that  held  us  both  to  this  world.  Its  prom- 
ises, that  breathed  of  achievements  not  for  a  year  or  a 
century,  but  for  eternity,  became  alluring,  and  I  have 
stood  as  near  the  eternal  threshold  as  I  am  to-night  before. 
I  go,  without  reproach  to  her,  without  fear,  for  I  am  more 
full  of  spiritual  ambition  to  be  gained  in  the  spirit  world 
than  I  could  ever  be  on  this  side  of  the  unknown.  The 
miracles  of  medical  science  are  nothing  to  the  miracles 
Christ  performed  on  earth ;  and  all  His  knowledge  was 
love,  and  He,  too,  died.  The  love  that  woman  gives  to 
man  is  but  the  beginning  of  that  greater  love  that  heals 
all  hurts  and  blends  mere  organism  with  ethereal  mystery. 
Though  she  was  false,  perhaps  ungracious,  without  her 
memory  death's  sting  would  still  have  held  mo  a  coward 
among  the  rest.  Without  her  spirit  that  first  reached 
mine  I  should  have  been  like  other  men,  an  automaton  of 
fleeting  years.  Think,  as  you  read  these  lines  over  the 
senseless  shape  at  your  feet,  that  Donald  Grant,  on  earth 
no  more,  has  solved  that  miracle  men  call  eternity,  and 
show  him  the  respect  in  memory  his  new  estate  commands. 
"  I  hereby  notify  the  coroner  that  I  killed  myself  of  my 
own  free  will.  Further,  I  desire  that  my  body  he  delivered 
to  my  beloved  professor,  Dr.  F.  G.  Anderson,  on  the  fol- 
lowing conditions,  if  he  will  have  it :  Should  he  consent,  I 
desire  that  he  perform  two  acts  of  kindness,  that  I  am  sure 
he  will  not  refuse  me.  First,  to  probe  for  the  bullet  that 
stops  my  life ;  and  S3Cond,  that,  instead  of  burying  my 
body,  it  shall  be  dressed  to  hang  as  a  skeleton  in  his  office. 
My  reason  for  these  things  is  a  strange  conception  of  my 
own.     I  wish  the  bullet  that  has  torn  my  heart  to  be  sent  to 


the  woman  whom  I  loved,  and  my  bones  are  hers  to  juggle 
as  she  pleases.  These  gifts  I  leave  to  Dr.  Anderson  as 
trustee  for  her,  to  be  surrendered  at  her  command.  There 
is  nothing  more  to  say.  except  that  word  which  saints  and 
sinners  utter  most  feelingly  of  all — farewell. 

"Donald  Grant." 

This  strange  communication  I  Lave  copied 
verbatim  from  the  original.  To  save  it  may  in- 
dicate a  mind  unbalanced  ;  but  then  even  the  ut- 
terings  of  the  apostles  are  incomprehensible  to 
some.  It  is  needless  to  add  that  my  student's 
instructions  were  carried  out  to  the  letter.  I  havo 
done  everything  in  ray  power  to  know  who  the 
woman  is.  I  searched  his  effects  without  finding 
a  photograph,  even  a  letter,  of  hers.  Grant  was 
strange  in  that  he  was  a  personality  distinct  from 
all  men.  Love,  that  is  only  a  passing  spasm  with 
the  average  man,  took  the  form  of  divinity  in 
such  a  temperament  as  Grant's.  I  almost  excuse 
the  conventional  crime  of  suicide  in  the  uncon- 
ventional depth  of  feeling  that  urged  my  friend 
to  kill  himself.  He  violated  neither  his  con- 
science nor  his  religion ;  for  where  other  men 
have  committed  self-murder  Donald  Grant  ex- 
piated the  fate  of  a  mind  too  ideal  for  those  mere 
'*  automatons  of  fleeting  years."  The  dainty 
golden  chain  is  the  only  trophy  of  a  woman  that 
I  found  in  his  desk.  It  now  adorns  a  neck  less 
lovely,  no  doubt,  than  the  one  it  first  ornamented. 
This  is  the  story,  briefly  told,  that  pledges  a  splen- 
did skeleton  to  the  woman  who,  reading  this,  upon 
sufficient  proof  may  claim  the  cavern  of  a  splendid 
fellow. 
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By  G.  H.  D.  Gossip. 


At  the  present  time,  when  the  attention  of 
chess  players  all  over  the  world — from  Cuba  to 
Moscow,  from  Edinburgh  to  the  antipodes — has 
been  concentrated  on  the  great  struggle  for  the 
chess  championship  and  a  stake  of  $4,000  in  the 
match  won  by  Lasker  (at  New  York,  Philadelphia 
and  Montreal),  a  brief  sketch  of  the  careers,  of  the 
two  acknowledged  champions  of  the  game,  as  well 
as  of  some  of  the  leading  players  of  the  day, 
coupled  with  various  notable  historic  incidents 
connected  with  chess,  or  its  illustrious  votaries 
and  distinguished  masters  of  the  past,  can  hardly 
fail  to  command  a  certain  amount  of  interest. 

Chess  is  not  only  the  oldest  but  also  the  most 
intellectaal  and  fascinating  pastime  that  the 
brain  of  man  has  ever  invented.  Its  variations 
and  combinations  are  infinite ;  while  the  theory 


of  the  openings,  that  lead  to  the  boundless  ocean 
of  the  middle  game,  offers  a  wide  and  inexhausti- 
ble field  for  new  discoveries  to  the  analyst.  Age 
cannot  wither  nor  custom  stale  its  infinite  variet] 
Alone  jot  games  it  can  boast  of  a  history  and  a 
literature  of  its  own,  and  the  story  of  the  romantic 
career  and  adventures  of  Leonardo  da  Cutri  and 
Buy  Lopez,  the  one  captured  by  a  corsair,  the  lat- 
ter created  Bishop  of  Segovia  by  King  Philip  11. 
of  Spain,  as  well  as  of  Paolo  Boi,  Greco  and  other 
famous  players  of  the  fifteenth  and  sixtenth 
centuries,  would  form  an  interesting  volume  well 
worthy  of  perusal  even  by  those  who  are  not  chess 
players.  The  great  match  between  II  Puttino  and 
Ruy  Lopez,  played  at  Madrid  in  presence  o-" 
Philip  II.,  his  queen,  Anne  of  Austria,  Don  Jrjy* 
the  conqueror  of  the  Turks  at  Lepauto,  the  I^^^^^ 


\ 


CHESS   AND    CHESS   PLAYERS. 


245 


de  Ijornin  and  other  eminent  porBoiiagcs,  forms 
tlio  Bnbject  of  an  historical  painting  b;  the  late 
Professor  Mussiui,  of  Siena ;  the  portraits  of  tliese 
rojal  and  diBtingnished  patrons  of  chess  having 
been  copied  by  that  nrtist  from  their  portraits  in 
tho  Madrid  Oalterj.  II  Piittino  was  victorious, 
and  tho  Sing  conferred  groat  favors  on  him  as 
well  as  on  hia  mitred  opponent.  A  beautiful 
photograph  from  this  pictnro  appeared  some  jenra 
ago  in  the  Nnovo  Rivixla  degli  Scncchi — an  Ital- 
ian chess  magazine  edited  in  Uome  by  tho  lute 
Mr.  Desk'y  Vansittart. 


ceive  1,000  scudi — a  stake,  considering  the  rela- 
tive value  of  money  in  those  days,  superior  to  the 
♦2,000  a  side  of  tho  recent  oUampionehip  match. 

Leonardo  pnrposely  lost  the  lirst  two  games, 
npOQ  which  tho  King  rose  to  leave  the  apartment 
with  an  unfavorable  opinion  of  the  skill  of  tho 
Italian  ;  but  Leonardo  threw  himself  on  his  knees 
saying  :  "I  beg  your  majesty  not  to  go,  for  that 
which  I  have  douo  has  been  purposely  contrived 
in  order  to  display  my  skill  the  more  clearly. 
Your  majesty  shall  behold  that,  of  the  thiee  fol- 
lowing giimes,  I  will  uin  them  all.  and  that  with- 


THEIR  nKCEItT  ICATCH  FOR  THE  CHAKPIONBHIP  OF  TOE  WORLD. 


King  Philip  did  not  believe  that  his  favorite 
Riiy  Tx)pez,  who  had  hitherto  proved  invincible, 
could  bo  beaten ;  and  as  II  Puttino  (whoso  real 
name  was  Leonardo  da  Cutri)  was  then  on  a  visit 
to  Madrid,  he  determined  on  Eccing  them  play  a 
match.  The  two  champions  were  then  brought 
into  the  royal  presence,  Ruy  Lopez  being  intro- 
dnccd  by  a  grandee  of  Spain,  and  Leonardo  by 
Count  Crancio.  Bending  in  lowly  reveronce,  the 
King  commanded  them  to  riae,  and  to  play  upon 
a  certain  table,  so  that  his  majesty  might  clearly 
'see  the  moves  ;  fixing  the  conditions  of  the  match 
that  the  first  winner  of  three  games  should  re- 


out  much  difficulty  ;  this  I  undertake  to  perform 
on  pain  of  losing  life.  Know,  moreover,  0  King, 
that  for  this  thing  camo  I  hither  purposely,  hav- 
ing been  moved  thereto  by  the  unseemly  deport- 
ment of  Ruy  Tjopez  when  he  conquered  me  some 
time  back  in  Rome." 

At  this  speech  the  King  consented  to  remain, 
and  then  indeed  was  tho  proud  boast  of  Leonardo 
mudo  good,  he  winning  the  three  games  in  suc- 
cession, and  thus  honorably  fLillilling  his  bold  en- 
gagement. The  King  thereat  greatly  admired 
the  Italian's  skill,  and  loaded  him  with  favors, 
presenting    him    on    the    spot   with    the   1,000 
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Bcndi,  a'  richly  ornamented  jewel  and  one  of  the 
yoyal  ermine  mantles;  bidding  him,  moreover, 
ask  what  boon  he  would,  it  would  be  granted. 
lie^Miardo  merely  demanded  that  his  native  place 
should  be  exempted  from  all  fiscal  taxation  for  a 
certain  period — a  request  that  was  at  once  granted 
for  twenty  years.  *    . 

Jjeonardo  and  his  great  rival  Paolo  Boi  were 
styled  the  Light  and  Lustre  of  Chess.  The  for- 
mer was  miserably  poisoned,  through  jealous 
envy,  in  the  forty-fifth  year  of  his  age,  Salvio  tells 
lis,  at  the  court  of  Prince  di  Bisignano,  in  Cala- 
bria ;  and  Paolo  Boi  was  also  poisoned  by  his  serv- 
ant for  the  sake  of  his  money.  In  the  present 
day  chess  champions  do  not  play  in  presence  of 
kings,'  nor  are  they  poisoned  either  through  jeal- 
ousy or  for  their  money,  of  which  they  possess 
little  enough.  But  it  would  be  idle  to  deny  that 
jealousy  still  exists  among  them,  for  human  nat- 
ure is  ever  the  same  in  all  ages. 

Famous  ^conquerors  or  warriors,  from  Tamer- 
lane, with  his  ''grand  chess '' plf^ed  on  aboard 
of  a  hundred  instead^  of  sixty-four  squares,  and 
Charl^magno/i-jl^sd  chessmen  of  St.  Denis  aro 
still  preserved  ih  Paris,  to  6uBt%v<vd  Selenns, 
Charlds  Xn.  o£'8weden*-Prederict""  IL  of  Prussia 
Marshdt  Baxe  and  Napoleon,  have  played  it>^ 
the  pastime  most  worthy  of  their  leisure  hours; 
and  in  addition to^e  emperors,  king^and  queens 
who  haVe  been  devotees  or  potithls  of  the  royal 
game  of  the  ScJiah,  AS."?!^  conspicuously  the  nMmes 
of  a  host  of  celebrities  in  science,  art  or  literature 

.-V'"  ' 

— amongst  these,  those  of  Buckle,  Voltaire,  Bou9^ 
seau,  Franklin,  Leibnitz  and  Eul^jMHay  bej,a]|en- 
tioned  in  the  foremost  ritilT.  A  game  of  Rous- 
seau's, won  by  him  of  the  Prince  de  Conti  at  the 
Chdteau  de  Montmorenci,  has  been  preserved, 
and  was  pttbKshed  a  few  years  ago  in  the  Loudon 
Chess  ^fonthly  ;  whhe  Voltaire  often  played  at  the 
Gaf6  Procope,  in  the  old  Latin  Quarter  of  Paris. 
Among  the  crowned  heads  of  Europe  who  play 
and  patronize  chess  are  the  l^ing  and  Queen  of 
Italy  and'  the  King  of  Sweden,  and  the  present 
Sultan  is  said  to  be  very  fond  of  the  game.  The 
marble  chessboard  of  the  Great  Mogul  at  Futti- 
poor  Sikra,  in  India,  which  covers  an  area  of  sev- 
eral acres,  still  testifies  to  the  antiquity  of  chess  ; 
and  it  is  related  of  Tamerlane  that,  before  laying 
siege  to  a  town,  he  would  send  a  herald  to  inquire 
if  there  were  any  good  chess  players  within  its 
Avails,  whose  lives  were  invariably  spared  while 
the  rest  of  the  inhabitants  were  remorselessly  put 
to  the  sword.  The  "grand  chess"  of  Tamer- 
lane, with  more  pieces  and  thirty-six  more 
squares  than  our  game  of  the  present  day,  must 
have  been  immensely  more  difficult  and  compli- 
cated than  our  modem  chess. 


The  Emperor  Paul  of  Russia  once  paid  a  visit 
to  that  famous  Parisian  chess  resort,  the  Caf6  dis 
la  R^gence,  in  Paris,  where  the  writer  has  often, 
in  the '60's,  seen  the  late  President  of  France, 
Jules  Gr6vy,  the  late  Admiral  (then  Captain)  de 
St;  Bon,  Italian  Minister  of  Marine,  and  the 
eminent  Russian  littSrateur  Tourgeneff  absorbed 
in  their  favorite  pastime  as  a  relaxation  from  the 
more  weighty  affairs  of  state  and  literature ;  and 
it  is  well  known  that  our  Morphy  used  frequently 
to  cross  swords  there  with  the  late  eccentric  Duke 
of  Brunswick. 

Historic  reminiscences  like  these  shed  a  halo  of 
romance  and  glory,  possessed  by  no  other  game, 
over  this  truly  royal,"  yet  withal  cosmopolitan, 
pastime,  ^which  is  adapted  equally  for  the  camp 
or  the  court,  the  cottage  or  tHe  drawing  room, 
the  fireside,  the  caf6  or  the  club. 

When  art  was  at  its  apogee  chess  was  in  its 
golden  prime.  Before  and  since  the  days  of 
Leonardo  da  Cntri  and  Paolo  Boi  there  have  been 
many  able  writers  on  chess.v  Oreco,  Salvio,  Cascio, 
Carrera,  Ponziani  and  others,  the  latest  of  whom 
dates  from  the  'seventeenth  centurv,  have  made 
valuable  ^ontribtitions  to  the  theory  of  the  game, 
and  the  delnit  inven|edJ>y^Bi8hop*Suy  Lopez, 
which  still  bears  his  name,  is  yet  the  most  popu- 
lar of  aI{vopen  attacks.  But  the  players  who 
haver  ^en  universally  ackjlP^Lvyiedged  to  be<  far 
^anperior  to  all  their  con tempor^riet  have  been 
three  Frenchmen,  the  first  of  whom  lived  in  the 
last  century — the  gentle  Philidor,  the  fiery  La- 
bonrdonnais  and  Wx^prenx  chevalier  Deschapelles. 
Of^these,  the  first  was  an  eminent  musician  and 
conlposer ;  the  second,  a  grftfidson  of  a  French 
governor  of  the  Mauritius ;  the  third,  an  officer 
of  the  first  Napoleon.  After  Labonrdontiaid  came 
Anderosen,  a  Prussian  professor,  from  whom^  the 
sceptre  of  chess  was  wrested  by  Morphy,  an 
American.  Since  the  retirement  of  Morpfiy — 
whose  advent  and  career  re^fnbled  that  of  a 
meteor — from  the  chess  arena  Steinitz  has  sat  for 
many  years  on  the  throne  of  chess.  To  the  many 
other  renowned  players  of  different  shades  or 
degrees  of  strength  in  this  and  the  last  century 
the  beautiful  line  of  Shelley, 

— "  Like  stars 
To  their  appointed  heights  they  shine,*' 

may  be  appropriately  applied ;  but  the  only  ac- 
knowledged kings  of  chess  have  been  the  players 
whose  names  are  quoted  above. 

At  last  the  hitherto  invincible  Steinitz  has  been 
vanquished  by  the  young  German,  Lasker,  who 
has  thus  far  shown  himself  superior  to  the  only 
two  other   possible  claimants   to  the  throne   of^^ 
chess — Tchigorin,  of  St.  Petersburg,  and  Tar- 
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rasch,  of  N»remberg,  who  recently  played  a 
drawn  match  in  the  Bussian  capital ;  for  the 
former  has  been  twice  defeated  by  Steinitz.  The 
following  will  be  found  a  correct  record  of  the 
wonderful  exploits  of  the  two  Titans  who  have 
lately  wrestled  for  the  chess  sceptre. 
'  Wilhelm  Steinitz  was  born  at  Prague,  Bohemia, 
in  1836,  and  is  consequently  now  in  his  fifty- 
ninth  year.  He  learned  chess  from  an  old  tutor, 
and  the  following  is  the  record  of  his  hitherto 
unparalleled  achievements  in  public  matches  and 
international,  masters' and  handicap  tournaments 
all  over  the  world. 

In  1862  he  defeated  Signer   Dubois,  the  re* 
nowned  Italian  expert,  in  a  match  in  London,  by 

5  games  won  to  3  lost  and  1  draw.  In  the  follow- 
ing year  he  was  also  victorious  in  three  successive 
matchea  in  the  British  metropolis  over  Deacon, 
Mongredien  and  Blackburne,  with  scores  respect- 
ively of  5  to  1,  7  to  0  and  7  to  1,  exclusive  of 
drawn  games ;  his  defeat  of  the  last-named  Eng- 
lish master  being  a  crushing  one.  In  1866  he 
achieved,  perhaps,  his  greatest  success  by  beating 
Anderssen — a  professor  of  mathematics  in  Breslau 
University  who  had  been  crowned  as  king  of 
chess  in  1851 — after  a  severe  struggle,  by  8  won  to 

6  lost  games  and  no  draws.  This  match  was  also 
played  in  London,  and  its  result  placed  him  on 
the  throne  of  chess,  which  he  has  till  recently  oc- 
cupied. In  the  same  year  he  also  defeated  Bird 
by  7  to  6  and  5  draws,  and  in  1867  Fraser,  of 
Dundee,  by  3  to  1  and  3  draws.  In  1870  he 
again  encountered  Blackburne,  the  famous  Eng- 
lish exponent  of  blindfold  chess,  in  London,  and 
for  the  second  time  inflicted  on  him  a  crushing 
defeat,  with  5  won  to  no  lost  games,  his  opponent 
being  only  able  to  draw  one  game  of  the  six  con- 
tested on  this  ocasion.  In  1872  he  gained  a. simi- 
lar decisive  victory  in  London  over  the  late  Mr. 
Zukertort,  of  Berlin,  by  7  to  1  and  4  drawn 
games.  In  1876  he  defeated  Blackburne  for  the 
third  time  in  a  set  match,  winning  all  the  seven 
games  played.  In  1882  he  beat  Mr.  Martinez,  of 
Philadelphia,  with  an  exactly  similar  score,  and 
in  the  following  year  also  by  3  to  1  and  3  draws, 
defeating  also  tlie  late  Mr..  Sell  man  by  3  to  0 
and  2  draws.  In  1883  he  vanquished  the  late 
Captain  Mackenzie  by  3  to  1  and  2  draws ;  Seflor 
Oolmayo  at  Havana  by  8  to  1  and  2  draws, 
and  Martinez  in  a  third  match  by  9  to  0  and 
2  draws.  In  1885  he  beat  Sellman  for  the 
«econd  time  by  3  games  straight.  In  1886  he 
conquered  Zukertort  for  the  second  time  by  10 
to  5  and  5  draws,  thus  proving  the  truth  of  his 
often-expressed  opinion  that  match,  not  tourna- 
scient  play,  is  the  only  true  test  of  skill ;  Zuker- 
t^ort  having  won  first  prize  in  the  London  Inter- 


national Tournament  of  1883  and  been  rashly 
dubbed  '^  champion '^  by  his  overzealous  admi- 
ers.  In  1889  he  defeated  the  famous  Russian  ex- 
pert Tchigorin  in  Havana  by  10  to  6  and  1  draw, 
and  in  1891,  also  in  Havana — the  El  Dorado  of 
chess — Gunsberg,  by  6  to  4  and  9  draws,  and  in 
1893  he  again  beat  Tchigorin  for  the  second  time 
in  Havana  in  a  set  match,  by  10  games  to  8,  ex- 
clusive of  draws.  Thus  of  twenty-one  matches 
played  in  twenty-one  years  from  1862  to  1891 
he  has  not  lost  one — a  truly  wonderful  record, 
made  by  no  other  player  living  or  dead. 

His  tournament  successes  have  been  almost 
equally  surprising.  In  international  or  masters' 
tournaments,  at  Dublin,  1865  ;  Dundee,  1867 ; 
London,  1868;  London,  1871;  London,  1872; 
Vienna,  1873,  and  Vienna,  1882,  he  won  the  first 
prize,  i.e.,  came  out  first  above  all  other  compet- 
itors in  seven  tournaments.  In  1867,  in  Paris,  he 
won  the  third  prize,  the  first  prize  being  gained 
by  the  late  Baron  Eolisch  ;  and  in  the  same  year 
he  carried  off  second  prize  at  Dundee ;  and  in 
1883,  in  London,  he  took  the  second  prize.  Only 
on  one  solitary  occasion,  viz.,  in  a  handicap  tour- 
ney in  London  in  1872,  was  he  unsuccessful  in 
winning  a  prize  ;  and  of  196  games  contested  in 
tournaments  he  won  136,  drew  34,  and  only 
lost  26. 

Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  his  tournament  as  well 
as  his  match  record  is  unparalleled  and  unprece- 
dented. 

In  comparing  him  with  Morphy,  the  London 
Cliess  Monthly  says:  ^'It  has  been  attempted  to 
draw  a  comparison  between  Steinitz  and  Morphy. 
No  such  comparison  is  possible.  Morphy  was  un- 
doubtedly the  greatest  genius  (?)  who  ever  lived, 
whilst  to  Steinitz  will  be  readily  accorded  the 
palm  of  being  the  most  talented  living  player. 
Morphy  had  no  special  style ;  he  was  a  genius. 
He  played  open  games  and  close  games  and  brill- 
iant games,  and  accommodated  his  style  to  that 
of  his  opponent.'' 

Impartial  and  competent  judges  will  differ  toto 
ccelo  with  the  above  estimate,  as  far,  at  any  rate, 
as  the  Chess  Monthly's  definition  of  genius  is  con- 
cerned, if  not  as  to  a  comparison  between  these 
two  great  players.  A  comparison  is  clearly  possi- 
ble, and  the  only  possible  ground  for  thus  dog- 
matically asserting  the  unquestionable  ^uperiority 
of  Morphy  exists  in  the  fact  that  Morphy  defeated 
Anderssen  easily  by  7  to  2,  exclusive  of  drawn 
games;  whilst  Steinitz  could  only  vanquish 'An- 
derssen by  the  narrow  majority  of  8  to  6 ;  and 
furthermore  that  Anderssen  was  at  the  zenith  of 
his  career  when  he  encountered  Morphy,  but  was 
an  old  man,  whose  powers  were  on  the  wane, 
when   he  fought    Steinitz.     On    these    grounds 
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alone  can  Morphj's  Bn{)eriorit7,  as  a  match  player 
only,  be  argued.  On  the  other  hand,  it  must  be 
borne  in  mind  that  Steiuitz  has  been  victorious 
in  many  more  matches  and  tournamcHts  alike  than 
Morphy,  and  has  a  far  longer  record  of  successes 
emblazoned  on  liis  escutcheon.  The  reasoning  of 
the  Cliess  Monthly  is  therefore  pre-eminently  fal- 
lacious ;  for  the  comparison  of  the  different  styles 
of  play  will  not  hold  water.  .  On  the  hypothesis 
tliat  the  style  of  the  modern  school,  introduced  by 
Steinitz,  is  superior  to  that  of  the  old  masters, 
still  practiced  in  Morphy's  time,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  Morphy  or  any  of  his  ilhlstrions  pred- 
ecessors could  have  adopted  it  or  adapted  their 
play  to  it,  in  the  same  manner  as  Showalter,  the 
present  American  chess  champion,  whose  play 
combines  the  Fabian  tactics  of  the  modern  school 
with  the  more  brilliant  and  attractive  combina- 
tions of  the  old  school  and  an  attack  on  tlie  King's 
side.  The  relative  skill  and  strength  of  masters 
living  at  different  epochs  must  ever  remain  qiKBS- 
tio  vexata. 

The  assertion  that  Morphy  was  a  great  genius 
is  absurd,  unless  by  genius  be  meant  only  ''chess'' 
genius  ;  for  it  by  no  means  follows  that  because  a 
man  has  a  great  genius  for  chess  that  therefore  he 
possesses  the  qualifications  of  a  great  warrior, 
statesman  or  scientist.  On  the  contrary,  grccat 
chess  players,  as  a  rule,  with  comparatively  rare 
exceptions,  as,  for  instance,  Buckle  and  Anders- 
sen,  are  simply  great  chess  players  and  great  at 
nothing  else.  To  quote  Fuller,  an  American 
writer,  in  his  criticism  of  Morphy:  *'His  (Mor- 
phy's)  was  not  a  high  order  of  intellect.''  Had 
Napoleon  devoted  his  whole  time  and  energies  to 
chess,  instead  of  to  conquering  Europe,  he  would, 
ho  doubt,  have  been  a  great  chess  genius ;  for  he 
was  proficient  in  mathematics. 

If,  however,  a  comparison  betwoen  the  pygmy 
warriors  of  the  chessboard  and  their  giant  com- 
peers of  the  Eriegspiel,  or  game  of  war,  be  per- 
missible, one  is  inclined  to  agree  with  the  CJiess 
Monthly  in  one  respect,  viz.,  that  ''Morphy  had 
the  genius  of  a  Napoleon,  whilst  Steinitz  is  the 
Von  Moltke  of  chess — the  result  of  a  life  of  hard 
study  and  intense  love  of  the  game."  Morphy, 
whoso  mother  was  French,  had  tlie  intuitive 
quickness  of  perception,  fire  and  vivacity  of  the 
more  naturally  gifted  Latin  race ;  Steinitz,  the 
slower  perception,  yet  withal  the  superior  pro- 
fundity, of  the  Teuton.  Napoleon's  definition  of 
genuis  as  applied  to  war  is  applicable  also  to 
chess.  "  Military  science,*  says  Napoleon,  "  con- 
sists in  calculating  all  the  chances  accurately  in 
the  first  place,  and  then  in  giving  accident  ex- 
actly, almost  mathematically,  its  place  in  one's 
calculations.     It  is  upon  this  point  that  one  must 


not  deceive  oneself,  and  that  a  decimal  more  or 
less  may  change  all.  Now,  this  apportioning  of 
accident  and  science  cannot  get  into  any  head  ex- 
cept that  of  a  genius ;  for  genius  must  exist 
'  wherever  there  is  a  creation  ;  and  assuredly  tho 
grandest  improvisation  of  the  human  mind  is  the 
gift  of  an  existence  to  that  which  it  has  not. 
Accident,  hazard,  chance,  whatever  you  choose  to 
call  it,  a  mystery  to  ordinary  minds,  becomes  a 
reality  to  superior  men.  A  man  to  be  really 
great,  no  matter  in  what  order  of  greatness^ 
must  have  improvised  a  portion. of  his  own  glory 
— must  have  shown  himself  superior  to  the  event 
which  he  has  brought  about.  For  instance,  Gaosar 
acted  sometimes  with  weakness,  which  makes  one 
suspect  the  praises  that  are  lavished  on  him  in 
history." 

Without  denying  the  possession  of  genius  to 
Steinitz,  it  may  be  safely  asserted  that  Morphy 
aTid  Anderssen  possessed  greater  chess  genius. 
But  no  great  player,  not  even  Jaenisch  or  Von 
der  Lasa,  has  contributed  more  to  the  progress  of 
chess  by  his  scientific  and  painstaking  analyses  in 
the  London  Field,  the  International  Chef^s  Maga- 
zine and  the  New  York  Tribune  than  Steinitz. 
He  has  rendered  thus  immense  services  to  chesi. 
As  a  theorist,  however,  he  cannot  claim  as  high 
rank  as  a  practical  player.  His  peculiar  crotchets 
and  idiosyncrasies  lessen  the  value  of  his  theory — 
and  his  pet  moves  of  Q  toB  3  in  the  Compro- 
mised Defense  to  the  "  Evans  "  Gambit  and  of  Kt 
to  K  R  3  in  the  "Two  Knights' Defense  "  have 
long  been  discarded  and  proved  to  be  bad  by  other 
great  experts,  and  his  "Modem  Chess  Instructor," 
valuable  though  it  be,  is  not  free  from  errors.  As 
he  is  now  in  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf,  being  in  his 
fifty-ninth  year,  his  powers  must  be  slightly  on 
the  wane,  and  although  hitherto  invincible,  he  is 
bound  sooner  or  later  to  be  beaten  by  a  younger 
man  ;  for,  as  he  himself  admits,  the  physical 
strain  of  a  severe  chess  match  is  far  greater  than 
that  of  a  prize  fight,  and  success  as  a  practical 
chess  player  depends  quite  as  much,  if  not  more, 
upon  physical  strength,  endurance  and  tenacity — 
upon  the  ability  to  endure  with  unflagging  en- 
ergy, sometimes  for  a  dozen  hours  at  a  stretch, 
the  stifling  atmosphere  of  hot  and  crowded  rooms ; 
in  a  word,  upon  sheer  animal  or  brute  force — 
than  upon  genius,  learning,  skill  or  natural  apti- 
tude for  the  game.  For  this  reason  alone  so 
many  brilliant  and  ingenious  players  in  the  psist 
and  present,  like  Kieseritzki,  Pollock,  Delniar 
and  a  host  of  other  able  experts,  have  failed  to 
attain  the  highest  chess  honors.  They  lack  the 
physical  stamina  and  power  of  endurance  to  with- 
stand the  severe  mental  strain  in  an  asphyxiating 
atmosphere. 
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Emannel  Lasker  was  born  nt  Berlinchen,  Prus- 
sia, December  24th,  1868,  and  is  therefore  only 
in  his  twenty-seventh  year,  or  not  nearly  half  the 
age  of  his  veteran  opponent.  After  learning  the 
game  when  twelve  years  old,  he  only  first  meas- 
ured his  skill  with  better  players  seven  years  ago. 
He  first  distinguished  himself  in  June,  1889,  by 
winning  first  prize  in  a  tournament  at  the  Eai- 
serhof  (Imperial  Hotel),  Berlin,  without  losing  a 
single  game,  and  subsequently  in  the  same  year 
won  the  first  prize  in  the  Minor  Tourney  at  Bres- 
lau.  At  Amsterdam,  in  August  of  tlio  same  year, 
he  carried  off  the  second  prize  (Burn  being  first), 
losing  only  one  game  to  Van  Vliet,  boating  the 
late  Herr  Bauer  and  Gunsberg,  and  drawing  with 
Burn  and  Mason.  In  December  of  the  same  year 
he  also  defeated  Bardele- 
ben  in  a  set  match  by  4 
to  2  and  2  draws ;  beat 
easily  in  matches  Mieses, 
Bird  and  Blackburno  with 
scores  of  5  to  0,  6  to  0  and 
C  to  0  respectively.  Pre- 
viouslv  to  this  last  en- 
counter  he  had  won  first 
prize  in  the  British  Na- 
tional Mastera'  Tournev  of 

• 

1891  in  London,  nwA  last 
year  he  won  first  prize  in 
the  Impromptu  Interr.a- 
tional  Tournament  in 
New  York,  winning  nil 
thirteen  games  played — a 
grand  achievement.  Like 
the  great  Napoleon  and 
Anderssen,  Laskor,  it 
may  be  added,  is  a  math- 
ematician, and  has  given 
lectures  on  the  higher 
mathematics. 

The  other  foremost  American  players,  who  rank 
among  the  Dii  Majores  of  chess  and  stand  next 
to  Lasker  and  Steinitz,  are  Showalter,  of  Ken- 
tucky ;  Pillsbury,  of  Boston ;  Hodges,  of  Ten- 
nessee and  Staten  Island,  and  Mason,  all  of  whom 
are  native  Americans.  Tiie  last-named  master, 
who  has  proved  himself  as  a  match  player  equal, 
perhaps,  to  any  living  expert  except  Lasker  and 
Steiiiitz,  has  long  resided  in  England.  Per  cojiira, 
several  English  and  foreign  masters,  like  Burn, 
Lee,  Pollock  and  Juznogradsky,  are  now  living  in 
America. 

After  the  four  American  players  above  named 
come  many  lesser  lights  of  the  chess  firma- 
ment—  D.  G.  Baird  and  J.  W.  Baird,  Moehle, 
Del  mar,  Martinez  and  Reichelm  ;  Kemeny,  of 
Philadelphia ;  Max  Judd,  of  St.  Louis ;  Burille, 
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of  Boston  ;  McLeod,  of  Montreal ;  Orchard,  of 
Atlanta,  and  others. 

Jackson  AV.  Showalter,  the  present  American 
champion,  first  came  into  prominence  by  winning 
first  prize  in  a  correspondence  tournament  of  the 
Elmira  Telegram,  playing  forty  games  and  win- 
ning them  all.  In  1888  he  won  first  prize  at  the 
United  States  Chess  Association  Congress  at  Cin- 
cinnati without  losing  a  single  game ;  Moehle, 
securing  second  prize,  and  Lipschutz  third.  In 
the  New  York  International  Tournament  of  1889, 
although  not  a  prize  winner,  he  came  out  pretty 
close  behind  Mason  and  Max  Judd.  In  the 
United  States  Chess  Association  Tournament  at 
St.  Louis  in  February,  1890,  ho  won  again  first 
prize  without  losing  a  single  game  ;  Pollock  being 

second,  and  Lipschiitz 
again  only  third  on  this 
occasion.  About  this  time 
he  won  nine  straight 
games  of  Lipschutz  (in- 
cluding the  two  games  in 
the  St.  Louis  Tourney), 
at  Cincinnati,  George- 
town, Lexington  and  In- 
dianapolis, winning  a 
purse  of  t50  offered  by 
the  Indianapolis  Club.  In 
1890  ho  also  played  two 
matches  with  Max  Judd, 
each  for  a  stake  of  t2dO 
a  side,  losing  the  firet  by  7 
games  to  3,  bnt  winning 
I  the  second  by  7  to  4,  and 
;  although  Max  Judd  won 
i  the  first  three  games,  he 
onlv  won  one  more,  Sho- 
■^  waiter  afterward  winning 
six  straight  games.  In 
the  same  year  in  the 
Chicago  Tourney  of  eight  playei-s  he  again  won 
first  prize,  Ncdermann  being  second  and  Pollock 
third.  In  1891  he  was,  however,  defeated  in  a 
match  in  New  York,  played  under  somewhat 
unfavorable  conditions,  for  a  stake  of  $750  a 
side,  by  7  to  1  and  7  draws,  by  Lipschutz ;  but 
in  the  same  year  he  again  won  for  the  third  time 
first  prize  in  the  United  States  Chess  Association 
Tourney  at  Lexington,  only  losing  1  game  to  Pol- 
lock, and  also  subsequently  defeated  Pollock  by  6 
to  4  in  a  match.  In  1893  he  took  third  prize  in  the 
Impromptu  International  Tourney  in  New  York, 
but  was  beaten  by  Lasker  in  a  match  at  Kokomo, 
Ind.,  for  15500  a  side,  by  G  to  2  and  2  draws,  mak- 
ing, however,  a  much  better  figlit  against  that 
eminent  player  than  anyone  who  has  yet  crossed 
swords  with  him,  with   the  exception  of  Barde- 


242 


THE   TALE   OF  A    SKELETON. 


almost  gloomy  in  his  solemn  eagerness,  he  prom- 
ised to  be  a  great  man  some  day.  Perhaps  he  is 
greater,  after  all,  in  that  unsought  world  where 
bodies  need  no  physician,  only  a  spiritual  master. 
The  details  of  his  clinic  life  do  not  concern  this 
record  save  at  that  point  where  the  woman  for 
whom  I  was  to  become  guardian  of  so  strange  a 
gift  appeared.  The  exact  date  o^  their  acquaint- 
ance I  do  not  know,  for  I  only  had  suspicions  of 
some  such  influence  in  his  life ;  his  acknowledg- 
ment to  me  came  swiftly  as  his  end.  I  imagine, 
however,  that  he  had  loved  her  silently  soise  time 
before  he  ever  told  her  of  his  feeling,  because  it 
would  be  like  him  to  guard  what  was  most  sacred 
even  from  her. 

It  was  late  on  the  night  of  November  7th,  1881, 
that  the  servant  from  tlie  house  where  he  was 
lodging  came  to  me  with  a  message  requesting 
that  I  come  to  his  room,  tt  was  not  unusual 
that  he  should  wish  to  see  me,  because  I  looked 
upon  him  as  an  exceptioniilly  clever  student,  and 
had  often  enjoyed  a  chat  with  him  upon  medical 
science.  The  notion  suited  me  exactly,  I  was 
alone  that  evening,  and  had  grown  wenry  of  my 
own  society.  I  had  made  it  a  rule  never  to  carry 
my  privileges  as  a  professor  outside  the  lecture 
room,  and  those  students  whom  I  cared  to  know 
intimately  regarded  ipe  perhaps  with  more  fel- 
lowship than  some,  ^ii^f  my  more  dignified  coi^ 
freres. 

When  I  entered  Graft's  room  I  was  surprised 
into  some  anxiety  by  his  a{)pearance.  He  was 
stretched  on  a  lounge,  his  hair  disheveled,  his 
eyes  fixed  on  some  qpot  in  the  ceiling  above  him, 
and  his  face  was  deathly  pale. 

"  What's  wrong,  Don&ld  ?"  I  said,  as  indiffer- 
ently as  the  question  would  allow.. 

He  turned  his  head  weafil;y  toward  me,  and 
putting  out  his  hand,  said,,  in.  hifl  usual  serious 
manner : 

•'Doctor,  you  will  forgive  me  for  disturbing 
you,  but  I  have  a  case  I  want  to  ask  you  some- 
thing about.  ^ 

I  took  a  chair  beside  him,  and  mechanically 
felt  his  pulse.  He  smiled  sadly  as  I  did  so,  and 
before  I  could  speak  anticipated  my  intention. 

"  Fm  all  right,  am  I  not  ?"  he  said. 

His  pulse  denoted  strong  nervous  excitement, 
and  my  first  impression  was  that  he  had  been 
drinking. 

**  What  have  you  taken  ?*'  I  asked,  with  pro- 
fessional abruptness. 

'*  Scotch  whisky,"  he  replied,  smiling. 

**  How  much  ?"  I  asked. 

"Enough  for  a  slight  cold — that  is  all;''  and 
he  pulled  his  arm  away  from  me. 

*'  You  have  been  studying  too  much,"  I  sug- 


gested, diagnosing  this  as  a  possible  cause  for 
his  excitement. 

'•  Perhaps,"  he  said,  with  the  old  sad  tone  that 
seemed  to  be  a  minor  cadence  running  through 
his  whole  nature. 

*'I  will  prescribe  something  to  quiet  you,"  I 
said,  looking  around  for  a  pen  and  ink. 

He  laid  his  big  hand  on  my  arm  to  detain  me, 
and  shook  his  head  as  he  said  : 

"  Later  I  may  need  your  help ;  just  now  I 
want  your  advice  on  a  suppositional  case." 

1  yielded  to  his  request  and  kept  my  seat. 

'*  Doctor,  you  are  a  surgeon.  Did  you  ever 
consider  that  a  woman's  heart  might  have  a  spirit 
in  the  organism  that  you  have  often  dissected 
with  your  knife  ?*'  he  asked. 

**  The  heart  is  an  organ,  with  a  physical  func- 
tion to  perform,  as  you  know.  I  cannot  reconcile 
scientiQc  fact  with  imaginative  theory,"  I  said. 

"  Are  you  a  cynic,  doctor  ?"  he  asked. 

'•No;  but  I  cannot  talk  sentiment  from  a 
surgical  standpoint." 

"  Do  you  believe  that  a  woman  can  be  loved  by 
a  mau  with  all  his  soul  and  not  return  his  devo- 
tion in  any  degree  ?"  he  asked,  with  eager  ear- 
nestness^ 

'•  Such  instances  are  of  constant  occurrence,"  I 
said,  carelessly. 

"  They  are  quite  common,  I  suppose,"  he  said, 
by  way  of  comHient. 

'•  What  18  y^ur  medical  precedent  ?"  I  asked. 

•'It  is  more  ordinary  than  I  believed,  after  all," 
he  Said,  wearily. 

•'Well,  what  is  it?" 

'*  There  is  a  friend  of  mine  who  loves  a  woman 
with  a!'I  his  being.  She  has  acknowledged  that 
she  does  not  love  him." 

He  pttused  here,  and  even  the  simplicity  of  his 
narrative  seemed  to  struggle  for  further  expres- 
sion. 

**Slie  has  never  loved  him  ?"  I  asked,  by  way 
of  relieving  his  embarrassmenl. 

**  My  friend  tells  me  he  thought  she  did  ;  yet 
she  never  told  him  so.  Perhaps  it  was  only  the 
reflection  of  his  own  great  love  that  seemed  to  bo 
hers.  She  led  him  to  believe  that  she  preferred 
him." 

'*  Go  on," I  said,  confident  that  isome  odd  theory 
would  be  the  result  of  his  argument 

••Well,  now  that  he  has  found  out  the  truth, 
he  does  not  care  to  live.  It  is  a  strange  case,  ia 
it  not,  that  the  body  should  be  ready  to  yield  its 
■physical  unity  with  life  by  the  mental  conclusion 
to  betray  it  to  the  mortal  enemy  ?".  / 

••Is  he  a  young  man  ?"  I  asked,  with  interes\' 

••  In  years,  but  not  in  hopes,"  he  said,  sadlyi 

••Such  friends   are   not  healthy  companion 
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ilic  first  gfime  and  winning  the  next  tlireo  gninea 
right  (ife  She  niso  won  a  mHJority  of  games  ol 
Mr.  Artliar  Peteff^who  tooit  first  prisse  in  tlie 
"  Free-for-all  "Tonmey  at  Koltomo.  Slie  has  now 
"been  challenged  by  Miss  V/orrall ;  but  at  present 
holiis  the  title  of  "  qdeen  of  chess,"  abdicated  by 
Mrs.  Gilbert,  of  Hartford,  Conn.,  who  once  im- 
mortalised herself  JD  the  Correspondence  Match 
America  vs.  England  by  announcing  a  mate  in 
twenty-three  moves  in  one  game,  and  also  a  mate 
in  eighteen  rn  the  other  companion  game,  to  her 
astonished  opponent  across  the  Atlantic. 


Anifrica  boasts  of  a  host  of  eminent  problem 
composers,  snch  oa  Loyd,  Shinkmau,WaJawright, 
Orchard,  Cook,  Werner,  Carpenter.  Wheeler, 
Robbins,  Tinney,  Thorn  ton,  CiimmiitgrBettmann, 
Hoffmann,  Carney,  Teed,  Joseph,  Bahaon,  Graen- 
shield^,  Fritz  Peipera,  and  others  less  Iniown  to 
fame.  Problem  composing  may  be  aaid  to  be  the 
poetry  of  chess.  Mr,  J.  G.  ^Vbite,  of  Cleveland, 
0.,  and  Mr.  E.  B.  Cook,  of  Hoboken,  N.  J.,  pos- 
sess the  two  finest  chess  libraries  in  the  world, 
containing  many  ancient  Arabic  and  tnediEeval 
manuscripts. 
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Bv  Helkn  M.  Ihcersoll. 

'i'nv.xv.  onght  to  bo  some  legend  acconnttng  for  next,  spilling  their  sawdustlike  seetla  from  rnpt- 

t!io  origin  of  the  lady's  slipper,  or  cynripedinin,  ured  capsules,  and  intrnsting  them  to  the  wind 

or  niocoisin   flower,    as    it   is  varionsly   named,  to  be  scattered  far  and  wide. 

When  I  flrBt  saw  a  company  of  them  scattered  Some  of  the  moccasin  flowers  are  yellow,  and 

throngh  the  warm  woods  on  jiurllngton  Island  in  one  is  pure  ivliito  with  spla&hings  of  pnrple.    The 

the  Delaware  the  last  name  seemed  morB.appro-  latter  is  most  seclnded  and  hides  away  in  damp 

priate.     "Lady's   slipper"  suggests    the   gravel  spots  in  the  forest,  avoiding  cheerfd  roadsides 

walks  and  hard  floors  of  civilization  rather  than  and  sunny  glades. 

the   moBsy  wood   paths   trodden   by  moccasined  Another  orchid,  perhaps  not  bo  familiar  as  the 

feet.     I  pictured  some  sylvan  god  finding  a  pair  moccasin   flower,   grows   in   the   marshei  of  the 

of  the  Hitrall  doeskin  shoes  of  the  forest,  thrown  Hnckensar.k  A'^aller,  known  to  botanists   as   the 

aside  by  an  Tndian  girl  and  holding  the  cnrvei!  of  "  beantifnl"  calopogon.     Buried  in  the  mnd  is 
her  shapely  foot,  taking  a  fancy  to 


change  them  into  fiowers  that  he 
might  always  sec  them  hanging 
from  their  tall  stalks  as  lie  passed 
that  way.  A  pretty  sight  he  must 
have  thought  them,  with  their  in- 
flated toes  of  translucent  pink, 
embroidered  with  delicate  lines  of 
deeper  color,  and  an  ornament  of 
green  leaves  abont  the  Iteel. 

Doubtless  the  Indians  that  once 
frequented  this  island  had  noticed 
the  resemblanco  to  their  own  foot- 
gear. Donbtiess,  too,  the  stout 
Hollanders  who  supported  the 
Dntch  tavern  at  the  southern  end 
of  the  island  had  stooped  to  pluck 
the  dainty  things  when  they  ap- 
peared in  late  May.  Perhaps,  who 
knows  ?  a  bunch  of  moccasin  flow- 
era  was  resting  in  a  Delft  "stein" 
when  murder  was  done  in  that  old 
bouse,  and  Indians  ran  riot.  At 
any  rate,  for  years  the  flowers  have 
been  blossoming  there,  luxuriantly 
one    season,    perhaps    scantily    the 
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a  tiny  round  bulb,  from  which  rises 
a  stem  and  a  single  long  narrow 
leaf.  The  stem  bears  at  the  top 
two  or  three  large  mauve -pink 
flowers  which  nod  among  the  tops 
of  the  tall  grasses.  Many  of  these 
orchids  are  scattered  over  the  marsh 
and  make  it  fairly  brilliant  in  early 
June.  Tliey  are  mther  hard  to 
pick,  nevertheless,  for  there  is  al- 
most always  water  with  deep  mnd 
about  them,  and  ngly  gray  snakes 
abound  among  the  tussocks  of 
"onion  grass"  where  they  grow. 
Sometimes,  however,  the calopogons 
creep  up  on  to  drier  land. 

It  may  be  well  to  say  here  that 
,  the  "lip,"  a  distingnishing  feature 
of  our  orchids,  is  that  part  o\  the 
corolla  which,  aa  a  mle,  is  the  most 
conspicuous  portion  of  it,  and  is 
usually  nearest  the  ground.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  the  lip  is  the  upper 
of  the  three  petals  (the  flower  hav- 
ing a  perianth  of  three  petals  and 
three  sepals,  mostly  alike  in  color 
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ftnil  lextnre),  but  »  hnlf-tnm  of  the  OTary  reverses 
irs  position  in  most  cases,  bringing  it  underneAth. 
Tliis  lip  nndergoes  all  sorts  of  changes  of  form. 

Ill  the  calopogon,  however,  thelialf-turn  of  the 
ovnry  mentioned  above  does  not  take  place,  and 
here,  therefore,  the  lip  is  in  its  proper  position — 
on  the  upper  side  of  the  flower.  It  is  large,  witli 
a  narrow  bnse,  and  beautifully  bearded  witli  vari- 
ons  colored  hairs,  that  seom  too  heavy  for  it,  for, 
instead  of  standing  straight  up,  the  lip  often  falls 
down  over  the  rest  of  the  flower. 

Tiiere  is  another  orchid,  the  snakenionth  (po- 
gonia),  which  is  sail]  to  rear  its  single  rose- 
colored  flower  wherever  the  calopogon  grows, 
hot  I  have  never  fonnd  it  in  such  company. 


About  the  end  of  July  the  habenarias  make 
their  appearance.  Their  flowers  are  somewhat 
inaigni Scant,  taken  separately,  in  most  of  the  v:i- 
rieties,  but  are  often  crowded  into  showy  spike.-!. 
Those  who  have  seen  the  yellow  fringed  orchis 
speak  of  it  in  glowing  t«rms.  It  is  bright  orange 
yellow  iu  color,  and  its  lip  is  adorned  with  long 
hairlike  fringes.  In  the  same  genus  are  the  pur- 
ple fringed  orchids,  one,  a  small  plant,  fragrant, 
and  common  in  bogs  ;  and  another,  mentioned  by 
Thorean  in  his  "Maine  Wooda"as  "rising  ever 
and  anon  with  its  great  purple  spikes  perfectly 
erect,  amid  the  shrubs  and  grasses  of  the  shore." 

Just  back  from  the  Hudson  River,  near  Kings- 
ton, is  a  very  small  bog,  apparently  a  paradise  for 
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orchids,  as  mnny  different  varieties  are  found 
about  it.  Hero  grows  the  ragged  fringed  orcliia, 
another  habenuriii,  very  common  in  this  part  of 
the  country — a  tall,  robnet  plant  topped  by  a 
long  cylindrical  spike  of  greenish  Qowers,  with 
heantifully  fringed  lips.  It  is  found  in  shady 
damp  places,  and  often  eurprisea  one  who  is 
pushing  at  hazard  through  a  tangled  growth  of 
nnderbrnsb. 

Before  the  habenarias  bare  finished  blooming 
the  lady's  tresses  (spiranthes)  hare  come  into 
sight  amongst  the  meadow  grasses,  or  even  on 
hillsides.  Two  distinct  kinds  may  be  found  in 
tlie  same  field.  In  one  a  slender  atalk  rises  leafless 
to  about  the  height  of  the  surronnding  grasses. 
A  series  of  frosty  white  flowers  winds  about  the 
top  of  tho  stem,  like  the  thread  of  a  screw.     The 


blossoms  open  first  at  the  bottom  of  the  series,  in 
accordance  with  a  scheme  of  cross  fertilization. 
Another  species,  resembling  the  former  some- 
what, but  in  which  the  flowers  are  differently 
arranged  upon  the  stem,  grows  near  by.  A  cross 
section  of  its  spike  will  show  the  arms  of  a  Maltese 
cross  outlined  in  flowers.  This  plant  has  both 
root  and  stem  leaves  when  in  flower. 

A  close  inspection  of  the  flowers,  which  are  very 
small,  shows  that  the  apex  of  the  lip  is  curved 
toward  the  stalk,  and  that  the  edges  are  crinkled 
and  crimped.  These  two  orchids  are  among  the 
most  common  of  this  family  near  New  York,  and 
I  have  found  them  even  in  the  city  of  New  Haven 
growing  vigorously  in  vacant  lota  where  the  soil 
has  never  been  disturbed. 
'     The  heat  of  July  and  August  brings  out  the 
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coral  roots  aii<l  rattlesnake  plantains.  A  com- 
mon species  of  the  conil  roots  (coraUorhiza)  de- 
serts the  damp  resorts  beloved  of  most  orchids, 
and  sends  up  its  curious  fleshy,  purplish  stalks 
along  dry,  sandy  wood  roads.  Like  that  other 
orchid,  Adam-and-Eve,  which  often  has  two  or 
more  bulbs  strung  together,  the  chief  interest  of 
these  plants  lies  in  the  roots.  The  tan-colored, 
purple-spotted  flowers  are  odd  enough  to  attract 
attention,  to  be  sure,  and  have  a  wide-awake  look, 
but  the  knobby  roots  are  so  like  coral  as  to  have 
given  rise  to  the  common  name.  It  is  a  curious 
plant,  anyway,  with  no  leaves  and  no  green  color, 
easily  passed  by  as  one  saunters  along  the  wood 
roads  where  it  grows,  catching  the  hot  sunshine 
as  it  glances  through  the  open  space. 

Other  things  besides  orchids  love  these  tracks 
left  by  the  woodman.  Muny  plants  struggle  out 
from  under  the  trees  into  the  genial  sunshine.  It 
is  here  that  tiny  soft  newts  crawl  about  after  a 
hard  shower  has  drowned  them  out  of  their  re- 
treats. Snakes  loiter  in  the  ruts,  and  hate  to 
mbve  from  the  place  where  they  lie,  stupid  with 
heat,  until  the  departure  of  the  sun  chills  them. 
Indeed,  I  once  saw  a  most  formidable  copper- 
head, whose  browti  and  yellow  tones  blended  with 
the  dusty  road,  moving  away  from  my  path,  as  I 
was  bearing  home  in  triumph  my  flrst  coral  ]*oot. 
That  orchid  is  always  associated  in  my  mind- with 
deadly  serpents. 

Why  the  goodyeras,  or  rattlesnake  plantains, 
should  also  be  connected,  as  from  their  name 
seems  to  be  the  case,  with  those  dangerous  ani- 
mals, I  do  not  know.  Possibly  they  were  at  some 
time  or  other  used  as  a  medicine  for  snake  bite. 
More  probably,  some  one,  noting  their  thick 
leaves,  relieved  by  conspicuous  white  veins,  was 
reminded  of  the  markings  of  a  mttlesnake's  hack. 
At  any  rate  this  is  the  only  one  of  our  Northern 
orchids  that  can  lieast  of  ornamental  foliage, 
most  of  the  others  being  content  with  merely 
plain  leaves,  or  none  at  all. 

The  flowers  are  of  not  much  account,  however, 
being  very  smalt  and  greenish  white,  with  globu- 
lar sac-shaped  lips,  forming  a  crowded  spike,  ris- 
ing from  a  cluster  of  root  leaves.  One  species  is 
extren\e1y  small,  the  ^aves  being  hardly,  an  inch 
in  length,  the. other  larger  and  somewhat  downy. 
Both  are  found  in  open  woods  where  sunshine 
can  sometimes  reach  them. 

It  will  be  seen  that  I  have  omitted  mention  of 
many  an  orchid  and  have  skipped  all  subtle  botan- 
ical distinctions,  but  there  are  seventeen  genera 
here  in  the  Northeastern  United  States,  some 
containing  only  one  species ;  others,  like  the  ha- 
benarias,  having  as  many  as  eighteen.  The  most 
beautiful   ones,   the  arethtiki^    the   calypso,  the 


white  orchis  the  ''nun  of  the  woods,"  as  Wilson 
Flagg  puts  it,  I  have  not  seen  and  dare  not  de- 
scribe, lest  some  one  more  fortunate  than  I 
should  complain  of  my  lack  of  feeling. 


GEOGRAPHICAL    NEWS. 

By  George  C.  Hurluut,  Secretary  of  thk  Amkrican 

Geographical  Society. 

One  of  the  most  famous  of  African  explorers,  Captain 
Verney  Lovett  Cameron,  met  bin  death  on  the  26th  of 
March  last  by  a  fall  from  bis  horse  on  the  way  home  from 
a  day^s  hunting.  Captain  Cameron  (then  lieutenent)  com- 
manded the  Liyingstone  relief  expedition  which  left  Bnga- 
moya,  on  the  east  coast  of  Africa,  for  the  interior  early  in 
1873.  The  march  was  long  and  painful ;  Cameron  and  bis 
European  companions  sickened,  and  after  tax  months  of 
toil  native  carriers  met  them  in  Unyanyembe  bearing  Li  v. 
ingstone^s  body.  Cameron  pushed  on  alone  to  Lake  Tan- 
ganika,  and  made  a  survey  of  the  southern  half.  From 
natiTiB  reports  he  became  oonvmced  that  the  Lukuga  River, 
the  outlet  of  the  lake  on  the  west,  commonioated  with  the 
Lnalaba,  and  that  this  would  bring  him  to  the  Congo  ;  but 
lack  of  means  forced  him  to  give  up  the  idea  of  descending 
the  river,  and  the  feat  was  achieved  by  Stanley  three  years 
later.  Leaving  the  lake,  Cameron  continued  his  journey 
to  the  west,  and  in  November,  1875,  M-rived  at  Benguela. 
His  book,  '*  Across  Africa,*'  recorded  his  observations  dur- 
ing  this  i-emnrkable  expedition,  which  won  for  him  the  gold 
medals  of  (he  principal  geographical  societies.  In  1882  he 
visited  the  Gold  Coast  with  Burton,  sad  for  the  past  ten 
years  was  interested  in  African  trading  companies.  By 
what  is  well  described  as  a  strange  and  mournful  ooinc  i- 
denoe,  the  Mouvement  OtiOffraphique  of  April  Ist  publishes 
side  by  nde  the  news  of  Cameron's  death  and  the  report  of 
the  exploration  of  the  Lukuga  by  Deloommune,  in  the  r.n- 
tumn  of  1892.  This  exploration  confirmed  the  fact  announced 
by  Cameron  so  long  ago  that  the  Lukuga  was  the  outlet 
of  Lake  Tanganika.  The  river  flows  in  a  general  east  and 
west  direction,  but  with  a  bend  to  the  north.  Where  it 
leaves  the  lake  the  altitude  is  2,700  feet,  and  it  descends 
from  this  height  by  a  succession  of  rapids  till  it  unites  wiih 
the  Loalaba  (the  Upper  Congo)  in  a  valley  1,100  feet  abo\e 
the  sea.  The  whole  coarse  of  the  Lukuga  is  312  miles,  and 
It  is  not  in  itaelf  an  importaat  stream.  Beloommnne  fbnnd 
t^e  population  denser  in  this  valley  than  in  any  other  part 
of  Africa  visited  by  him.  The  people  sm  of  Ae  Baluba 
race,  independent  and  high-spirited,  and  tbeir  villages 
stand  in  large  plantations  of  manioc.  The  houses  are 
square,  with  rounded  thatched  roofs,  and  Uie  domestic 
animals  are  goats  and  poultry.  Hippopotami  «id  croco- 
diles are  found  in  the  river.  Delcommune  and  his  com- 
panions, the  first  Europeans'  ever  seen  by  the  people  of 
tliis  valley,  were  everywhere  kindly  received.  A  southern 
affluent  of  the  Lualaba,  the  Lubudi,  was  explored,  also  in 
1892,  by  Messrs.  Francqui  and  Comet  This  river,  previ- 
ously  almost  unknown,  flows  from  the  moimtain  group 
called  by  the  Portuguese  Mount  Kameii,  the  southern 
slopes  of  which  give  rise  to  the  Zambezi.  The  basin  of 
the  Lubudi  is  bounded  on  the  northwest  by  the  line  of 
summits  in  which  the  Lulua  and  the  Sanknm,  branches  of 
the  Kassai,  have  their  origin  ;  ami  tlio  river  unites  with  the 
Upper  Lualaba  below  the  Nzilo  Falls. 

As  THE  terra  inc4>giuta  of  Africa  dimiufslies  the  question 
of  the  boundaries*  asdtlmes  a  practical  importance.* •    The 
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doctrine  of  the  hinterland,  or  right  to  the  land  lying  back 
of  the  coast  settlements  or  colonies,  "with  its  vague  prom- 
ises of  empire,  was  natnrally  destined  to  a  short  duration. 
England  and  Portugal  have  defined,  perhaps  temporarily, 
their  dividing  lines  in  South  Africa ;  a  treaty  has  laid  down 
the  boundary  between  English  and  Germau  East  Africa ; 
France  and  Germany  have  settled  their  respective  claims 
to  the  hinterland  of  the  Eamerun  and  the  French  Congo ; 
and  the  Congo  Free  State  has  just  come  to  an  agreement 
with  Portugal  concerning  the  district  of  Lunda,  in  dispute 
between  them  for  a.  long  time.  There  are  several  other 
boundary  questions,  such  as  that  between  France  and  Eug- 
Lind  in  the  Niger  country,  and  that  between  France  and 
the  Congo  State,  still  unsettled ;  but  there  seems  to  be  a 
tacit  accord  among  the  Europeans  to  divide  among  them- 
selves in  a  friendly  spirit  the  lands  they  acquire  i^i  Africa 
by  fair  means  and  foul.  This  looks  like  an  improvement 
on  the  sixteenth  century,  when  the  whites  killed  each  other 
as  well  as  the  red  men. 

The  Germans  on  the  Benue  have  examined  the  geology 
of  the  country,  which  Dr.  Passarge  reports  to  be  charac- 
terized, beyond  the  alluvial  plains  of  the  Kiger  mouth,  by 
sandstone  plateaus  bonndiug  the  valleys  of  both  rivers 
and  surmounted  by  crystalline  rocks.  In  the  valleys  are 
hills  of  volcanic  origin.  In  the  sandstone  region  the  soil 
is  laterite  in  extensive  plains.  Dr.  Ptissarge  fixes  the  posi. 
tiou  of  the  Kasa  Hill,  near  the  town  of  Yola,  in  N.  Lat.  9^ 
15.9,  E.  Long.  12*^  46.5'.  This  longitude  is  about  six  min- 
utes greater  than  that  of  Mizou^s  observations,  and  it  is 
evident  that  this  important  point  of  Yola  is  put  too  far  to 
the  west  on  existing  maps.  In  Eastern  Africa  the  Germans 
are  actively  engaged  in  fixing  geographical  positions  be- 
tween the  coost  and  the  Victoria  Nyanza ;  and  this  is  their 
rule  in  all  the  colonies. 

Iv  Asia  Dr.  Sven  Hedin,  who  has  undertaken  to  cross  the 
continent  from  west  to  east,  writes  under  date  of  February 
18th,  from  Margelan,  in  Fergana,  that  his  journey  had  so 
far  been  successful.  He  expected  to  reach  Kashgar  at  the  be- 
ginning of  April  and  to  go  from  there  to  Lah,  at  which  place 
he  would  decide  upon  his  route  through  Thibet,  probably 
in  the  direction  of  Nan-Shan  and  thence  by  way  of  Ala-Shan 
and  Ordofi  to  Pekin.  A  most  adventurous  journey,  made 
in  Thibet  by  Miss  Annie  U.  Taylor,  is  noticed  by  Mr.  W.  W. 
liockhill,  in  a  letter  to  the  Geographical  JoumaL  Miss 
Taylor  left  Tan-ohan,  in  Kan-su,  September  2d,  1892,  with 
five  Ayrift.ti/ii^  She  crossed  the  Yellow  Biver  into  the  Golok 
country,  and  over  the  difficult  pass  of  Bab-la,  to  the  town 
of  Kegu.  The  tea  road  was  followed  beyond  this,  where 
available,  and  at  last  the  Bo-chu  Biver,  which  confines  the 
Lhasa  distriot,  was  nearly  reached,  when  the  whole  party 
was  captured  and  turned  back.  From  Eegu,  on  their  re- 
torn,  they  passed  along  the  tea  road  to  Ta-chien-lu,  and 
thence  descended  the  Yaug-tse  Biver  to  Shanghai. 


RECENT  PROGRESS  IN  SCIENCE. 

By  Ernest  Ingersoll. 

The  Australians  have  been  paying  much  attention  duj^- 
ing  the  last  few  years  to  the  subject  of  artesian  we]ls,  a 
matter  of  immense  importance  in  a  large  port  of  th^ir  civil- 
ized domains,  and  without  wjiich  much  expansion  of 
froutier  seems  impossible.  In  New  South.  Wales  wells 
haye  been  sunk  in  widely  separated  diiitricUi<of  dry  plain, 
l^ld,  pow.^f ul  streams  have  been  btruck  at  a  depth^  usutdly 


of  about  350  feet,  but  sometimes  1,200  feet  of  depth  have 
been  necessary.  These  are  in  the  great  cretaceous  basin, 
which  covers  an  area  of  nearly  100,000  square  miles.  The 
government  has  sunk  many  experimental  wells  and  en- 
oonrage<l  others,  bat  no  use  of  the  water  for  irrigation  has 
yet  been  mode,  the  country  being  largely  devoted  to  past- 
uring, and  the  water  principally  required  for  the  use  of 
the  stock  and  the  home  stiitions.  In  the  adjoining  colony, 
QaeeDsland,  many  deep  wells  have  been  bored,  several  of 
which  give  above  200.000  gallons  a  day,  while  one,  1,370 
feet  deep,  at  Gharleville,  yields  the  enormous  flow  of 
3,000,000  gallons  a  day.  This  is  said  to  be  equivalent  to  an 
annuail  rainfall  of  29  inches  on  91  square  miles.  The  most 
important  question  is  the  proper  control  over  these  artesian 
waters,  the  misuse  of  which  has  been  repeatedly  brought 
to  notice.  The  discovery  of  artesian  water  is  a  positive 
godsend  to  the  colonies.  It  renders  the  climate  regenera- 
tion of  the  continent  through  irrigation  and  tree  planting 
possible,  and  it  would  therefore  be  nothiug  short  of  a  na- 
tional crime,  through  want  of  care  and  economy,  to  kill 
what  may  be  truly  said  to  be  the  goose  that  lays  the  golden 
eggs.  The  supply  in  the  cretaceous  basin  cannot  be  il- 
limitable, for  it  is  only  the  rainfall  reappearing  on  the  sur- 
face of  the  earth,  but  it  is  quite  likely  that  many  thousands 
of  wells  may  be  sunk  with  undiminished  success.  The 
various  colonial  governments  are  speudiug  vast  sums  of 
mi>ney  on  artesian  operations,  and  private  individuals  tire 
equally  enterprising. 

Trees  are  now  often  felled  by  electricity — a  plan  which 
nature  put  in  practice  long  ago.  The  modern  artificial 
method  is  as  follows :  A  plantinum  wire,  heated  white  hot 
by  the  current,  is  used,  stretched  between  two  poles,  as  a 
saw.  There  is  less  work  than  with  a  saw,  no  sawdust  is 
produced,  and  the  charring  of  the  surface  of  division  tends 
to  prevent  decay.  In  some  oases  the  time  required  to  fell 
a  tree  by  this  method  is  only  one-eighth  of  that  necessary 
for  sawing. 

The  destructive  effects  of  projectiles  on  the  human  body 
were  the  subject  of  a  recent  lecture  by  Professor  Y.  Hors- 
ley  at  the  Boyal  Institution  in  London.  The  speed  of  the 
projectile  was  regarded  as  an  important  factor  in  the  ef- 
fects produced,  and  also  its  sectional  area  and  weight; 
but  Professor  Horsley  regailrded  the  constitution  of  the 
body  struck  as  having  the  most  important  bearing  on  the 
behavior  of  the  bullet  striking  it.  He  asks.  Why  does  a 
bullet  simply  perforate  some  substances,  such  as  wood  or 
iron,  while  in  others,  such  as  clay,  brain,  etc.,  it  exercises 
a  bursting  action  ?  The  answer,  he  &iyB,  is  quite  simple ; 
the  destructive  effects  vary  directly  as  the  viscosity  of  the 
body.  This  was  established  by  some  remarkable  researches 
made  by  Huguier>  who  suggested,  from  observations  on 
dead  organs,  that  the  cause  of  the  great  disturbance  was 
when  the  tissues  contained  water  in  large  quantity,  and 
that  the  energy  of  the  projectile  being  imparted  to  the 
particles  of  water  caused  their  dispersion.  This  sugges- 
tion was  shown  to  be  correct  by  Kocher.  If  a  shot  be  fired 
through  two  tin  canisters  of  equal  size,  the  one  full  of  dry 
lint  and  the  other  of  wet,  it  will  simply  perforate  the 
former,  but  cause  the  latter  to  burst  explosively.  In  tho 
same  way  shots  fired  into  dough  have  more  or  less  disrup- 
tive effect,  according  to  the  amount  of  water  in  the  dough; 
the  more  fluid  the  substance  the  greater  the  destruction. 
Now,  in  life  the  brain  is  a  more  or  less  fluid  body ;  hence 
a  shot  fired  into  the  skull  must  have  a  disruptive  effect, 
aud  the  brain  substimce  must  be  driven  against  the  inter- 
nal surface  of  the  skull.  Professor  Horsley  then  passed 
to  the  **  pathological*'  side  of  the  subject,  and  deBcribed 
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ezperimenis  whiob  show  that  tho  first  oause  of  death  ia  saoh 
cases  is  Dot  arrest  of  the  heart  nud  syncope,  as  the  text- 
books affirm,  seeing  that  the  heart  continues  to  beat.  It 
\a  rather  arrest  of  breathing :  (fnd  if  artificial  respiration 
bo  quickly  performed  recovery  from  the  otherwise  fatal 
arrest  may  be  obtained,  as  has  been  experimentally  proved. 
The  practical  deduction  from  this  fact  is  that,  with  wounds 
in  the  head  from  rifles  and  revolvers,  the  first  thing  to  be 
done  is  to  employ  artificial  respiration  rather  than  to  give 
stimulants,  as  is  not  unfrequently  done,  especially  by  non- 
professional persons  who  witness  accidents  arising  from 
gunshot  wounds. 

The  interest  of  naturalists  has  been  much  aroused  by  the 
recent  arrival  in  England  of  two  complete  skins  and  skele- 
tons of  the  so-called  white  rhinoceros  (Rhinoceros  simus), 
which  has  of  late  become  very  rare.  Perhaps  these  repre- 
sent the  last  living  specimens.  This  species  is  the  largest 
of  the  rhinoceroses,  exceeding  in  bulk  any  other  animal 
except  tho  elephant.  These  two  were  six  feet  nine  inches 
and  six  feet  six  inches  high  at  the  fore  shoulder,  and  six- 
teen and  fourteen  feet  long  (to  tip  of  tail)  respectively.  It 
long  ago  received  the  name  white  in  some  unaccountable 
way,  for  it  is  actually  of  a  darker  lead  color  than  the  or- 
dinary African  species  (E.  bicornis).  It  inhabits  8outh 
Africa  south  of  the  Zambezi  River,  and  was  formerly  very 
abundant,  but  has  now  been  nearly  or  quita  exterminated. 
It  differs  from  the  ordinary  species  in  siz3  not  only  and  in 
the  greater  length  of  the  foremost  of  the  two  horns  (which 
in  the  above  instances  measured  one  foot  eleven  inches  and 
one  foot  seven  inches),  but  particularly  in  not  having  a  pro- 
jecting, flexible,  prehensile  upper  lip,  fitted  for  grasping 
bunches  of  leaves  and  browsing.  In  this  species  the  up- 
per lip  is  very  short,  giving  a  square  aspect  to  the  mouth, 
and  the  animal  subsists  altogether  by  cropping  grass.  It 
is  greatly  to  be  hoped  that  a  living  pair  may  be  obtained, 
83  that  the  species  may  be  perpetuated  in  captivity ;  but 
there  is  much  reason  to  fear  that  this  is  impossible. 

Another  attempt  to  photograph  the  sun's  corona  in  full 
sunlight  will  soon  be  made  by  Professor  George  £.  Hale, 
who  is  now  abroad  and  will  visit  Mount  £tna  specially  for 
the  purpose.  Professor  Hale*s  persistent  efforts  to  dis- 
cover a  way  of  achieving  this  much-sough t-f or  result  will 
(says  Astronomy  and  Astro-Physics) ^  we  believe,  be  re- 
warded with  success  before  long. 

The  recent  discoveries  of  electrical  science  in  tho  pro- 
ductions of  oscillation  of  high  frequency  are  opening  some 
exceedingly  interesting  lines  of  inquiry  in  electro-therapeu- 
tics. The  experiments  of  Dr.  d* Arson val,  of  Paris,  have 
been  especially  suggestive,  as  they  throw  light  upon  the  re- 
lations between  electricity  and  the  nerves.  Without  going 
into  the  method  of  producing,  or  certain  peculiarities  man- 
ifested, it  is  sufficient  to  say  that  the  phenomena  noticed 
accompany  the  use  of  an  oscillating  current,  and  the  most 
remarkable  of  these  phenomena  was  the  fact  that  a  really 
strong  current  of  this  kind  can  be  passed  through  the 
human  body  without  the  slightest  consciousness  of  it. 
This  current  possesses  enormous  inductive  power,  and  it 
would  seem  as  though  every  part  of  the  body  would  be- 
come the  seat  of  an  electro-motive  force,  and  the  whole 
person  would  be  uniformly  penetrated  by  currents  having 
their  origin  in  the  interior  of  the  tissues.  That  this  is  so 
was  shown  by  D'Arsonval,  who  carried  an  incandescent  lamp 
on  his  forehead  mounted  upon  a  single  turn  of  wire,  sep- 
arated by  a  little  space  from  a  crown.  The  crown,  when 
traversed  by  an  oscillatory  discharge,  develops  in  the  ring 
a  current  sufficient  to  keep  the  lamp  lighted,  showing  that 


the  head  itself  must  be  traversed  by  similar  currents.  An- 
other experiment  proves  the  existence  of  currents  in  tho 
human  body  produced  by  auto-conduction.  If  a  person 
enfold  in  his  arms  a  solenoid,  and  complete  the  circuit  by 
an  incandescent  lamp  which  he  holds  in  his  hands  by  the 
handles,  the  current  will  pass  down  his  arms  and  illuminate 
the  lamp. 

A  LONO  account  of  the  origin  and  growth  of  the  common 
garden  strawberry  of  England  and  America,  contributed  by 
L.  H.  Bailey  to  the  American  Naturalist^  comes  to  the  con- 
clusion that  our  most  excellent  berry  is  a  direct  modifica- 
tion of  the  native  Chilian  plant  and  fruit.  The  modified 
type  has  driven  from  cultivation  the  Virginian  berries, 
which  were  earlier  introduced  into  gardens,  and  the  orig- 
inal type  of  the  Chilian  berry  is  little  known,  as  it  tends  to 
disappear  quickly  through  variation  when  cultivated.  This 
conclusion  is  of  great  interest  to  botanists,  for  if  it  is  justi- 
fied, a  type  of  plant  has  been  differentiated  in  less  than 
fifty  years  so  completely  that,  in  the  first  place,  three 
species  have  been  erected  upon  it,  and,  secondly,  rarely  as- 
sociated by  horticulturists  with  its  present  species. 

Crx>T7DS  vary  greatly  in  height,  and  it  is  sometimes  easy 
enough  to  measure  them,  and  on  the  other  hand  it  is  often 
very  difficult.  Two  ways  are  open.  One  is  by  triangula- 
tion  upon  tho  cloud  between  two  observers  at  a  consid- 
erable distance  apart.  Another  way  is  to  observe  the  illu- 
mination of  lofty  clouds  before  sunrise  cr  after  sunset,  and 
calculate  their  height  by  the  angle  with  the  horizon.  By 
the  latter  method  Professor  Cleveland  Abb<S,  of  the  Kaval 
Obserratory,  Washington,  lately  discovered  thai  a  cloud 
must  have  been  at  least  ten  miles  high,  since  it  was  near 
the  zenith  and  was  illuminated  au  hour  and  forty  minutes 
before  sunrise.  The  present  writer  has  repeatedly  stood 
upon  mouutain  tops  a  mile  and  a  half  above  the  general 
level  of  the  surrounding  country  and  seen  light  clouds 
floating  at  a  vast  height  above  him,  while,  perhaps,  at  tho 
same  time  a  low  cloud  would  cut  off  the  base  of  the  mount- 
ain from  view. 

A  VEBT  interesting  description  of  the  formation  and  be- 
havior of  a  waterspout  in  the  Red  Sea  has  lately  been  fur- 
nished to  La  Nature  by  a  French  officer.  On  a  clear, 
calm  day,  with  the  thermometer  at  about  90^  Fahrenheit, 
a  vapory  protuberance  issued  from  a  great  cloud  and 
lengthened  itself  slowly,  like  a  tentacle,  toward  the  sea, 
which  rose  with  a  violent  boiling  action  underneatn  it. 
Presently  a  whirling  tongue  of  water  rose  until  it  effected 
a  union  with  the  **  tentacle*'  of  the  cloud,  and  the  water- 
spout was  formed.  It  was  now  shaped  like  a  long  hour- 
glass, but  the  lower  part  >\as  much  smaller  than  the  upper, 
and  almost  transparent  in  the  middle,  but  solid  and  well 
defined  at  the  base  and  edges.  This  changed  to  a  regular 
cylinder,  leaning  somewhat,  as  if  by  the  wind,  and  sur- 
rounded by  a  gray  vapor.  Then  it  began  to  grow  slender 
and  to  twist  and  wave  about,  grew  more  cone-shaped,  al- 
most detaching  itself  from  the  water,  and  gradually  grow- 
ing more  and  more  slender  until  it  appeared  finally  as  if 
it  were  only  an  undulating  cable  reaching  from  the  cloud, 
which  had  by  this  time  nearly  disappeareil,  as  if  emptied 
down  the  swaying  pipe,  and  this  suddenly  vanished.  The 
whole  phenomena  occupied  about  seventeen  minutes.  Its 
analogy  with  the  sandstorms  of  the  adjacent  deserts  will  be 
realized.  These  whirling  **  sandspouts  "  occur  in  summer, 
and  are  due  to  the  influx  of  bodies  of  cold  air  from  the 
south,  where  the  heavy  rains  are  falling  and  cooling  the  at- 
mosphere. The  same  influences  would  act,  of  course,  over 
the  surface  of  the  narrow  sea  separating  Ambiafrom  Egypt. 


FRANK    LESLIE'S 

Popular  Monthly. 


Vou  XXXVIII. 


SEPTEMBER,  1894. 


No.  3. 


H.  CASlMlR-rERtER, 


OF  TBE  FRENCH  REPUBLIC. 


THE   PRESIDENCY  OF   THE   FRENCH    REPUBLIC. 

Bv  Frederick  S.  Diniel. 

The  foul  assaeei  nation  of   Carnot    ought,   of    moves  a  Cariiot.     These  are  truly  liome-thruat 

riglit,  npparently,  to  have  the  effect  of  coiisolklat-    illnstrationa  of  the  truth  that,   under  the  ever 

iiig  the  French  Republic,  his  life  and  his  example    more  rapidly  clianging  state  of  human  affaire,  the 


liuviug  contributed  to  that  end.     In  these  tii 
Ihiit  run  BO  swiftly  oven  the  shock  at  the  news  that 
Buch  a  man  had  been  struck  down  came  not  wholly 


inetantaueoiis,  broNdcast  fermentation  of  wild 
fancies  thtit  utterly  ignore  common  sense  and 
universal  experience,  and  that  are  based  chiefly 


as  a  surprise.     Individual  fanaticism  removes  a    on   savage   instincts — however   temporarily  nox- 
Lincoln,   a   tiarGeld  ;    organized   faoaticiBui    re-     ious  in  their  inipotency  for  achieving  pretended 
Vol  XXIVIU.,  Ho.  3—17. 
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good  aims,  and  tlicreforc  needing  repression — is, 
of  course,  an  obstacle  tliat  besets  civilization  on 
irs  road  to  a  higher  development.  Briefly,  the 
same  old  causes  remain  at  work  in  tlie  realm  of 
good  and  evil,  but  their  effects  appear  sharper 
and  quicker  since  scientific  discoveries  have  en- 
joined the  present  speedy  gait  by  which  all  are 
forcibly  whirled  along. 

All  nations  have  come  into  a  knowledge  of  tlieir 
new  standing  and  of  their  liabilities  amidst  the 
generally  altered  situation.  War  has  been  openly 
and  formally  declared  against  them  by  the  mod- 
ern philanthropists,  '^  the  friends  of  mankind," 
with  dynamite  in  their  hands  and  pockets,  and 
from  these  **  friends,*'  bearing  gifts  and  offering 
handshakes  not  of  the  right  sort,  mankind  clam- 
ors to  be  saved.  The  revolutionary  spirit  afloat 
is  strong,  but  the  nations  have  already  proclaimed 
that  they  will  suppress  the  new  and  undesirable 
friendship.  If  so,  discipline  is  required,  though 
not  of  the  old  style,  exclusively  at  least,  for  this 
ia  justly  an  era  of  improvements.  Precisely  in 
Dante's  ''  Hell "  one  of  his  many  Italian  occupants 
of  its  many  fire-and- brimstone  lakes  is  made  to 
report,  on  arrival  there  for  canse,  these  precise 
words  upon  the  affairs  of  the  upper  crust :  *'  Lo 
leg^i  yi  son,  ma  chi  pon  mauo  ad  essi  V*  Laws 
there  be,  but  who  puts  hand  to  them  ?  In  other 
words,  he  wished  to  convey  that  laws  are  good 
things  when  enforced,  that  is,  absolutely  en- 
forced ;  otherwise  they  are  mere  fiirces  and 
gewgaws, 

Dante  might  make  a  similar  mundane  report 
to-day  and  it  would  hold  good.  French  indulgence 
in  excessive  levity  and  mockery  is  itself  taxable 
for  a  share  ^the  vast  fund  of  mischief  which 
filters  in  and  through  extravagant  noddles  the 
world  over  ;  only  a  share,  however,  be  it  i*emem- 
bered,  for  there  have  been  and  are  far  vaster  in- 
fluences at  work  to  prqduce  the  prevsilont  spirit. 
No  nation  luis  been  uninfluenced  by  that  French 
mischief,  that  French  example ;  there  are  many 
iiommunities  to-day  copying  France  wholesale,  in 
art,  fashions,  modes,  society,  hazardous  thinking 
and  talking,  and  all  the  rest.  Italy,  since  Na- 
poleon I.,  has  been  an  annex  receptacle  of  French 
extravagances  and  styles,  mainly  the  things  ex- 
ported, while  the  better  qualities,  the  things  of 
value,  which  sustain  France  as  a  nation,  have 
quietly  remained  unnoticed  within  her  own  limits 
for  use ;  Russia  oontinues  a<lding  on  French  var- 
nish to  its  rude  empire  ;  even  the  grand,  sturdy 
<»ld  **  Vaterland  "  has  ))ccn  u;jconsciouslv  touched, 
tliough  slightly,  by  French  influences  during  this 
century  ;  wliile  England,  only  tweiity  miles  away, 
lias  been  far  less  impressed  than  America  with  its 
fresh,  new  conditions,  ever  covetous  of  "adapta- 


tions," coming  from  any  quarter — ''And  why 
not  ?"  is  the  quick  native  demand  I 

3Iean while,  though  the  electric  pen,  reaching 
to  every  mind  simultaneously,  is  mightier  than 
any  sword  or  other  implement,  and  though  it  be 
wielded  in  the  service  of  fanaticism,  there  is  no 
end  of  presidents  and  kings,  however  uneasy  lie 
their  heads  wearing  crowns  or  plain  hats ;  as 
soon  as  one  is  killed  another  steps  into  his  place. 
So  Perier  clutches  the  reins  from  his  predeces- 
sor's hands,  and  there  is  nothing  changed  in 
France  :  the  President  is  dead,  long  live  the 
President !  according  to  the  old  French  formula, 
adapted  to  republican  institutions. 

President  Carnot  was  assassinated  at  Lyons  on 
June  24: th,  the  anniversary  of  the  battle  of  Sol- 
ferino,  which  was  gained  by  the  French  army 
and  virtually  established  Italy  as  an  independent 
nation.  The  assassin  was  an  Italian  Anarchist, 
twenty-one  years  old,  named  Caserio.  The  Presi- 
dent was  at  Lyons  visiting  the  exhibition,  and, 

while  driving  at  9:15  p.m.  from  a  banquet  to  the 
theatre,  the  murderer  jumped  out  from  the  im- 
mense throng  cheering  in  the  street,  and,  under 
cover  of  presenting  a  huge  bouquet  of  flowers, 
s})rang  on  the  footstep  of  the  carriage,  and  drawing 
down  the  six-and-a-half-inch  blade  of  a  dagger 
concealed  up  his  sleeve,  plunged  it  with  all  his 
strength  into  the  abdomen  of  his  victim,  who  died 
three  hours  afterward  at  the  Prefecture  in  great 
agony,  without  obtaining  relief  from  his  suffer- 
ings through  surgical  attention  ;  in  fact,  as  usnal 
in  such  cases,  the  surgeons  added  enormously  to 
his  pain,  as  he  himself  exclaimed,  while  bearing 
their  manipulations  with  comparative  fortitude 
and  patience.  The  news  spread  swiftly  to  every 
part  of  Lyons,  and  infuriated  crowds  attacked 
Italians  wherever  seen  in  the  streets,  sacked  an 
Italian  restaurant  and  threatened  the  Italian  Con- 
sulate, which  the  police  had  the  utmost  difficulty 
in  protecting.  An  hour  after  the  occurrence  Paris 
was  diimfounded  by  the  startling  news,  which 
was  telegraphed  throughout  the  world,  that  thus 
heard  it  even  before  France  herself  was  aware  of 
it.  The  President  had  been  disinclined  to  make 
the  trip  to  Lyons,  owing  to  his  engagements  at 
Paris ;  but,  because  anarchistic  threats  were  ad- 
dressed to  him,  that  if  he  went  his  life  would  be 
taken,  he  considered  it  his  boundcn  duty  to  at- 
tend the  exhibition,  and  ro«iched  tlie  city  on  the 
day  previous  to  his  murder,  attended  by  members 
of  his  cabinet  and  staff.  He  was  received  at  the 
station,  according  to  French  custom,  by  the 
Mayor  and  othier  local  officials,  who,  in  twenty- 
seven  carriages  drawn  by  horses  dra|>ed  with  the 
national  flag,  escorted  him  and  his  party  to  the 
City  Hall.     Cheering  crowds  packed  the  streets 
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and  gave  him  such  ti  welcome  as  he  had  never 
before  received  in  the  provinces,  and  rarely  had 
been  accorded  him  in  tlie  gay  capital  itself  with 
its  two  and  a  half  million  inhabitants.  At  the 
City  Hall  a  luncheon  was  served,  and  in  the  even- 
ing a  dinner  in  his  honor  at  the  Prefecture  Pal- 
ace, from  the  balcony  of  which  he  reviewed  a 
large  torchlight  procession,  followed  by  fireworks 
and  an  illumination  of  the  city.  The  programme 
for  the  next  day  was  submitted  to  him  in  detail, 
and  he  expressed  his  satisfaction  with  the  ar- 
rangements, which  included,  as  the  chief  attrac- 
tion, his  fatal  drive  through  the  streets  to  the 
theatre.  He  was  in  a  peculiarly  happy  mood 
next  evening,  during  the  banquet  at  the  Cham- 
ber of  Commerce,  elated  by  the  cordiality  of  his 
reception,  both  by  the  guests  within  the  building 
and  by  the  vociferous  crowds  outside  in  the 
street.  V/hen  the  procession  moved  toward  the 
theatre  the  demonstrative  enthusiasm  of  the 
crowds  surrounding  the  carriage  easily  enabled 
the  assassin  to  push  his  way  forward  quite  unno- 
ticed and  to  leap  on  its  step  to  strike  his  blow. 
The  carriage  stopped,  for  the  President  with  livid 
face  had  fallen  back  against  the  cushions,  and  an 
outcry  arising,  the  people  seemed  suddenly  to  go 
mad  with  characteristic  French  excitement.  As 
the  assassin  sprang  down,  in  his  effort  to  escape, 
he  was  seized,  and  would  have  been  torn  and  tram- 
pled to  death  but  for  police  interference,  which 
extricated  him  from  the  hands  of  his  captors  and 
hurried  him  off  to  the  station  house,  the  police 
being  guarded  by  a  detachment  of  cavalry  as 
they  pulled  him  away  from  the  scene  amidst  the 
citizens'  shouts  of  "To  the  lamppost !''  Instantly 
the  gay  festivities  of  Lyons  were  changed  into 
mourning,  the  exhibition  was  closed,  and  the 
public  buildings  were  draped  in  black,  as  the  head 
of  the  state  had  been  "  annihilated,''  suddenly  and 
mysteriously,  even  in  the  city  making  so  profuse 
a  display  of  its  hospitality  and  affection.  It  had 
not  been  thought  that  the  President  would  run 
any  real  risk  in  visiting  Lyons,  as,  throughout  all 
the  anarchist  outrages,  the  Presidential  mansion 
at  Paris,  the  Elysee,  had  never  been  molested,  a 
fact  that  had  been  more  than  once  made  tlie  sub- 
ject of  comment,  and' it  was  fancied  that  its  oc- 
cupant was  regarded  tis  too  innocent  a  ])ersonage 
to  be  personally  made  a  target  of  by  the  accom- 
plices and  followers  of  Vaillant,  who  attempted 
to  blow  up  with  dynamite  the  Chamber  of  Dep- 
uties in  December,  1893.  Yet,  however  univers- 
ally liked  and  respected  the  President  was,  the 
gang  of  conspirators  had  already  passed  sentence 
of  death  upon  him,  and  its  execution  had  been 
awarded,  by  casting  lots,  to  the  young  Italian, 
Caserio,  a  week  before  the  trip  was  decided  upon. 


The  other  two  French  rulers  stabbed  to  death 
witii  knives  were  Henry  IIL,  the  last  Valois  king, 
and  his  successor,  the  rentrttrijed  Heiu'y  IV.  of 
^'iivarro,  the  latter  dying  by  the  hand  of  B^ivail- 
lac,  a  religious  zealot,  self-appointed  to  do  the 
deed.  Indeed,  in  escaping  from  the  toils  of  assas- 
sins, the  extended  scries  of  French  sovereigns, 
kings  and  emperors  were  peculiarly  fortunate. 
Many  attempts  were  made,  during  the  long  cent- 
uries, to  end  only  in  failure.  The  two  Napoleons 
were  remarkably  lucky,  for  they  were  frequently 
w^aylaid  and  attacked  in  the  streets  of  Paris. 
Napoleon  I.  narrowly  escaped  the  "  infernal  ma- 
chine" of  Fieschi,  .with  which  that  Italian  tried 
to  take  him  off  the  European  scene.  Napoleon 
III.,  in  1858,  was  also  attacked  by  Orsini,  who 
vainly  exploded  bombs  under  his  carriage  as  he 
was  visiting  the  imperial  opera  house  of  the  Rue 
Lepelletier.  Fieschi  and  Orsini  thus  made  them- 
selves, to  their  infinite  gratification,  historical 
characters  in  the  ''grand  piiastasniagoria "  of 
Napoleonic  legendry.  Both  Italians,  Orsini  was  a 
member  of  the  old  ''party  of  action,"  a  brother- 
hood conspiracy  organized  by  Mazzini,  outwardly 
for  the  "good  of  mankind,"  but  secretly  for  the 
purpose  of  freeing  Italy  from  the  Austrians  and 
the  Pope  and  setting  her  up  as  an  independent 
nation.  It  was  believed  that  Napoleon  III.  was 
prevailed  upon  by  this  particular  attempt  on  his 
life  to  grant  his  assistance  on  the  Italian  side. 
Orsini's  "party  of  action"  was  the  first  model  of 
the  kind  in  European  politics,  and  seems  to  have 
been  copied  essentially  in  the  modern  lines  that 
are  being  worked  upon. 

The  origin  of  French  republics  is  recent,  be- 
ing a  little  more  so  than  that  of  the  United 
States,  dating  from  the  year  1789,  when  tlie 
first  upheaval  for  liberty  was  made  on  the  Eu- 
ropean Continent  and  the  fetters  of  the  dark 
Middle  Ages  were  burst  asunder  by  the  French 
people.  After  the  execution  of  the  then  reigning 
King,  Louis  XVI.,  the  first  French  republic  saw 
the  light  of  day,  and  was  duly  proclaimed  to  the 
European  world,  which  straightway  refused  to 
acknowledge  it,  and  moved  on  Paris  with  allied 
armies  to  squelch  it  and  restore  the  ousted  Bour- 
bon monarchy.  The  republic,  however,  declined 
to  be  squelched,  held  out  stoutly,  and  in  the  most 
frenzied  style  withal,  during  a  dozen  years,  or  until 
Napoleon  himself  had  to  substitute  his  empire  for 
it.  Well,  it  was  for  this  first  republic,  so  founded 
and  battled  for,  that  the  grandfather  of  the  late 
President  worked  with  such  energetic  genius,  las 
War  Minister,  that  history  has  proclaimed  him  to 
have  been  its  starter  and  savior  during  that  long 
stretch  of  trouble  and  combat  known  as  the 
Reign  of  Terror  in  history.     lu  a  just  measure. 
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therefore,  it  mny  be  suid  that  the  illustrions  Oar-  Brumaire."  This  method  of  inaugDratiiif;  an  «m- 

not   laid   the   foundations  of  the   first   republic  piro  on  the  corpae  of  a  republic  was  again  put 

and  of  the  Napoleonic  empire.     His  son,  who  was  into  operation  by  Louis  Napoleon,  a  nephew  of 

the  father  of  President  Carnot,  was  a  member  of  the  mighty  Coraican,  in  the  year  1851,  on  another 

tlie  legislative  body  under  Napoleon  III.  and  a  celebrated  date  night,  "the  dd  December,"    The 

literary  characier,   but  was  without  any  of  the  second   republic    having    been   founded   on   the 

nutrked  ability  of  the  celebrated  founder  of  llio  Revolution   of   1848,    Louis   Napoleon    hastened 

family.     The  first  republic  never  bad  nominally  from  eiile  back  into  France,  and  through  the 


M.  TniEua. 


a  "President,"  He  chief  officer  being  ct>.llcd  "Con- 
sul," after  the  old  Romitii  appellation,  and  Napo- 
leon Bonaparte  was  chosen  to  fill  tlio  ofTioe.  It 
was  a  choice  exceedingly  nnpropitious  m  far  as 
the  duration  of  the  republic  was  concerned,  for. 


talismanic  effect  of  his  bare  name  coaxed  the 
voters  to  elect  him  President — and  ho  was  the  first 
to  bear  the  title  of  "  President  of  the  French  Re- 
public." Like  liis  great  uncle,  he,  too,  soon  grew 
ambitions  and  greedy,  and  resolved  on  the  afore- 


in  a  few  brief  years,  he  bol.lly  replaced  it  with  a  said  night  of  December  2d,  1851,  to  reinaugiim 

coinage  of  his  own  private  make,  n.iinely,  an  cm-  the  Napoleonic  empire.     No  sooner  resolved  than 

pire,  sprung  on  the  republi'j's  Aa^emi'ly,  which  done,  through    the  agency  of   a   large   standing 

he  militarily  closetl  up  on  the  night  of  "the  18th  army,  lying  idle  and  waiting  for  something  to 
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turn  up ;  and  the  next  morning,  the  3d,  France 
woke  up  and  found  itself  onoe  more  an  empire. 
Changes  of  this  diaraoter  at  short  notice  have 
been  the  rule  in  France.  The  new  empire  was 
flush  with  soldiers/  and  during  eighteen  years 
made  a  big  military  and  court  splurge  on  the 
Continent.  It  even  went  so  far  as  to  send  au 
army  across  the  ocean  to  found  an  empire  in  Mex- 
ico^ just  over  our  frontier ;  but  in  this  it  was  mis- 
erably baHced'  by  the  Mexicans,  morally  supported 
from  Washington.  It  was  such  a  demoralizing 
failure  for  !N^apoleon  III.' that  he  seized  the  first 
opportunity  of  recuperating  his  lost  prestige  by 
picking  a  quarrel  with  Germany ;  but  here  again 
he  was  forced  to  take  such  a  fall  that  he  lost  his 
crown,  and,  two  days  after,  the  third  and  present 
republic  was  started  by  MM.  Favre  and  Gambetta 
in  the  City  Hall,  at  Paris,  September  4:th,  1870, 
with  the  city  on  the  point  of  being  besieged  by  the 
German  army,  victorious  in  the  fight,  but  the 
Parisians,  as  ever,  buoyant  and  gleefully  shout- 
ing the  old  familiar  shout,  "  Vive  la  Republique  P 
Come  the  4th  of  September,  it  will  be  exactly 
twenty-four  years  old,  having  lasted  longer  and 
weathered  more  storms  than  any  other  regime  of 
government  the  land  has  had  since  the  days  of 
King  Louis  Quinze,  noted  for  shoe  heels.  Besides, 
of  the  three,  it  is  the  only  one  that  has  deserved 
to  bear  the  title — its  two  predecessors  having  been 
the  merest "  simulacres,*'  not  even  sorry  skeletons, 
of  republican  institutions.  It  has  a  parchment 
Constitution,  that  is,  one  written  out  of  hand  from 
temporary  views,  and  not  one  that  has  grown  out 
of  the  life  of  the  people,  as  the  English  and  Amer- 
ican ;  nevertheless  it  has  worked  very  well  so  far, 
and  remarkably  skillfully  and  smoothly  In  the  re- 
cent emergency,  when  the  situation  was  exceed- 
ingly delicate  and  strained,  and  when  the  whole 
machine  might  otherwise  have  flown  to  pieces. 

Up  to  date  the  present  republic  has  had  five 
Presidents,  to  wit :  Thiers,  MacMahon,  Grevy, 
Carnot,  and  the  incumbent,  Casimir-Perier.  No 
one  thought  that  it  would  manage  to  survive  long 
the  ending  of  the  terrible  war  amidst  which  it  was 
born,  the  consequent  curtailment  of  territory, 
loss  of  standing  as  one  of  the  directing  great 
powers,  and  impoverishment  through  the  huge  in- 
demnity of  a  billion  dollars  in  cash  exacted  by 
the  conquerors  of  the  soil.  Standing  in  March, 
1871,  before  the  thoroughly  disorganized  and  de- 
moralized country,  without  armies  or  funds,  muti- 
lated, degraded,  with  an  imposed  foreign  occupa- 
tion and  a  communistic  insurrection  imminent 
at  the  capital,  the  republic  bravely  mastered  even 
these  uniquely  critical  conditions,  and  in  less  than 
two  years  had  suppressed  the  gigantic  Commune, 
recaptured  Paris,  organized  an  army  and  the  nec- 


essary machinery  of  government,  collected  the 
•requisite  cash  for  the  Germans  and  freed  the  land 
of  their  presence. 

Fortunately  the  septuagenarian  President,  the 
first  one  elected,  was  enabled  to  perfornv  these 
very  arduous  labors,  which  reflected  so  much 
credit  on  his  patriotic  ability.  Thiers  was  an  ex- 
perienced statesman,  and  doubtless  he  it  was 
who  saved  the  republic  under  those  startling  cir- 
cumstances of  almost  a  paralyzing  character ;  he, 
at  an  age  when  most  men  are  either  utterly  in- 
valid or  dying,  being  equal  to  cope  with  them, 
triumphantly  plucked  the  flower  of  safety  out  of 
the  republic's  nettle  of  danger.  His  last  two 
years  of  service  were  the  best  of  his  life,  which, 
at  its  very  ending,  had  thus  secured  an  opportu- 
nity to  enroll  his  name  famously  in  French  an- 
nals. As  the  little  old  man,  so  low  of  stature  and 
broad  in  corpulence,  with  close-shaven  face  and 
keen  eyes  behind  steel  spectacles,  drove  about  Paris 
in  his  cab,  the  remark  followed  him  through  the 
streets,  *'  There  is  Thiers  V*  his  mere  name  consid- 
ered greater  than  his  oflSce.  He  died  in  the  satis- 
faction of  knowing  that  he  had  deserved  well  of  his 
country,  which  was  not  ungrateful ;  but  he  re- 
signed the  Presidency,  in  1873,  before  his  death 
made  the  occasion  for  a  grand  pageant.  He  had 
petulantly  threatened  to  resign  so  often  in  the 
Parliament,  that  ambitious  intriguers  got  to- 
gether in  May,  1873,  and  forced  the  members  to 
take  him  at  his  word  ;  so  when  his  resignation 
was  next  offered  it  was  accepted,  and  Marshal 
MacMahon  was  elected  in  his  place  as  the  second 
President.  Thiers,  shrewd  and  patriotic,  knew 
that  the  situation  no  longer  needed  him  and  re- 
tired willingly,  though  his  vanity  was  for  a  mo- 
ment ruffled  by  the  tricky  manner  in  which  he 
had  been  caught. 

The  Presidential  term  was  fixed  at  seven  years 
upon  the  election  of  MacMahon,  one  of  Napo- 
leon III.'s  marshals,  a  warrior  who  had  won  con- 
siderable distinction  in  the  Crimean  and  Italian 
campaigns  only  to  lose  it  entirely  in  the  war 
with  Germany  in  1870.  He  reorganized  the 
army  and  suppressed  the  Commune  of  Paris  with 
a  strong  hand,  but  this  could  not  restore  his  van- 
ished prestige.  He  behaved  well  as  a  President 
who  did  not  meddle  with  civil  matters,  but  left 
them  to  his  ministers,  and  "represented"  in  the 
capacity  of  a  military  ex-magnate  reposing  on 
his  faded  laurels  in  the  Ely  see  Palace,  though  he 
was  hardly  looked  upon  with  pride  by  his  fellow 
countrymen,  so  ill  adapted  to  countenancing 
either  bad  luck  or  lack  of  brilliancy ;  and  the 
only  thing  brilliant  about  the  aged  marshal  at 
last  was  his  uniform  to  which  he  stuck.  He 
served  six  of  his  seven  years,  then  resigned  in 
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consequence  of  a  disagreement  with  his  Liberal: 
ministers  on  the  subject  of  military  appointments, 
and  only  died  last  October,  when  a  grand  military 
turnout  at  his  funeral  was  the  sensation  of  a  day 
at  Paris. 

President  Gr6vy  succeeded  him  in  the  Elysee, 
andj  though  a  noted  lawyer  and  well  versed  in 
politics  through  long  parliamentary  service,  his 
inability  as  an  executive  was  conspicuous,  his 
first  term  a  failure  throughout.  Re-elected,  not- 
withstanding, he  encountered  at  the  beginning 
of  his  second  term  an  enforced  public  disgrace 
through  certain  swindling  financial  transactions 
carried  on  by  his  son-in-law,  and  which  were 
supposed,  very  unjustly,  to  reflect  on  him.  In 
reality  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  them,  and  his 
reputation  for  integrity  was,  as  it  remains,  well 
established.  The  French  lay  claim  to  a  pecul- 
iarly nice  code  of  delicacy,  and  so  they  thought 
best  to  enforce  it  against  President  6r6vy  by  call- 
ing for  his  retirement.  His  lack  of  "  represent- 
ative capacity^'  was  greatly  against  him  while  in 
office,  and  he  was  criticised  severely  as  being  un- 
fitted to  maintain  its  dignity — indeed,  as  an  in- 
adequate head  of  the  state  for  dealing  with  foreign 
nations  and  their  diplomatic  corps.  The  plain 
old  lawyer  had  done  hie  best,  but  .became  dis- 
gusted and  soured,  and  was  only  too  gliul  to  go 
into  retirement  for  the  remaining  years  of  his  life. 

The  fourth  President,  henceforth  to  be  known 
as  the  Martyr  President  of  France,  was  elected 
on  the  4th  of  December,  1887 ;  so  that  he  came 
within  about  five  months  of  completing  his 
seven  years'  term.  The  republic  is  deeply  in- 
debted to  Carnot — verily  a  rare  man  in  France, 
and  especially  appropriate  under  the  tentative 
formation  of  a  new  and  difficult  system  of  gov- 
ernment such  as  the  republican.  His  efforts  in  its 
behalf  may  fairly  rank  with  those  of  Thiers  him- 
self— Thiers  was  the  starter,  Carnot  was  the  pre- 
server. He  did  not  possess  Thiers's  brilliantshrewd- 
ness  or  valuable  experience,  but  he  was  gifted  with 
high  qualities  that  enabled  him  to  do  the  state 
excellent  service.  His  characteristics  of  strong 
common  sense,  steadiness  and  modest  firmness 
presented  a  most  salutary  example  before  his 
countrymen,  one  which  certainly  had  its  influ- 
ence on  them,  and  this  was  hie  chief  and  great 
merit.  This  was  the  unconscious  work  that  he 
performed,  and  which  went  really  further  in  pre- 
serving the  life  of  the  constantly  threatened  re- 
public than  the  work  which  he  actually  aimed  to 
do,  and  which,  of  course,  was  thoroughly  well 
done.  Modestly  he  kept  in  the  background  dur- 
ing the  last  seven  years,  but  his  was  the  real 
power  exerted,  and  this  fact  is  now  generally  per- 
ceived and  admitted.     Elected  largely  through 


accidental  circumstances,  indeed  mainly  on  ac- 
count of  his  historical  name,  he  not  only  added 
lustre  to  it,  but  outlined  a  sensible  public  course 
that  it  would  be  well  for  his  country  to  inaintain. 
Under  him  the  rivalries  of  parties  striking  at  the 
life  of  the  nation  were  leveled  in  a  temporary 
measure,  the  army  iviis  strengthened,  and  a  dig- 
nified, advantageous  foreign  policy  adopted.  In 
the  brief  durations  of  the  many  ministries  con- 
stitutionally necessitated  by  parliamentary  voting 
of  the  most  fickle,  fluctuating  character,  his  power 
remained  steadfast  on  deck,  his  'firm  hand  con- 
trolled the  wheel  of  the  ship  of  state.  His  thor- 
ough training  and  practical  experience  as  an 
engineer  stood  him  in  stead  in  building  up  good 
politics  as  well  as  public  improvements,  and  in 
both  lines  his  skillful  and  upright  management 
bore  good  fruits.  His  sole  ambition  looked  to 
the  greater  welfai*e  of  France,  and  if  the  latter 
had  required  his  re-election  he  would  never  have 
hesitated  a  moment  in  acceding  to  such  require- 
ment, though  no  one  can  say  whether  he  would 
have  thought  best  at  the  close  of  his  term  to  run 
as  a  candidate  again,  or  not  to  run.  His  whole 
career  warrants  the  belief  that  he  would  have  alone 
been  guided  by  the  actual  circumstances  bearing 
on  his  relative  usefulness,  for  he  was  not  one  of 
the  kind  who  take  delight  in  power  for  itself,  or 
rather  for  oneself  and  family. 

Marie  Francois  Sadi  Carnot  was  born  at  Li- 
moges, the  town  celebrated  for  porcelain  manu- 
facture, on  August  11th,  1837.  He  was  generally 
addressed  as  **  Sadi,"  a  name  g^ven  to  him  be- 
cause he  w]\s  born  about  the  time  his  father  hap- 
pened to  be  indulging  in  Oriental  mythologies 
and  literatures.  The  education  of  the  young  Sadi 
Carnot  was  mainly  for  the  profession  of  civil  en- 
gineering. He  entered  the  Ecole  Polytechniqne 
at  Paris  in  1857,  from  which  he  was  graduated 
with  high  honors,  and  was  afterward  graduated 
the  first  in  his  class  from  the  Ecole  des  Ponts  et 
Chaussees,  of  which  he  was  appointed  counsel  and 
secretary,  as  his  pioficiency  had  already  attracted 
attention.  In  18C4  his  marked  talents  secured 
him  the  position  of  government  engineer  at  An- 
necy,  in  the  Savoy  Alps,  which  position  he  held 
until  the  commencement  of  the  war  with  Ger- 
many in  1870  ;  and  while  stationed  in  this  severely 
mountainous  region  he  published  several  valuable 
treatises  on  engineering,  connected  chiefly  with 
bridges  and  railroads.  Alpine  tunneling  was  in- 
vestigated by  him,  and  he  planned  and  built  the 
great  Collonge  bridge  over  the  Rhone,  in  which 
work  he  introduced  a  new  system  of  tubular  foun- 
dations. In  the  war  of  1870-'71  he  was  appointed 
a  prefect  in  the  Lower  Seine  department,  and  was 
also  intrusted  with  the  task  of  organizing  the 
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national  defeBses  in  three  otberdepartments.   He,  and  tie  was  the  only  tnembAr  of  the  cabinet  who 

too,  acquitted  himself  well  as  an  "organizer,"  and  had  the  conrage  to  admit  that  there  had  been 

only  surrendered  at  Bordeaux  on  the  expiration  corruption.     He  was  a  moderate  Republican,  of 

of  the  second  armistice  with  the  German  invaders,  the  type  of  the  two  premiers  under  whom   be 

He  was  immediately  elected  to  the  National  As-  eerred,  and  went  out  of  power  when  the  cabinet 

sembly,  helped  to  make  the  present  Constitution,  resigned  in  December,  1886.     His  experience  as  a 

and  was  the  most  able  debater  in  the  body  on  his  cabinet  minister  was  now  to  be  of  use  to  him  in 
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specialty  of  public  works.  He  served  also  in 
Premier  Ferry's  cabinet  until  it  was  dissolved  in 
1881.  He  was  re-elected  to  tlie  Assembly  in  1S85, 
and  tlio  next  year  became  Firitiiiciid  Minister  in 
Premiei-  Freycinet's  cabinet,  and  contended  for 
strict  economy  in  the  management  of  the  Treasury. 
Diaclosurea  were  soon  made  that  deficits  in  its 
administration  had  been  made  by  his  predecessor. 


a  still  higher  office,  namely,  the  supreme  leader- 
ship of  the  nation.  The  announcement  of  his 
candidacy  for  the  Presidency  was  a  surprise  at  the 
very  critical  juncture  of  the  damaging  dieclosurca 
in  regard  to  the  son-in-law  of  the  incumbent, 
Grevy  ;  but,  even  after  the  lapse  of  a  eingle  dny, 
such  was  the  popularity  given  to  liis  candidacy  by 
the  known  dignity  of  his  character  and  the  up- 
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rigbtneas  of  his  political  career,  that  it  iras  af- 
firmatively voted  upon  at  oiico  by  the  asaembled 
CongrcBs,  on  December  4tli,  1887.  lo  his  address 
of  acceptance  the  uew  President  said,  "  All  I  pos- 
Bcss  of  strength  and  devation  belongs  to  my 
country  "—and  assuredly  his  life  and  death  con- 
firmed the  assertion,  "Tlie  country"'  was  the 
watchword,  the  guide,  of  his  administration.  The 
mere  fact  of  his  presence  at  the  head  of  the  exec- 


vidnally  was,  yet  backwl  up  by  the  Bonnpitrtista 
and  Royalists,  might  hare  seized  Paris  and  so 
uanrped  control  over  the  entire  country.  More- 
over, he  succeeded  in  suppressing  these  attacks 
tiirough  his  talents  as  a  civilian,  thus  succeeding, 
without  mjhlaiy  fame,  where  success  was  hardly 
to  have  been  expected  in  a  military  land,  so  used 
to  the  rnle  of  "  generals."  Peraonnlly  of  a  quiet, 
unobtrusive  character,  amiable  though  firm,  he 


ntive  power,  the  prestige  of  his  name,  individu- 
ally as  well  as  historically,  and  the  general  confi- 
dence felt  by  all  in  his  fairness,  contributed 
mainly  to  the  preservation  of  order  and  peace  in 
the  various  French  ci:ises  passed  through  in  the 
last  seven  years.  Imminent  danger  of  the  re- 
public's overthrow  was  again  and  again  met  and 
skillfully  warded  oS,  thanks  to  him  alone ;  but 
for  bia  management,  Boulanger,  weak  as  he  indi- 


demeaned  himself  faithfully  according  to  the  let- 
ter and  spirit  of  the  law  creating  his  high  office, 
unswerving  devotion  to  the  interests  of  the  repub- 
lic having  been  his  single  aim,  as  it  was  his  chief 
hold  and  strength  in  the  popular  heart.  As  a 
true  executive,  obeying  the  law  and  seeing  tliat 
it  was  obeyed,  he  is  altogether  to  be  ranked  above 
his  predecessors  In  the  Presidency. 

In  his  social  life  President  Curuot  was  a  geiier^il 
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favorite,  and  under  his  regime  the  Elysee  was 
the  scene  of  elegant  entertainments,  the  abode  of 
good  taste,  of  brilliant  receptions  and  dinners, 
according  to  the  best  rules  of  etiquette  which 
Paris  has  the  privilege  of  setting.  The  expenses 
of  the  Presidential  palace  are  borne  by  the  public 
Treasury  up  to  the  limit  of  sixty  thousand  dollars, 
all  over  that  stim  having  to  be  taken  out  of  the 
Presidential  salary,  fixed  at  one  hundred  and 
twenty  thousand  dollai*s  per  annum,  with  sixty 
thousand  dollars  additional  as  allowance  for 
traveling  expenses,  since  it  is  the  custom  for  the 
liead  of  the  nation  to  make  occasional  grand 
tours  through  the  provinces.  Americans,  hailing 
from  a  ''sister  republic,"  were  treated  with  great 
courtesy  at  the  entertainments  of  the  Elysee,  both 
by  the  President  and  his  wife,  who,  as  its  hostess, 
presided,  as  it  were.  The  Elysee  was  improved 
under  their  sway.  It  never  was  precisely  a  suit- 
able executive  mansion,  though  occupied  by 
President  Napoleon,  previous  to  his  coup  d'etat 
of  1851,  and  given  by  his  occupation  quite  a  his- 
torical reputation.  His  entertainments  in  it 
were  noted,  also  somewhat  notorious  in  an  objec- 
tionable sense.  His  dancing  parties  and  balls 
drew  within  its  walls  many  of  the  prettiest  Pari- 
siennes  and  strangers,  as  he  was  unmarried,  and 
it  was  known  that  he  was  seeking  a  helpmate  to 
solidify  his  claims ;  there,  too,  at  length  he  first 
met  his  future  wife  and  empress,  Eugenie.  Mme. 
Carnot  strove  to  render  the  palace  more  attract- 
ive than  it  had  been  in  the  past,  especially  than 
it  was  under  the  Grevy  term,  and  her  success  in 
doing  so  was  admitted.  A  Parisian  herself,  and 
the  dr^ughter  of  a  distinguished  ^lawyer,  she  was 
married  to  M.  Carnot  in  1864,  and  has  three  sons 
and  a  married  daughter,  two  of  the  sons  being 
in  the  army,  and  the  third  still  a  student  in  the 
School  of  Mines.  Mme.  Curnot  as  the  mistress  of 
the  Elys6e  was  as  much  of  a  favorite  socially  as 
was  politically  her  husland  to  whom  she  was  de- 
voted. Her  recent  refusal  to  receive  a  pension 
on  account  of  his  murder,  and  just  because  of  the 
manner  in  which  the  French  people  have  mourned 
his  loss,  to  cite  her  words,  is,  from  the  peculiarly 
delicate  standpoint  of  the  country,  accepted  as 
evidence  of  sincere  devotion  to  his  memory — 
though  she  was  not  left  in  needy  circumstances 
bv  the  death  of  her  husband. 

The  body  of  the  murdered  President  was  con- 
veyed to  tlie  Elysee,  where  it  lay  in  state  before 
throngs  of  visitore  during  the  three  days  prior  to 
the  imposing  funeral  at  the  nation^s  expense,  on 
Sunday,  July  1st,  just  one  week  after  the  assas- 
sination. The  obsequies  were  on  the  grandest 
scale  that  Paris  ever  witnessed,  an  unparalleled 
homage  of  civilization  to  his  memory^  a  mighty 


dirge  of  the  great  nations  in  his  honor.  Through- 
out the  line  of  procession  the  mourning  people 
were  packed,  and  marvelously  wrought  floral 
treasures  were  heaped,  and  for  these  matchless 
flowers  the  gardens  and  fields  of  every  nation  had 
been  ransacked  ;  no  less  than  twelve  hundred 
wreaths  of  unprecedented  beauty  were  borne  on 
cars  in  the  procession.  It  was,  in  addition  to  its 
higher  and  more  significant  meaning,  the  most 
imposing  spectacle  at  which  the  pageant-loving 
citizens  ever  assisted.  The  principal  buildings 
were  draped  ;  crape  was  worn  by  everyone,  either 
on  the  arm  or  in  the  buttonhole ;  the  horses  of 
vehicles  carried  small  flags  in  groups  of  three  or 
four  fastened  to  their  bridles  and  harness;  and 
in  many  other  ways  a  high  degree  of  tasteful  in- 
genuity was  displayed  in  the  decorations.  Around 
the  coffin  at  the  Elysee  were  placed  the  wreaths 
sent  by  the  Czar  of  Russia,  the  King  of  Portugal, 
the  King  of  Spain,  the  King  of  Belgium,  the 
King  of  Bou mania,  the  Bey  of  Tunis,  the  Queens 
of  England  and  Holland,  the  King  of  Norway,  the 
Emperor  of  Germany  and  the  President  of  Vene- 
zuela (the  latter  noticeably  being  the  only  Ameri- 
can republic  that  officially  contributed  a  wreath). 
In  the  march  from  the  palace  through  the  streets 
to  the  Church  of  Notre  Dame,  in  which  the  serv- 
ices were  held,  was  the  martyred  President's  suc- 
cessor, in  full  evening  dress,  with  a  broad  crape 
band  upon  his  hat  and  a  diamond-studded  plaque 
with  the  cordon  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  across 
his  breast.  His  life  had  been  expressly  threatened 
if  he  marched  in  the  line,  and  hence,  contrary  to 
French  precedent,  he  went  on  foot  the  entire 
route  behind  the  hearse  in  order  to  emphasize  his 
sorrow  and  his  duty.  The  church  itself  was  su- 
perbly draped  and  thronged,  inside  and  outside  ; 
and,  after  the  impressive  services  ended,  amidst  a 
formal  ceremonial,  the  coffin  was  borne  to  its 
final  resting  place  in  the  Pantheon,  the  national 
temple  consecrated  to  the  illustrious  dead.  Tem- 
porarily it  was  laid  in  the  crypt  between  the  re- 
mains of  Rousseau  and  Voltaire,  and  then  placed 
in  the  vault  beside  the  elder  Carnot,  of  revolu- 
tionary fame. 

No  sooner  had  the  assassin  dealt  his  fatal  blow^ 
than  the  sympathies  of  the  entire  world  were  show- 
ered upon  the  bereft  nation  :  kings,  emperors, 
governments  hastened  to  telegraph  condolences  di- 
rectly in  their  own  names  to  the  afflicted  widow 
and  chiefless  government.  Queen  Victoria  and 
Emperor  William,  as  next-door  neighbors  on 
either  side  of  France,  were  warmlv  demonstrative 
in  the  messages  they  hastened  to  telegraph,  lay- 
ing aside  their  past  bitter  war  memories.  Italy^ 
too,  hastened  to  express  its  sympathies,  which 
the    French    Government^    unwilling    to    tax 
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wbole  nation  for  the  act  of  the  nasaasin  becnuso 
Italian  born,  very  sensibly  decided  to  accept,  de- 
spite the  not  nnnatnral,  freehlj  heated  bittcrnesB 
revivified  between  Fi-enchmen  and  Italians  on 
tlie  first  pnbltcation  of  the  oewa.  And  at  the 
end  all  the  gi'eat  nations  of  thu  civilized  world 
were  present  through  the  right  royal  testimonials 
specially  sent.  Kings  and  emperors  themselves 
had  paid  a  handsome  tribute  to  a  French  re- 
public. This  was,  indeed,  a  splendid  solace  to  the 
sorrow  of  France,  and  it  may  safely  be  conclnded 
that  the  national  vanity,  having  been  sincerely 
touched  by  these  demonstrations,  will  at  least  for 
a  seaaon  see  that  the  present  government  be  given 
a  fair  chance,  in  and  out  of  Parliament,  U>  re- 
press the  distnrbing  elements  and  promote  the 
freneral  prosperity.  All  potentates  and  govern- 
ments on  this  score  are  of  one  mind  and  linked 
together  by  a  "fellow  feeling";  it  was  for  this 
very  eolid  reason  that  they  gave  their  sympathies 
to  attest  their  condemnation  of  the  crime.  Ee- 
cent  experiences  were  too  keen- 
ly appreciated  in  all  countries 
to  allow  of  any  hesitation  or 
delay  in  taking  due  notice  of 
the  tragic  event  at  Lyons.  The 
lives  of  all  the  great  crowned 
heads  of  Europe  have  been 
threatened,  if  not  attacked, 
within  the  last  two  years,  and 
the  crowned  heads  are  at  length 
compelled  to  react,  their  gov- 
ernments already  combining  in- 
ternational measures  of  sctfety 
for  all  concerned,  peoples  and 
chieftains. 

The  two  legislative  bodies  of 
France  were  convoked  in  Con- 
gress at  Versailles  three  days 
after  the  murder,  when  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies, 
M.  Casimir-Perier,  was  elected, 
on  the  first  ballot,  to  be  Presi- 
dent for  a  new  term  of  seven 
years,  dating  from  June  2?th, 
1304.  There  are  only  full  terms, 
according  to  the  Constitution, 
which  confines  the  election  in 
the  hands  of  the  two  legislative 
bodies,  instead  of  turning  it 
over  to  popular  voting.  One- 
third  of  the  votes  in  this  special 
electoral  college  were  cast  by 
prononnced  Socialists  against 
the  new  President,  who  has  the 
reputation  of  being  a  Terj 
strong  man,   as  iocorrnptibLe 


and  courageous  as  Carnot,  and  also  of  a  historicat 
family,  liis  grandfather  having  been  Prime  Minis- 
ter of  King  Lonia  Philippe.  Two  days  after  his 
election  an  Atmrchist  placard  addressed  to  him 
was  posted  on  the  same  Epot  of  the  Paris  market 
house  where  a  similar  placard  threataaed  the  life 
of  Carnot  just  before  he  went  to  Lyons,  and  this 
threatening  missive  was  in  these  words :  "  Casimir- 
Perier,  yon  will  go  on  the  road  of  Curnot ;  soon 
we  will  give  you  a  date."  This  cheerful  making 
of  dates  for  his  destruction  with  the  present  heail 
of  France  did  uotdeter  him  from  walking  through 
the  crowded  streets  to  honor  his  butchered  prede- 
cessor and  friend.  The  document  is  almost  a 
farcical   commentary   on    these    times   "oat    of 

j<MBt." 

President  Jean  Panl  Casmir-Perier  was  born  at; 
Parts  on  November  8th,  1847.  He  received  his 
degree  at  the  Sorbonne  College ;  on  leaving 
which,  he  was  appointed  a  captain  In  the  National 
Gaards.    I>nring  the  WRr  of  1870,  for  his  bravery 
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on  tbe  UxttleGeld,  he 
was  created  Knight  of 
the  Ltigioii  of  Honor. 
He  was  elected  eeversl 
times,  nfter  the  close 
of  the  war,  to  the 
Ciiamber  of  Deputies, 
biit  ill  1883  resigned 
his  seat  because  a  \ww 
wns  passed  excluding 
from  office  ^1  mern* 
bers  of  former  reign- 
ing families,  on  tbe 
groimd  that  it  woo 
imposaiblo  to  i-ccon- 
cile  his  political  senti- 
'  incKts  with  his  fiimily 
duty,  his  gratidfiither 
having  becu  the  Min- 
ister under  nu  Orlean- 
ist  king,  and  etill  Inter 
he  resigned  n  public 
odice  otving  to  the 
parliamentary  aot  ex- 
pelling the  Ot'leans 
princes.  Hia  loyalty 
to  the  republic  being 
suspected,  the  Or- 
leaiiists    pt-opoEcd    to 

him  to  join  their  ranks,  a  proposition  which  he    have  been 
indignantly    rejected    with     the    answer   that    lie     face  of  tlu 


the 


a  countess,  and  has 
been  altvays  conspic- 
uous in  the  circles  of 
the  old  noble  scions  of 
the  Faubourg  St.  Ger- 
uiiiiu  ;  on  his  side  his 
f;iniily  have  American 
iitliliations.  The  new 
President  was  some- 
what of  a  military 
bearing  {having  been 
a  captain  in  actual 
service),  with  pleas- 
ing, polished  manners 
and  the  easy  grace  so 
often  accompanying 
his  countrymen  in 
high  official  positions. 
In  a  speech  delivered 
when  Premier  and 
Foreign  Minister  he 
tlins  replied,  in  ad- 
vance, to  the  pai'tics 
now  threatening  his 
lite:  "Never  have  the 
politics  of  abstract 
formulas  been  more 
condemned  tiian  now 
by  France  ;  never 
energetically  preserved,  in  the 
ies  of  certain  suhools,  the  main- 


"  would  radier  be  a  citizen  in  a  i-epublic  tliau  a  tcannce  of  order  and  tlie  defense  of  the  principles 

duke  in   a   kingdom,"     In   May,  189-1,  ho   was  given  to  us  by  the  great  Kevohitiou — liberty  and 

elected  to  be  President  (Speaker)  of  the  Chamber  individual    property."     His   policy   of  moderate 

of  Deputies,  which  office  he  held  until  appointed  republicanism  and  hostility  to  commiintsm   has 

Premier  by  Cnrnot  on  December  3d,  1893;  and  on  never  wavered   from   the   first    moment    of    hie 

the  full  of  his  cabinet  he  was  re-elected  Speaker,  entry  into  public  life,  and  in  his  speecli  of  ac- 

nnd  now  is  President  of  the  republic.  ceptauco   he  pledged    himself  to  continue  it  in 

M.  Caamir-Pcrier  is  a  millionaire,  and  will  main-  his  Presidency.     It  remains  to  bo  seen  whether 

tain  at  the  Elysee  the  social  distinction  it  enjoyed  circumstances  will  permit  him  to  carry  out  his 

under  his  immediate  predecessor.     His  wife   is  beneSceut  idea. 
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Each  apartment  of  what  is  now  M.  Casimir- 
Perier's  official  residence  hna  been  tlie  background 
of  scenes  which  have  made  history  during  the 
past  two  hundred  years.  From  tho  days  when 
the  Marquise  de  Pompadour  plotted  with  Choiseul 
the  confusion  of  Jicr  enemies,  or  wrote,  on  the 
dainty  star  (Etoile)  stamped  note  paper,  epistles 
to  Maria  Theresa  and  her  other  foreign  allies,  in 
order  to  insure  the  continuance  of  the  war  which 
ehe  believed  would  end  by  associating  her  name 


witli  one  of  tho  finest  pages  of  French  history,  to 
that  on  whicli  Napoleon  I.  signed  his  second  ab- 
dication in  the  room  wliero  thirty-six  j*ears  later 
his  nephew  awaited  the  result  of  the  miip  d'etat, 
the  Elysfe'  has  been  associated  with  great  epoch- 
making  events.  These  are  reviewed  most  inter- 
estingly by  Marie  Adelaide  Belloc  in  the  PaU  Mall 
Maijazine. 

During  the  first  few  years  of  the  eighteenth 
century  the  whole  side  of  Paris  now  known  as  the 
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Champs  Elys^es  and  the  Quartier  de  TEtoile  was 
n  wooded  suburb  quite  out  of  the  town  ;  and 
when  the  boy  king,  Louis  XV.,  in  order  to  please 
the  Regent,  gave  a  piece  of  land  therein  to  the 
Comte  d'Evreux,  he  doubtless  thought  that  he 
was  bestowing  on  his  cousin's  friend  a  gift  which 
was  far  from  valuable.  But  M,  d*Evreux  knew 
what  he  was  about,  and,  after  marrying  one  of 
the  greatest  heiresses  of  the  day,  the  daughter  of 
the  financier  Croizat,  he  commissioned  Molet  to 
build  him  the  finest  house  in  or  near  Paris.  Very 
little  of  the  great  architect's  work  now  remains, 
though  those  who  have  added  to  and  altered  the 
original  oonstrnction  of  the  Hdtel  d'Evrenx,  as  it 
was  then  called,  have  made  some  attempt  to  keep 
on  the  original  lines  of  Molet's  plan. 

At  the  death  of  the  Comte  d'Evrenx,  Mme.  de 
Pompadonr,  then  at  the  zenith  of  her  glory,  and, 
it  must  he  added,  nnpopnlarity,  bought  his  Paris 
•* hdtel'* for  the  then  enormous  sum  of  730,000 
francs,  and  persoaded  the  King  to  gfve  her  a  large 
kitchen  garden  and  park  which  were  for  sale  close 
by.  The  Parisians  were  anything  but  pleased  to 
find  the  notorious  marquise  established  in  their 
midst.  But,  notwitlistanding  the  difficulties  which 
had  surrounded  her  acquisition  of  the  Hotel 
d'Evrenx,  as  it  was  still  styled  for  many  a  long 
day,  Mme.  de  Pompadour  took  a  great  fancy  to 
her  Paris  home.  She  refurnished  the  whole 
house,  hanging  her  own  apartments,  which  were 
situated  on  the  first  floor,  with  beautiful  Gobelin 
tapestries,  stamped  with  two  LL'js  (Louis),  Bur- 
mounted  by  the  royal  crown. 

Some  of  the  most  splendid  fetes  ever  given  in 
France  took  place  during  the  years  of  Mme.  de 
Pompadour's  reign  at  the  Elysee.  She  finally  en- 
larged liei*  gardeu  by  taking  in  some  land  which 
belonged  to  the  Paris  Municipality  ;  and  an  inci- 
dent which  occurred  at  one  of  her  receptions  was 
for  a  few  days  the  talk  of  Paris  and  Versailles. 

At  that  period  Watteau  was  all  the  fashion, 
and  his  dainty  shepherds  and  sliepherdesses  the 
only  mode.  Instructed  to  try  to  sui-pass  himself 
in  prodigality  of  invention  and  splendor  of  dec- 
orations, the  marquise's  steward  imagined  an  in- 
novation which  he  thought  would  give  a  unique 
rafjoiU  to  one  of  his  mistress's  coming  fetes.  Ac- 
cordingly, the  finest  gallery  in  the  palace,  dec- 
orated with  mirrors  and  blazing  with  wax  candles, 
was  set  apart  to  be  the  scene  of  a  kind  of  pastoral 
play ;  and  there,  on  the  eventful  day,  or  rather 
evening,  were  stationed  a  flock  of  live  sheep  and 
lambs,  washed,  and  perfumed  with  sweet  scents, 
garlanded  with  rosettes  of  pale  pink  and  blue 
ribbons,  and  shepherded  by  rosy-cheeked  Phyllises 
and  Corydons.  Not  a  word  was  told  to  the  niar- 
fjuise's  guests  of  the  charming  surprise  awaiting 


them ;  and  when  the  great  folding  doors  were 
thrown  open,  and  the  Arcadian  scene  revealed, 
both  courtiers  and  ladies  fell  into  ecstasies  at  the 
sight.  Not  so  the  actors  in  this  novel  drama : 
heedless  of  the  efTortfi  of  their  attendants  to  re- 
strain their  terror,  the  flock  of  sheep,  baaing  and 
squeaking,  fled  in  wild  confusion  toward  the  end 
of  the  gallery  ;  there  their  leader,  a  fine  ram, 
with  horns  gilded  for  the  occasion,  seeing  his  own 
reflection  in  one  of  the  mirrors,  thought  himself 
in  the  presence  of  an  enemy,  or  maybe  of  a  rival, 
and  rushed  forward,  together  with  all  his  com- 
rades. A  scene  of  the  wildest  confusion  ensued  : 
tapestries  and  sofas,  embroidered  chairs,  marble 
consoles  and  the  remains  of  costlv  mirrors  strewed 
the  beeswaxed  floor  with  wreck.  The  ladies 
fainted  and  went  into  hysterics,  while  their  cava- 
liers roared  with  laughter.  But,  notwithstanding 
this  contretemps, /tf^cj?  at  the  Hotel  d'Evrenx  still 
remained  the  order  of  the  day  whenever  Mme.  de 
Pompadour  was  in  Paris. 

On  the  favorite's  death  her  h6tel  became  bv  her 
will  the  property  of  the  King,  and  for  awhile  was 
given  over  to  be  the  temporary  resting  place  of* 
crowned  heads  visiting  Paris. 

In  1773,  being  in  want  of  money,  Louis  XV. 
sold  his  old  friend's  house  to  Beaujou,  one  of  the 
wealthiest  and  most  opulent  financiers  of  the  day. 
It  was  during  his  short  stay  at  the  Elysee  that 
the  present  fine  garden  was  laid  oat  as  it  now  is, 
and  he  spent  a  considerable  sum  in  alteiing  and 
remodeling  the  interior  of  the  palace. 

In  1790  the  Hotel  Beaujou  was  sold  to  the  Da- 
cliesse  de  Bourbon,  and  it  then  became  known  for 
the  first  time  as  the  Elysee  Bourbon.  But,  though 
the  duchesse,  doubtless,  did  not  realize  the  fact, 
France  was  already  in  full  revolution.  The  Bas- 
tille had  fallen  the  year  before,  and  soon  Mme.  de 
Boui*bon  had  to  leave  her  charming  house  and  join 
the  great  hand  of  thnif/res.  The  Elysee  then  be- 
came the  property  of  the  state,  which  probably 
saved  it  from  being  sacked  or  burned.  Indeed,  it 
is  worth  noting  that  this  palace  is  one  of  the  very 
few  French  royal  residences  which  have  never 
passed  through  the  hand  of  the  spoiler. 

During  the  Consulate  a  few  popular /t'/e*  were 
given  in  the  gardens,  and  then  Napoleon  awarded 
it  as  residence  to  Murat,  wlw)  almrtly  after  re- 
turned it  to  him.  The  Emperor  was  extremely 
attached  to  the  Elysee  Napoleon,  as  it  was  hence- 
forth called.  It  was  there  that  he  retired,  som- 
bre ond  broken-hearted,  after  Waterloo,  and 
signed  his  second  abdication  in  favor  of  his  son 
on  June  22d,  1815.  A  few  weeks  later  the  Em- 
peror's study  became  the  temporary  business  room 
of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  Inter  that  of  the 
Emperor  of  Austria. 
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When  Louis  XVIII.  returned  once  more  to 
Paris  the  Duchesse  de  Bourbon  put  in  a  claim  to 
tlie  Etyeee,  but  she  was  persuaded  to  accept  the 
Hotel  Monaco  in  exchange,  or  compensation  ; 
nnd  on  the  marriage  of  the  Due  de  Berri  he  and 
his  bride  took  posaeosion  of  the  Elysee,  it  being 
their  official  residence  until  the  due's  assassina- 
tion, after  which  the  Duchesse  de  Berri  refused  to 
gtsiy  in  a  house  which  to  her  was  so  full  of  both 
ha])py  and  painful  associations. 

It  was  during  the  time  that  the  due  and  du- 
chesse lived  at  the  Elysee  that  the  chapel  was 
decorated  in  the  Sicilian  style  ;  but  otherwise  the 
apartments  are  substantially  what  they  became 
after  Beaujon's  slight  alterations. 

For  eighteen  years  the  Elysee  remained  empty ; 
hut  in  1848  the  new  government,  or  rather 
Parliament,  assigned  it  as  residence  to  the 
President  of  the  republic.  Curiously  enough, 
this  led  to  the  palace  which  had  been  Mine,  de 
Pompadour's  town  house  becoming  the  cradle  of 
tlie  third  empire,  for  it  was  there  that  the 
Prince  President  (as  he  was  even  then  called, 
tiinch  to  the  indignation  of  the  Eepublicans)  and 
hulf  a  dozen  faithful  friends  arranged  and  car- 
ried out  the  coup  d'etat. 

After  the  flight  of  Lonis  Philippe,  in  the  Feb- 
ruary of  1848,  several  montiis  of  political  agita- 
tion had  resulted  in  the  bloody  June  insurrec- 
tions ;  on  the  29th  of  the  same  month  General  de 
€avaignac  was  appointed  temporary  President  of 
the  republfc ;  but  in  the  following  December  it 
became  apparent  the  Napoleonic  legend  was  still 
dear  to  the  French  heart,  for  Louis  Kapoleon, 
tlie  discredited  prisoner  of  Ham  and  Boulogne, 
was  proclaimed  President  by  an  immense  major- 
ity, to  the  astonishment  of  all  Europe.  It  was 
then  that  the  future  Emperor  of  the  French  took 
up  his  residence  at  the  Elysee. 

Ill  1860  De  Beaumont  told  Nassau  Senior  tfiat 
''those  who  from  interest  or  from  passion  had 
resolved  that  the  republic  should  fail  thought 
that  the  best  mode  of  ruining  it  was  to  put  Na- 
poleon at  its  head.''  But  otliers,  who  may  be 
6aid  to  have  represented  the  Imperialist  interests, 
declared  that  what  France  really  wanted  was  a 
strong  autocratic  head,  and  significantly  pointed 
out  that  on  the  Sundays  of  that  eventful  year  the 
Paris  riffraff  flooded  tlie  Louvre  pnlleries,  not  to 
admire  the  masterpieces  on  the  walls,  but  to  note 
which  rooms  contained  articles  of  value,  with  a 
view  to  future  loot !  Be  that  as  it  may,  for  nearly 
two  years  the  slow  hatching  of  the  third  empire 
look  place  in  the  splendid  rooms  which  the  Prince 
President  had  assigned  to  himself  in  the  Elysee. 

The  Liberal  ministers  with  whom  Louis  Na- 
poleon had  begun   his   Presidential   career   had 


made  room  for  others.  A  group  of  English  men 
and  women,  Orotes,  Seniors,  Miss  Clarke  (Mme. 
Mohl),  who  were  closely  linked  with  Cousin,  Bar- 
thSlemy  St.  Hilaire,  De  Beaumont,  Dunoyer  the 
economist,  and  many  other  French  Liberals,  be- 
came more  and  more  uneasy.  Then,  on  Decem- 
ber 2d,  1851,  caniB  the  half -expected,  yet  wholly 
unprepared,  coup  d*etat. 

Mr.  Senior  telk  a  curious  anecdote  a  projjos  of 
how  Napoleon  III.  spent  the  early  morning  of 
that  day.  Four  generals,  Cavaignac,  Lamori- 
cidre,  Bedeau  and  Changarnier,  les  vainquours 
(TAfriquey  as  they  were  called,  were  to  be  ar- 
rested. At  six  o'clock  the  Prince  President, 
watching  for  the  dawn,  went  into  the  gardens  of 
the  Elysee,  and  asked  the  sentinels  if  they  had 
heard  trumpets.  On  receiving  &  negative  reply 
he  walked  np  and  down  restlessly  for  ten  min- 
utes. At  last  the  fanfare  was  heard.  "Ah  !"'he 
exclaimed,  rubbing  his  hands,  *'  ils  sont  tons  at- 
trapes.^'  I  have  also  been  told  by  an  eyewitness 
that  the  succeeding  days,  when  the  boulevards 
were  being  cleared,  and  those  who  happened  to 
be  in  the  way  were  remorselessly  mowed  down  by 
the  bullets,  were  s|)ent  by  Louis  Napoleon  quite 
alone  in  one  of  the  smaller  rooms  of  the  suite  lat- 
terly occupied  by  M.  and  Mme.  Garnot.  There  he 
waited,  his  feet  on  the  fender,  his  veiled  eyes 
staring  moodily  into  the  wood  fire,  till  they  came 
and  told  him  it  was  safe  for  him  to  go  out. 

During  the  third  empire  the  Elys6e  Napoleon 
became  once  more  the  temporary  abode  of  foreign 
sovereigns  ;  and,  among  others,  the  Czar  of  Rus- 
sia, the  Emperor  of  Austria  and  the  Sultan  all 
staid  there  in  turn,  and  the  palace  was  more  than 
once  spoken  of  as  a  possible  residence  for  one  or 
other  of  the  Emperor's  numerous  relations.  Fort- 
unately, these  i)ropositions  were  never  carried 
into  effect,  for  when  the  Communards  held  Paris 
the  Elysee  was  not  considered  worth  burning  or 
sacking,  being  apparently  thought  to  be  on  the 
same  level  as  any  of  the  other  fine  houses  which 
grace  that  narrow,  busy  thoroughfare,  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Honore. 

After  the  Franco- Prussian  War  the  Elysee  once 
more  hecsime  the  official  residence  of  the  chef 
iVctat ;  but  during  M.  Thiers's  brief  reign  the 
palace  resembled  more  a  well-ordered,  methodical 
house  of  business  than  a  state  residence.  Paris 
was  slowly  recovering  from  the  effects  of  the  siege 
and  the  Commune,  and  the  group  of  elderly  Re- 
publicans gathered  round  the  President  thought 
more  of  restoring  self-respect  and  confidence  to 
the  country  than  of  surrounding  themselves  v;ith 
the  insignia  of  office  ;  at  that  time  no  one  dreamt 
of  reproaching  the  President  and  his  wife  with 
their  plain  living  and   high  thinking,   and  the 
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econom;  nfterwnril  made  a  subject  of  reproach 
to  M.  Grevy  was  considered  nieritoriona  in  the 
man  wlio  had  arranged  the  treaty  of  peace,  and 
perhapa  saved  liia  country  from  dismemberment. 

On  the  night  of  Blay  24tli,  1873,  M.  Thiers  re- 
signed tlie  Presidency  of  tlie  republic,  and  was 
succeeded  by  Marsha!  MacMahon,  Diilce  of  Ma- 
genta. Already  popular,  both  as  a  soldier  and  as 
a  man,  tlie  marshal  and  his  beautiful  wife  won 
the  liearts  of  tlie  Parisians ;  and  the  Elyseo  was 
soon  spoken  of  as  having  all  the  charm  and  brill-^ 
iancy  of  the  Tuilcries,  niinvs  the  imperial  extrav- 
agances and  tho  political  comiption.  Altlimigh 
gracious  to  her  husband's  Republican  entowrnge, 
"  Mme.  la  Jlarcchale,"  as  she  was  most  often 
styled,  gathered  round  her  the  vemnauts  of  her 
old  world,  and  the  Elyste  became  a  social  and  in- 
tellectual centre,  frequented  by  many  wlioee  polit- 
ical opinioiis  wero  widely  divergent  from  those 
of  their  host  and  hostess. 

For  six  years  tJio  Diike  and  Duchess  of  Magenta 
h^M  a  kind  of  seini-royal  court,  this  being  espe- 
cially the  case  during  tlie  Exhibition  year  of  1878, 
when  fi'lex,  dinners  and  balls  ivere  the  order  of 
the  day  ;  but  when  the  President  sent  in  his  res- 
ignation, on  Jannary  30th,  1879,  he  la  said  to 
have  fonnd  that  his  own  and  his  wife's  ample 
fortune  had  disappeared  in  the  vortex  ;  and  had 
it  not  been  that  the  duchess  shortly  after  in- 
herited a  considerable  legacy,  the  ex-President's 
nld  age  would  have  been  spent  in  Eerious  difficulty 
and  poverty. 


It  is  unnecessary,  in  attempting  to  give  a  sketch 
of  the  history  of  the  Elys6e,  to  do  more  than  al- 
lude to  its  eight  years'  occupation  by  M.  Jnlcs 
Gr^vy.  Doubtless  warned  by  what  had  befallen 
his  precedessor,  his  first  action  was  to  cut  down 
all  expenses  and  to  reduce  himself  and  his  family 
to  a  meagre,  if  stately,  simplicity  of  existence. 

Tho  only  iiolable  event  which  occurred  at  the 
Elysee  during  M.  Grevy's  Presidency  was  tho  mar- 
riage of  his  daughter,  3Ille.  Aiico  Grevy,  to  31. 
Daniel  AVilson.  The  ceremony  took  place  in  the 
chapel  of  the  palace,  and  wiis  the  only  wedding 
ever  celebrated  there. 

On  one  poJTit,  however,  it  is  but  fair  to  say  a 
word  :  Tiic  few  in  a  position  lo  really  know  the 
truth  have  always  declared  that  SI.  and  Mme. 
Grevy  spent  the  whole  of  their  official  income  on 
their  official  duties. 

Certainly,  if  this  be  true,  M.  and  Mme.  Carnot 
contrived  to  make  a  much  better  show  on  the  in- 
come of  000,000  franca  ($120,000)  than  any  of 
their  precedessors.  This  sum,  allotted  in  the  first 
instance  to  M.  Thiers,  is  still  considered  sufficient 
to  keep  up  the  dignity  of  the  President  of  tho 
French  Republic;  3-ct  had  it  not  been  th.at  Mme. 
Cariiot,  to  whom  the  spending  of  nearly  tho 
whole  of  her  hnsband's  official  salary  fell,  was  an 
exceptionally  clear-headed  and  intelligent  womini, 
there  could  not  but  have  been  a  repetiiion  of  the 
Macilahon/ff.'co,  for  every  year  the  President  nf 
the  French  Itepublic  finds  his  duties  become  more 
onerous  and  his  expenses  greater. 
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Only  a  little  gourd  ;  yet  the  tali  mountaineer 
holds  it  tenderly  in  liia  big  rough  hands  as  ho 
fashions  it,  vith  his  jacliliQife,  into  it  dipper  for 
his  little  girl. 

The  walls  of  his  prison  seem  to  close  in  and 
suffocate  him. 

lie  looks  up  through  the  iron  bars,  and  the 
clouds  begin  to  shape  themselves  into  his  beloved 
mountains.  Again  he  sees  them,  as  he  last  beheld 
them,  silhouetted  against  the  golden  ocean  of  the 
sunset,  where  nil  the  light  of  day  seemed  surging, 
and  where  the  snn  set  like  a  mighty  star. 

The  wind,  heavy  with  fragrance,  sweeps  through 
a  magnolia  forest,  stirring  the  great  wide-open 
bloaaoms  nntil  the  trees  looked  as  if  they  were 
ToL  XXXVIII..  Ho.  3-18. 


A   MOUNTAIN    GOURD. 

Bv  Ethel  HArios  Leitner. 

filled  with  snowy  pigeons,   fluttering  ready  for 


flig 

Here  sparkled  the  spring  that  rolls  down  from 
tlie  mountains  with  its  message  so  exquisitely  sad 
that  tlie  winds  rush  sobbing  away  to  the  pines. 

Or  perhaps  it  comes  down  softly,  whispering 
sweet  songs  to  the  flowers  that  kiss  their  pretty 
faces  in  its  waves.  Or  tumbling,  plunging  in 
mad  glee,  daslting  against  the  rocks,  until  the 
water  is  full  of  silver  arrows  and  glittering  stars. 

As  different  as  can  be  are  these  voices  of  the 

But  the  sun  sinks. 

"AVho!  who!  who!"  comse  warningly  from 
the  distant  hills. 
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The  TC))ite  cmnes  lift  tlieir  slim  green  legs  mid 
circle  airay  in  snowy  wreatlia  as  t)ie  nioonsliiner 
gtoopa  and  drinks  from  tlie  large  gourd  (every 
monntnin  spring  has  its  drinking  gourd)  and 
picks  lip  tlio  little  cup  he  is  making  for  Baby 
Gnita— little  dreaming  where  lie  wilt  finish  it. 

"  Wlio!  who!  who  I"  comes  the  owl'd  cry  again. 

Six  gray  shadows  creep  ne.irer  in  the  dim  liglit. 
Slowly  the  mountaineer  lifts  his  six  feet  of  gaunt 
lidmaiiity  and  turns  toward  the  mountains,"  that 
stand  ii'>w,  ill  the  twilight  and  distance,  like  gray- 
Toiled  nuns,  solemnly  watching  the  gradual  light- 
ing of  Go<i's  starry  candlea  in  the  deep  spaces  lie- 
forollisi'.ltar. 

Suddenly  the  gray  shadows  which  have  followed 
liim  leap  out  and  surround  him. 

The  walls  of  the  prison  bend  closer. 

Ah,  he  remembers ! 

"Will  jon  take  this  to  iiiy  little  girl?"  he 
begs  a  visitor  who  has  told  him  tiiat  he  is  going  to 
Narcooche  Valley,  in  North  Georgia,  as  lie  hands 
him  the  little  dipper  and  describes  the  peak  at 
whose  foot  his  hut  lies  like  a  little  brown  nest. 

The  visitor  promises.  lie  also  promises  to  re- 
turn and  tell  the  moonshiner  how  liis  young  wife 
and  child  are. 

But  ho  did  not  keep  his  promise. 

It  was  a  terrible  winter,  and  the  mountains 
were  snow-bound  when  he  reached  them. 

The  barren  land  had  yielded  little  enongli  when 
the  father  and  husband  was  there  to  make  the 
miserable  corn  it  produced  bo  sparingly  into 
whisky,  which  alone  he  could  sell  for  enough  to 
procure  the  bare  necessaries  of  life. 


Even  the  Swiss  settlers,  to  whom  the  land  had 
bepn  given,  were  grumbling,  and  threatening  to 
leave  or  sell. 

Bnt  no  one  would  buy  ;  bo  the  frightened  wife, 
with  the  aasi-tiince  of  neighbors  scarcely  less  \tos- 
erty -stricken  than  herself,  had  her  corn  made 
into  meal.  That  was  soon  gone,  and  little  Gnita, 
already  ailing,  grew  wan  and  sick. 

There  was  no  money  for  broad,  much  leas  for 
the  other  necessities  of  a  fragile  child. 

So  one  morning,  when  tlio  mountains  in  the 
snowstorm  looked  like  great  shining-robed  angels, 
with  their  white  wings  whirling  yet  about  them, 
the  wind,  tlieir  harper,  came  down  from  those 
great  white  thrones  with  a  strange,  sad  message 
they  could  not  understand. 

But  little  Gnita  did,  and  the  white  lids  fell 
over  the  blue  eyes  like  ll-ikea  of  snow  over  violets ; 
and  the  dark  lashes  came  down  like  soft  shadows 
upon  the  white  rose  of  her  cheek — once  as  dain- 
tily pink  as  tiie  petal  of  a  peach  blossom. 

Tiie  wind  sang  a  lullaby  and  swept  with  trem- 
bling fingers  the  green  harpstrings  of  the  pines. 

Gnita  slejit. 

How  could  the  visitor  tell  the  father  in  his 
lonely  prison  that  those  little  lips  would  never 
drink  from  the  tiny  cup  he  hod  so  lovingly  made 
for  her  ? 

That  in  the  onp  of  life  so  bitter  a  draught  had 
been  held  to  the  small  mouth  that  she  put  it 
meekly  away  again  and  fell  asleep? 

lie  could  not  carry  back  the  little  gourd. 

Here  it  is,  like  its  story,  a  poor  and  comntou 
thing,  but  real. 


"OKITA  SLEPT." 
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THALATTA. 

By  Don  Carlos  Seitz. 

The  still  waters  rippled  with  the  touch  of  the  breeze, 

The  soft-blowing  breeze, 

The  tempting  breeze. 

^'  Let  us  wrestle  together,  still  waters  !** 

The  tempting  breeze  whispered. 

The  waters  marmnred  :  '*  Let  as  wrestle  !^* 

Into  the  wide  arms  of  the  wind 

Rose  the  dark  waves,  the  combing,  threatening  waves. 

*'Let  us  destroy  I"  cried  the  wind. 

**Let  ns  destroy!'*  moaned  the  waters. 

Over  the  ocean  the  laden  ship  labors. 
Stout  is  the  heart  of  her  master, 
Strong  her  timbers  and  cordage — 
Stronger  the  wind  and  the  waves. 

The  towering  masts  topple, 

Ocean  craft  fails ;  vain  prayers  ascend — 

The  sea  swallows  all. 

The  wind  dies  away  sighing. 
The  calm  waters  ripple  ; 
But  the  souls ? 
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By  S.  H.  Febbis. 


'*  Ships  are  but  boards  and  sailors  but  men," 
and  until  some  shrewd  observer  discovers  the 
means — possibly  the  scientific  use  of  oil — whereby 
the  raging  waters  of  the  ocean,  when  stirred  by 
the  storm  king,  can  be  stilled,  men  who  go  down 
upon  the  sea  in  ships  will  meet  the  fate  of  those 
luckless  mariners  of  old,  Jonah,  Mardonius  and 
St.  Paul,  and  be  shipwrecked.  So  long,  too,  as 
fihips  are  possessed  of  the  uncomfortable  habit  of 
becoming  stranded  on  the  coast,  .ind  human  lives 
are  involved  in  death  dangers  in  struggling  with 
the  furious  forces  of  Old  Father  Neptune,  so  long 
will  the  work  done  by  the  coast  guard  of  the 
United  States  Life-saving  Service  be  an  appre- 
ciated necessity. 

Everyone  is  not  aware  of  the  fact— ^and  inland 

people  are  generally  wholly  \Vithont  knowledge  on 

the  subject— that  during  a  I'lTi-ge  portion  of  the 

'  year  the  whole  10,000  miles  of  coast  line  of  the 


United  States  is  under  the  watch  and  ward  of  a 
stalwart  body  of  surfside  sentinels.  . 

From  Quoddy  Head,  in  Maine,  to  the  Straits 
of  Vancouver,  in  Washifigton,  during  every  hour 
of  darkness  and  storm  a  silent  guard  is  pacing 
the  ocean's  shore,  with  eyes  peering  out  over  the 
waste  of  waters,  endeavoring  to  discover  the  first 
evidences  of  a  vessel  or  ship  in  distress.  And 
when  the  watchers  find  an  endangered  craft  the 
apparatus  of  the  Life-saving  Service  is  summoned 
into  use,  and  this  noble  department  of  the  gov- 
ernment does  the  work  for  the  imperiled  mariner 
that  the  whale  did  for  Jonah.  It  takes  the  sailor 
from  the  very  jaws  of  death,  from  the  breaking 
shrouds,  the  trembling  mast  top,  or  the  sea- 
washed  deck,  and  with  the  lifeboat,  life  car  or 
breeches  buoy  carries  him  through  the  fury-born 
billows  to  a  haven  of  safetv  on  shore. 

The  modern  system  of  life-saving  service  origi- 
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nated  in  the  mind  of  Mr.  Lionel  Lukiiis,  a,  Lon- 
don coaclimaker,  about  one  hundred  and  ten  jeai-s 
ago.     Why  the  necessity  of  providing  means  for 

the  rescue  of  shipwrecked  seamen  shonid  have 
made  an  impression  upon  the  senses  of  a  prosiiic 
dweller  in  the  world's  greatest  city  is  not  appar- 
ent. But  certain  it  ib  tliat  in  1785  Mr.  Lukins 
secured  letters  patent  upon  a  peculiar  craft  that 
he  had  constructed,  and  which  he  described  in  a 
pamphlet  aa  being  an  "  unsubmergable  boat." 

This  uneinkable  craft  at  first  received  but  a 
poor  reception  at  the  hands  of  tlie  practical  Brit- 
ish people.  Four  years  later,  however,  nu  event 
occurred  near  South  Shields,  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Tyue  River,  England, 
that  made  the  inhabit- 
ants of  Mr.  Bull's  tiglit 
little  island  turn  their 
attention  to  the  fact 
that  an  "unsubmerga- 
bte  boat,"  if  such  a  thing 
couid  be  made  a  reality, 
and  not  the  phantom  of 
an  inventor's  brain, 
would  be  the  means  of 
accomplishing  a  vast 
amount  of  valuable  Rer- 
vice  during  storms  on 
the  coast. 

One  day  during  tiio 
year  lIH'i  the  ship  Ad- 
venture was  straniled 
near  South  Shields. 
The  waves  ran  high, 
and  a  furious  surf  broko 
upon  the  beach.  For 
lack  of  a  suitable  u.  "t 
for  breasting  the  break- 
ers and  rowing  out  to 

the  wreck  hundreds  of  hov.  sumxeh  i.  kimdat.i.,  < 
people  gathered  on  the  ""^  the  u.  s.  liki 

shore  and   stood   help- 
lessly, idly  by  and  saw  more  than  a  score  of  sailors 
drop  one  by  one  into  the  relentless  embrace  of 
the  sea. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  sad  scene,  and  when  twenty 
corpses  lay  on  the  shining  sanda  next  day  tlio 
people  of  Great  Britain  cried  out  in  horror  that 
something  must  be  done  to  prevent  sncli  terrible 
sacrifices  of  human  lives. 

Mr.  Lukins  and  his  curious  buoyant  boat  now 
came  into  general  notice,  and  the  people  of  South 
Shields  oflEered  a  prize  to  be  given  to  the  inventor 
of  the  most  suitable  craft  that  could  be  used  for 
the  purpose  of  defying  the  surf  and  the  heaving 
bosom  of  the  ocean,  and  rescuing  endangered 
mariners  from  stranded  vessels. 


The  London  coachmaker,  however,  as  is  so 
often  the  case,  failed  to  reap  the  reward  of  his 
enterprise,  Mr.  Henry  Greathead  presented  a 
boat  in  competition  for  the  South  Shields  prize, 
and  his  invention  was  decided  to  be  better  adapted 
for  t!ie  purposes  intended  than  was  that  of  Lu- 
kins. 

Tiie  Duke  of  Northumberland  became  inter- 
ested in  the  prize-winning  boat,  and  thirty  of  thft- 
cnifts  were  built  nnder  his  patronage,  and  dis- 
tributed for  nse  at  tiie  most  dangerous  points  on 
the  Britisli  coast. 

In    18'-J3    the   Royal   Lifeboat    Institution,  the 
paternal  relatire  of  our  own  Life-saviiig  Service, 
was  organized  in   Eng- 
land by  Sir  William  Ilil- 
■  ~~|       lary.     From  the  date  of 

j  its  birth  until  the  pres- 
!  cut  time  this  grand  or- 
ganization lias  continu- 
ed to  furnish  the  coast- 
guard service  of  Great 
Britain.  When  the- 
work  that  has  been  per- 
formed by  it  is  viewed 
in  the  aggregate  the- 
name  given  to  it— "the- 
noblest  pliilanthropic 
enterprise  in  tJie  world"" 
— seemsnot  undeserved. 
Since  1823  the  Royal 
Lifeboat  Institution  has- 
never  ceased  to  fight  an 
organized  battle  in  be- 
half of  sailors  against 
death  in  the  surf.  More 
than  50,000  lives  have 
been  saved  by  its  efforts, 
and  untold  millions  of 
r  dollars  worth  of  prop- 
erty have  been  rescued 
from  destruction. 
Ill  many  respects  the  English  coast-guard  sys- 
tem is  inferior  to  that  of  the  United  States. 
Houses  are  maintained  at  all  of  the  more  danger- 
ous places  on  the  British  coast,  which  are  equip- 
ped with  lifeboats,  life  cars,  breeches  buoys,  and 
a  variety  of  otJier  apparatus  for  life  saving. 

Thcic  are  no  regular  crews  of  surfmen  em- 
ployed at  those  houses,  nor  is  any  regular  system 
of  coast  patrol  maintained.  If  a  wreck  occurs 
volunteers  man  tJie  lifeboats  and  beach  para- 
phernalia, and  their  services  alone  are  depended 
upon  to  perform  rescue  work. 

The  necessity  of  providing  succor  for  manners 
shipwrecked  upon  the  coast  of  this  country  wa» 
not  fully  appreciated  by  the  people  of  the  United 


States  until  1837.  In 
thig  year  Congreaa 
pogsed  an  net  antlior- 
izing  the  President 
"  to  cause  any  suitable 
number  of  public  vea- 
seta  adapted  for  the 
purpose  tocruise  upon 
the  coast  during  the 
severe  portion  of  the 
year  to  afford  such  aid 
to  distressed  naviga- 
tors 06  their  circum- 
stances and  necessi- 
ties inigiit  require." 
Bevenue  cutters 
■were  detailed  for  the 
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performance  of  the  lamliible  work  required 
bv  ibis  stiitute  Tlie  aid  rendered  to 
stranded  vessels  was  not,  however,  of  such 
a  character  as  to  prove  entirely  satisfactory, 
and  it  became  apparent  that  some  Icind  of 
a  coast-guard  lifu-saving  service  should  be 
es  tab  I  is  bed  on  shore. 

In  1848,  tlierefore,  Congress,  after  con- 
siderable urging,  appropriated  $10,000  to 
be  used  "for  providing  surfboats,  rockets, 
carronades  and  otlier  necessary  apparatus 


€to 


TheTolunteer  boat- 
men made  many  a 
thrilling  rescue  of 
storm -tossed  seamen 
from  stranded  ships, 
but  there  was  one 
great  weakness  in  the 
service  as  it  was  oper- 
ated. The  mainte- 
nance of  the  system 
made  necessary  the 
employment  of  several 
salaried  officials.  Pol- 
iticians, with  their 
usual  avidity,  seized 
upon  this  fact  as  an 
opportunity  for  re- 
warding   friends    for 
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for  tlie  better  preservation  of  life  and  prop- 
erty from  loss  by  shipwreck  on  the  coast  of 
New  Jersey  lying  between  Sandy  Hook  and 
Little  Egg  Harbor." 

Every  year  after  the  passage  of  this  bill 
the  coast  Life-saving  Service  was  estended 
and  perfected.  The  system  in  vogue,  how- 
ever, was  patterned  after  that  of  tbe  Royal 
Lifeboat  Institution,  and  no  paid  crews  of 
surfmeu  were  maintained. 
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party  services^  as  though  the  imperiled  sailor 
clinging  to  the  icy  rigging  of  a  wrecked  craft 
swept  fore  and  aft  by  winter  seas  could  care 
whether  the  roan  who  appeared  upon  the  beach 
in  charge  of  the  lifeboat  was  a  Republican^  a 
7)enfiocrat  or  a  Mugwump. 

In  the  apportionment  of  the  spoils  of  office  un- 
suitable men  secured  positions  in  the  service,  and 
interested  parties  finally  succeeded  in  prevailing 
upon  Congress  to  place  the  coast-guard  system 
sntirely  beyond  the  reach  of  politics  and  poli- 
ticians. 

In  1871  the  sum  of  1^250,000  was  appropriated, 
and  the  Life-saving  Service  was  Established  upon 
a  thoroughly  systematic  basis  as  a  regular  depart- 
ment of  the  government,  with  Mr.  Sumner  I. 
Kimball,  the  present  efficient  general  superintend- 
ent, at  its  head. 

The  political, faith  of  aspirants  for  office  no 
longer  affected  appointments  to  responsible  posi- 
tions. Inefficient  officials  were  replaced  by  suit- 
able men.  Paid  crews  of  sturdy,  strong-armed 
surfnien  were  installed  at  the  various  stations. 
New  buildings  were  erected,  and  old  ones  were 
repaired.  Sucii  new  apparatus  as  necessity  seemed 
to  demand  was  secured,  and  a  regular  system  of 
coast  patrol  was  instituted.  And  from  1871  un- 
til the  present  time  the  United  States  Life-saving 
Service  has  steadily  increased  in  efficiency,  and 
to-day  it  is  acknowledged  by  the  seagoing  men  of 
the  world  as  being  without  a  peer.  Not  a  single 
week  of  the  year  passes  without  some  noble  deed 
performed  by  the  brave  and  ever-watchful  surf- 
men  being  recorded  upon  the  pages  of  contem- 
poraneous history  by  the  daily  newspaper  press. 

How  valuable  the  work  performed  by  the  Life- 
saving  Service  is,  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  since 
it  has  been  established  the  number  of  lives  lost  in 
shipwrecks  on  the  coast  has  decreased  more  than 
seventy-five  per  cent !  At  a  single  point  on  the 
Atlantic's  shore,  Peaked  Hill  Bars,  on  Cape  Cod, 
iuring  last  winter  the  coastguard smen  saved  42 
seamen's  lives,  and  rescued  more  than  ^00,000 
worth  of  property  from  destruction. 

An  incident  that  occurred  during  the  month  of 
December,  1893,  illustrates  the  way  in  which  the 
life  savers'  work  is  done. 

It  was  the  afternoon  of  a  typical  New  England 
winter's  day.  The  air  was  filled  with  flying  snow- 
flakes,  and  a  cold  northeast  storm  was  sweeping 
over  the  barren  sand  dunes  of  the  Cape  Cod 
coast.  A  patrolman  from  the  Highland  Life-sav- 
ing Station  was  making  his  regular  journey  in 
the  face  of  the  biting  gale  along  the  ocean^s  shore, 
when  he  discovered  a  ship  being  driven  by  the 
brisk  wind  directly  toward  the  beach.  It  was  ap- 
parent that  little  short  of  a  miraculous  happen- 


ing could  save  the  craft  from  meeting  dire  dis* 
aster. 

The  intelligent  surfman  immediately  reported 
the  fact  of  his  discovery  to  the  keeper  of  his  sta- 
tion, who,  after  examining  into  the  circumstances^ 
notified  the  crews  at  the  two  other  stations  near- 
est  to  his  of  the  condition  of  affairs. 

The  Highland  captain  then  called  his  o\7n  crew^ 
to  prepare  for  duty.  The  lifeboat  and  beach  ap- 
paratus were  then  gotten  into  shape  for  service 
and  taken  to  the  shore.  Soon  after  the  crews  of 
the  two  other  stations  appeared  upon  the  scene 
ready  for  action. 

The  ocean  was  convulsed  with  the  agony  of  the 
storm,  and  the  waves  that  ran  almost  mountaina 
high  broke  into  surf  with  a  crash  upon  the  sand. 

The  short  winter  afternoon  was  expiring  into- 
twilight,  and  the  increasing  snowfall  had  shut 
off  all  view  to  the  seaward. 

Yet  across  the  pallid  waste  of  waters  came  the 
noise  of  the  groaning  of  the  surf  upon  the  bara 
located  a  short  d  istance  off  from  the  coast. 

The  surfnien  stood  in  silence  patiently  listen- 
ing for  any  sound  that  should  indicate  the  fate 
of  the  endangered  ship.  At  last  a  crash  was 
heard,  and  then  terrible  shrieks  of  agony  from 
human  throats  came  borne  upon  the  wind.  The 
vessel  had  stranded,  and  the  sea,  if  it  had  not 
already  swallowed  up  the  sacrifice  offered  by  the 
storm,  was  waiting  to  receive  it. 

The  life  savers  could  not  see  the  wrecked  ship 
because  of  the  blinding  snow,  but  they  knew  that 
somewhere  out  on  the  ocean  near  them  were  sea- 
men in  fearful  distress. 

The  task  of  trying  to  reach  and  rescue  the  im- 
periled sailors  was  almost  a  ho|)eless  one,  yet  the 
brave  surfnien  did  not  hesitate  to  encounter  any 
danger  to  save  human  lives. 

The  lifeboat  was  brought  down  to  the  water 
and  launched,  but  the  waves  took  it  as  though  it 
was  a  cockleshell  and  threw  it  back  upon  the 
beach.  Nothing  daunted  by  this  experience  or 
subsequent  similar  ones,  time  after  time  the  at- 
tempt was  made  to  breast  the  breakers,  but  the 
surf  forcefully  resisted  every  effort  made  to  pas& 
its  Conines. 

Over  and  over  again  the  life  savers  were  thrown 
into  the  sea  and  compelled  to  struggle  to  the  shore 
as  best  they  could.  Altliough  ])antiug  and  trem- 
bling from  their  violent  exertions,  their  bodies 
covered  with  ice,  they  continued  to  throw  all  of 
their  energies  into  attempts  to  get  the  lifeboat 
out  through  the  surf,  yet  each  one  of  them  knew 
that  if  they  succeeded  in  their  efforts  perhaps 
death  might  be  waiting  for  them  in  his  ghastly 
craft  out  on  the  bar. 

Fear  did  not  hinder  their  efforts,  however^  and 
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they  only  paused  long  enongi)  between  theii'  attempts  to 
kuiicii  the  lifebo&t  to  try  eeveral  times  to  send  out  n 
breeches-buoy  line  from  the  Lyie  gun. 

Once  the  life  line  readied  the  stranded  ship,  mid  the 
Bailors  commenced  to  haul  it  on  board  tbeir  craft.  Bnt 
jnst  as  the  hopes  of  rescue  began  to  grow  the  rope  parted, 
and  then  recourse  was  hud  again  to  tlie  lifeboat. 

So  through  the  long,  cohl,  dreary  night  the  battle 
against  death  and  the  aea  was  wiigod.  The  midnight  lioiir 
passed  ;  the  morning  hours  advanced.  If  the  wrecked 
ship  could  have  hold  together  until  daylight  tlie  hopes  o[ 
saving  tlie  poor  seamen  might  have  been  realized. 

IJut  just  before  duy- 
bi-eak  a  miglity  moan 
and  mingled  cry  of  terror 
and  despair  ciime  in  over 
the  aurtiicG  of  the  groat 
deep,  and  il  little  later 
big  pieces  of  wreckage 
began  to  lloiit  asl: 
Then  the  life  .°ii 
knew  that  a  portior 
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their  work  was  done.  Anotlier  duty  .'emained  to 
be  performed.  Tlirougli  the  rest  of  the  night  and 
the  next  day  a  patrol  was  kept  up  all  along  the 
shore,  for  it  was  thought  that  perhaps  eonie  sturdy 
seaman  might  survive  the  perils  of  the  sea  and 
breakers,  and  be  cast  npon  tiie  beach  more  dead 
than  alive,  but  with  the  breath  of  life  yet  remain- 
ing in  his  body.  One  such  poor  seaman  was  at 
last  discovered,  and  lie  mms  quickly  curried  to  the 
nearest  life-saving  station,  where,  after  hours  of 
I>atieut  labor  he  was  finally  resusciiated. 


From  his  lips  it  was  learned  that  the  wrecked 
ship  was  the  Jtiion,  an  English-biiilt  craft,  bound 
for  Boston,  and  that  all  of  the  other  members  of 
the  crew  had  lost  their  lives  when  the  vessel 
broke  up. 

During  the  days  that  followed  twenty  corpses 
were  borne  in  by  the  surf,  and  frieuds  came  to 
receive  them.  The  rescued  sailor  was  cared  for 
aiid  sent  upon  hie  way.  The  world  read  the  story 
of  the  awful  tragedy  in  the  newspapers,  and  the 
humble  Cape  Cod  eurfmen  took  up  again  the  bur- 
<)en  of  their  routine  lives  just  were  they  had  left 
it  when  the  patrolman  discovered  the  i/nMn  in  a 
dangerous  position  that  stormy  December  after- 
noon. 

The  life  savers  are  not  always  successful  in  pre- 
serving their  own  lives  while  attempting  to  rescue 
others  from  perilous  positions.  The  members  of 
more  than  one  brave  boat  crew  have  succeeded  in 
launching  their  life  craft,  and  pulled  out  through 
the  breakers  never  again  to  return  to  the  shore 
alive. 

One  bitter  cold  winter's  morning  the  sloop 
2\-unibuU  struck  on  Peaked  Hill  Bars,  Cape  God. 
Captain  D.  II.  Atkins  called  out  his  crew  of  surf- 
mcu,  and  they  succeeded  in  rowing  out  to  the 
T7reck.  In  attempting  to  board  the  craft,  how- 
ever, the  lifeboat  was  capsized,  and  the  men  were 
thrown  into  the  freeziTig  water. 

Several  efforts  were  made  to  right  the  boat,  but 
all  of  these  failed.  The  seas  rolled  back  and  forth 
over  the  ciaft,  and  the  life  savers  were  in  immi- 
nent ilauger  of  deatii.     'J'he  brave  men  Struggled 
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manfully  to  get  the  boat  to  the  beach.  Finally 
one  of  them,  Sam  Fisher,  who  is  now  the  captain 
of  the  Race  Point  life-saving  crew,  Baid  :  "  Cap- 
tain Atltina,  I  am  ready  to  obey  orders  ;  but  give 
me  a  chance  for  my  life.     Let  me  swim  ashore." 

"  Your  best  chance  is  to  stand  by  the  boat," 
the  captain  replied  ;  "  but  any  man  that  wants  to 
can  swim  if  he  likes." 

Three  of  the  crew  left  the  upturned  lifeboat, 
that  was  swiftly  floating  down  the  coast  with  the 
rapidly  moving  current.  These  all  reached  the 
ehore  alive,  but  in  a  BeuBelBCH  condition. 

Those  who  remained  with  the  boat  were  ulti- 
mately overwhelmed  in  tJielr  battle  with  the  sea 
and  drowned.  A  little  later  their  lifeless  bodies 
were  thrown  up  on  tlie  beach  by  the  surf.  It  was 
Captain  Atkins's  own  son,  a  patrolman  from  the 
High  Head  Life-eaving  Station,  who,  in  making 
hia  regular  rounds,  found  his  father's  corpse  jnst 
at  the  water's  edge. 

If  it  is  true  that  "greater  love  hath  no  man 
than  to  lay  down  his  life  for  his  brother,"  what 
shall  be  said  of  the  brave  men  of  the  Life-saving 
Service,  many  of  whom  annually  imperil  their  ex- 
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istence,  and  often  surrender  up  their  fives,  in  at. 
tempts  to  render  aid  to  those  who  are  total  stran- 
gers to  them  ? 

More  than  ten  thousand  miles  of  seashore  are 
comprised  within  the  scope  of  the  protecting  op- 
erations of  t^e  United  States  Life-saving  Service. 
Every  possible  variety  of  coast  conformation  is 
represented  within  this  extensive  territory. 

Where  the  Atlantic's  waves  roll  a  large  portion 
of  the  beach  is  composed  of  sand.  Off  from  the 
shore,  st  varying  distances  of  from  one  to  five 
miles,  are  many  dangerous  reefs  and  bars,  that 
are  an  ever-present  source  of  menacing  danger  to 
navigators.  At  other  points  on  the  country's 
eastern  boundary  are  high  rocks  and  cliffs,  that 
lift  their  heads  proudly  above  the  surf  that  dashes 
impotently  at  their  feet.  Near  these  are  numer- 
ous sunken  shoals  and  ledges. 

The  weather  on  the  Xorth  Atlantic  is  usually 
quite  free  from  disastrous  storms  during  the 
months  from  May  to  September.  There  are,  of 
course,  days  in  summer  when  Boreas  and  Neptune 
combine  to  make  miserable  the  lives  of  seamen, 
but  such  days  fortunately  are  rare,  and  scarcely 
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any  wrecks  occur  upon  tlie  coitst  during  the  sea- 
son of  warm  weather.  Wlien  winter  nrrivea,  how- 
ever, with  its  coll),  ice  aiiit  im]ieiiet ruble  snow- 
storms, Ben  (lisaeters  become  frequent. 

Ou  the  Inst  <iiiy  of  August  eiich  year  the  vaca- 
tion eenson  ends  for  the  Atluntic  const  surfmeii, 
and  they  gather  at  tlieir  stations  prepared  for  sev- 
eral monthn  of  dangerous  and  trying  eervico. 

Each  station's  ciew  is  made  up  of  seven  men, 
and  a  captain  or  kee[>cr,  who  renniins  on  duty 
during  the  entire  rear. 

At  tlie  midnigiit  hoLtron  tiio  lust  d:iy  of  August 
two  siirfmon  start  out  from  oacli  Atlantic  coast 
station.  Tliey  go  down  togetlicr  to  the  Bide  of 
the  Boa  tJiat  "bare3  its  heaving  bosom  to  tlic 
moon."  Here  they  ptirt  company,  and  each  one. 
begins  a  lonely  patrol  by  the  ocenn's  side,  tlieir 
only  companion  being  tlic  silent,  mysterious  and 
awful  waste  of  waters  that  break  int9  foam  npon 
the  sand  at  their  feet. 

Through  all  of  the  long  hours  of  every  night 
until  the  lust  day  of  April  these  patrolling  suif- 
tnen  are  ecanning  the  broad  atirfiico  of  the  At- 
lantic endeavoring  to  discover  the  first  evidences, 
if  possibh',  of  a  ship  in  distress.  And  if  a  cmft 
endangered  ia  discovered  a  flashing  signal  light 
in  the  life  Bavor'a  hands  SL<nds  out  over  the  sea 
the  ghul  news  to  the  imperiled  Eoaman  that  his 
condition  U  known,  and  tliat  rescuing  means  will 
aoon  bo  in  readiness  to  offer  succor. 

Upon  the  I'ucific  coast  the  dangers  to  which 
mariners  are  exposed  are  of  a  character  less  to  ho 
dreaded  than  tlioEO  which  threaten  navigatoi-s  on 
the  eastern  slioro  of  the  country.  The  coast  is 
mostly  bold  and  rocky,  although  there  are  but 
few  reefs  or  shoals,  and  safe  harbors  are  quite 
Qumerone.     The  wind  in  this  region  blows  from 
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one  direction  during  a  large  portion  of  the  yeiur, 
and  approaching  storms  can  usually  be  accurately 
foretold  several  days  in  advance  of  their  advent. 
The  western  coast  is,  however,  quite  frequently 
obscured  by  dense  fogs,  and  the  perils  of  the  sea 
disti'ihuto  their  fruitage  quite  equally  through  all 
of  the  seasons  of  the  year.  -\s  a  consequence  of 
this,  although  the  ci'ewB  at  the  182  stations  lo- 
cated ou  the  Athiiitic  and  Gulf  coasts  are  on  duty 
during  only  a  part  of  the  year,  the  Burfmen  at 
the  twelve  stations  situated  where  the  Pacific 
plashes  are  in  active  Bervice  during  the  whole 
twelve  months. 

The  United  Htates'  ahnre  of  the  coast  line  of 
the  Great  Lakes  is  more  than  2,500  miles  long. 
The  uiiBuUed  itdand  seas  are  open  to  navigatiou 
dnring  about  eight  months  of  the  year ;  being 
frozen  over  and  closed  by  ice  dnring  the  winter 
season. 

There  are  but  few  natural  harbors  on  the  lake 
shores,  but  quite  a  targe  number  of  artificial  ones 
have  been  made  by  building  long  stone  piers  out 
from  the  coast  at  various  points,  generally  near 
the  mouths  of  rivers.  To  secure  entrance  iiito 
one  of  these  is  n  difficult  task  even  under  the 
most  favorable  conditiona. 

The  great  inland  bodies  of  water  are  generally 
tranquil.  At  certain  seasons,  however,  they  are 
visited  by  violent  gales  of  wind  tiiat  throw  their 
surfaces  into  furious  convulsions  with  a  sudden- 
ness timt  is  unknown  to  navigators  on  the  ocean. 
Vessels  caught  witliout  warning  by  one  of  these 
gales,  being  landlocked  and  having  but  scant  sea 
room,  are  compelled  to  face  either  the  certainty  of 
stranding  or  else  attempt  to  enter  one  of  the  har- 
bors that  are  so  difficult  of  access.  To  sail  into  the 
narrow  space  between  the  harbor  piers  is  a  diffi- 
cult task  in  pleasant  weather,  and  during  & 
severe  storm,  it  is  well-nigh  paat  the  possi- 
bility of  achievement.  It  is  therefore  near 
these  artilicial  harbors  that  most  of  the 
shipwrecks  on  the  Great  Lakes  occur,  and 
as  a  couBoqneuco  the  torty-uine  life-saving 
stations  of  the  iuland  seas  are  located  close 
by  these  havens  of 
refuge.  The  crows 
at  these  stations 
.  go  ou  duty  as  soou 

as  the  ice  breaks 
up  in  the  spring, 
and  cease  their 
services  when  the 
approach  of  winter 
puts  an  end  to  fur- 
ther navigation. 
Besides  the  life- 
CArK  roD.  saving   stations  of 
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the  Aliantic,  Gulf 
and  Pitcific  conste 
and  the  Great 
Lakes,    there    is    a 

single  inland  station 
located  at  Lonis- 
Tille,  Ky.  At  this 
point  a  dam  lias 
been  built  across 
the  Ohio  Rirer,  in 
which  lire  two  wide 
openings,  or  chutes, 
for  the  descent  of 
vessels,  the  ascent 
being  accomplished 
by  iiLCiiiis  cif  a  shore 
canal,  provided  with 
suitftble  locks. 

This  dam  is  a 
constant  source  of  danger  to  the  small  boats  thnt 
attempt  to  cross  the  river,  as  they  fire  liable  to 
be  swept  over  its  verge  or  else  drawn  down 
through  the  chutes.  Large  vessels  are  also  ex- 
posed to  the  same  [>erils  if  they  become  disabled 
or  unntntiageable.  For  this  reason  the  govern- 
ment has  found  it  advisable  to  establish  here  a 
floating  lifeboat  station  of  nnique  constrnction. 

This  home  of  the  life  savers  consists  of  a  two- 
story  house  with  a  cupola  observatory,  and  is 
built  upon  the  hnll  of  a  scow-shaped  boat.  It  is 
usually  moored  ahove  the  dam,  at  a  point  (vhicli 
will  afford  the  readiest  acceaa  to  the  various  crafts 
meeting  with  accident,  but  it  can  easily  bo  towed 
to  a  different  place  wiien  necessity  requires. 

On  tlio  coast  of  Florida  there  are  no  life-saving 
stations,  but  instead  a  nnmber  of  bnildings, 
known  as  houses  of  refuge. 

When  vessels  strand  in  this  vicinity  they  usu- 
ally come  well  up  to  tbo  land,  and  sailors  experi- 
ence but  little  difficulty  in  reaching  the  shore. 
Until  recently,  however,  the  coast  was  almost  un- 
iiiliabitcd,  and  mariners  cast  upon  it  were  exposed 
to  the  horrors  of  death  by  starvation. 

The  houses  of  refuge  are  simple  dwellings, 
similar  to  many  others  found  in  the  South.  They 
are  large  enough  for  the  residence  of  a  family, 
and  to  aSord  shelter  to  as  many  other  people  as 
are  likely  to  require  it.  No  lifeboats  or  a]>para- 
tus  are  provided  at  these  buildings,  and  no  surf- 
men  are  employeiT,  although  a  keeper  resides  at 
each  one  of  them  during  the  whole  year.  Fach 
building  is  provided  with  enough  cots  for  the  ac- 
commodation of  twenty-five  people,  and  provis- 
ions suflicient  for  the  entertainment  of  the  same 
number  of  persons  for  ten  days. 

The  average  distance  between  the  houses  of  ref- 
uge is  twenty-six  miles,  and  at  each  mile  along 
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the  coast  is  located  a  guideboard  that  indicates 
the  distance  and  direction  to  the  nearest  one  of 
them. 

The  crews  of  all  of  the  life-saving  stations  are 
composed  of  the  very  best  and  most  competent  of 
the  sturdy  beachmeu  of  the  country.  A  man 
who  desires  a  position  in  the  service  must  be  not 
over  forty-five  years  of  age,  and  possess  a  sound 
and  well-developed  body,  being  subjected  to  & 
very  rigid  examination  at  tiie  hands  of  physicians 
of  the  I'nited  States  Marine  Hospital  staff.  He 
must  also  demonstrate  his  exi>ertnes8  in  the  man- 
agement of  boats  and  his  ability  in  matters  of 
similar  import. 

If  an  applicant  succeeds  in  passing  the  exami- 
nations the  rules  and  regulations  of  the  service 
are  read  to  him,  and  ho  enlists  for  duty  by  sign- 
ing articles  in  wliicli  lie  agrees  to  reside  at  one  of 
the  stations  continuously  during  what  is  known 
as  the  active  season,  to  faithfully  perform  such 
service  as  his  superior  officers  may  require,  and  to 
hold  himself  in  readiness  for  rescue  work  at 
wrecks  if  any  occur  during  the  summer. 

The  amount  of  compensation  received  by  the 
surfnien  is  Mo  per  month  during  the  active  sea- 
son, and  J3  or  more  for  each  time  that  their  serv- 
ices are  required  for  wreck  work  in  summer. 
Fach  man  supplies  liis  own  clothing  and  food, 
but  quarters  and  fuel  are  furnished  at  the  various 
stations  witiiout  expense.  As  a  means  of  estimat- 
ing the  importance  and  value  of  the  work  doue 
by  the  life  savers  each  year  the  following  extract 
from  the  last  annual  report  of  the  general  super- 
intendent of  the  service,  made  public  November 
15th,  1803,  is  given  :  "The  number  of  disasters 
to  dociimented  vessels  within  the  field  of  the 
ojierations  of  the  service  during  the  year  was  4^7. 
On  board  tliese  vessels  wei\)  3,3C5  |>ersonSj  of  whom 


3,54'^  were  saved  niiil  'iZ  lost. 
Six  liiindrei]  aud  sixlj-tlirce 
stii)) wrecked  persons  received 
BtiGcor  ikt  the  stuiions.  Tlie 
estimated  viilue  of  t!ie  vesjeh 
involved  in  the  disasters  was 
*G, 414,075,  tliftt  of  tijoir  cargoes 
♦1,084,000.  milking  ii  totu)  t.-iUio 
of  property  imperiled  ttliout 
*8,098.075.  Of  tliis  atnoittit 
96,44-.!, 50&  was  Giivol,  a\u\ 
»1,G65,570  lost.  Tlio  iiiiiiibcr 
of  vessels  totally  lost  was  88. 
Ill  luldilion  to  the  foregoing 
there  were  duritig  the  year  I'ti 
cnsiialtics  to  small  craft,  sncli 
as  Faiiboats,  rowbouts,  etc.,  oil 
which  there  were  337  persons, 
321  of  whom  were  saved  and  C 
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lost,  Tlie  property  involved  to 
tliese  instances  is  estimated  at 
*ly3,035,  of  which  «iri8,345  was 
saved  and  *34,090  lost.  Tliere 
were  47  other  persona  rescned, 
who  liad  fallen  from  wharves, 
piers,  etc.,  and  who  would  liave 
perished  without  the  aid  of  life- 
saving  crews.  The  extent  of  the 
assistance  rendered  in  saving  ves- 
eels  and  cargoes  was  greater  thau 
ever  before,  witli  tlie  exception  of 
a  single  year.  The  cost  of  the 
maintenance  of  the  service  dur- 
ing the  year  was  $1,231,893.  In- 
vestigation shows  that  in  no  in- 
stance was  there  any  failure  iii  , 
dnty  on  the  part  of  the  life-saving 
crews,  and  tliat  the  persons  who 


the  Biirfmen'a  lives.  It  is  ne- 
cessary for  a  person  to  live 
amongst  them  and  know  tliem 
thoronglily  to  appreciate  how 
inured  to  danger  and  hardship 
they  are,  and  how  readily  they 
,  risk  everything  without  a 
thonght  of  fear  when  duty  calls 
upon  them  for  the  perform- 
ance of  some  liazardone  service, 
The  Might  of  January  19th, 
1893,  was  a  bitter  cold  one  on 
the  Atlantic  coast.  The  sky 
was  overcast,  and  an  occasional 
snow  sqnall  swept  through  the 
air.  The  mercnry  in  the  ther- 
mometer stood  at  20"  helow  the 
freezing  point.  Tlie  life-saving 
patrols  made  their nsnal  rounds, 
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perished  were  entirety  beyond  the 
reach  of  human  aid." 

It  is  interesting  also  to  note 
that  previous  to  tlie  establish- 
ment of  the  Life-saving  Service 
as  a  paid  department  of  the  gov- 
ernment one  life  was  lost  out  of 
every  tv.-enty-seven  involved  in 
shipwrecks  on  tlie  coast.  At  the 
present  time  only  one  out  of  every 
one  hundred  and  fifty-five  lives 
imperiled  in  sea  disasters  is  sac- 
rificed. 

Dry  statistics  and  figures,  how- 
ever, cannot  convey  even  the 
slightest  conception  of  the  real 
heroism  and  tlirilling  bravery  of 
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and  returned  to  the  stations  worn  and  tired  from 
their  long,  dreary  tramps  over  the  snow  and  yield- 
ing sand. 

At  daylight  on  the  morning  of  the  20th  tlie 
gale  WHS  rnpidly  increasing  in  violence,  and  the 
surface  of  the  ocean  was  furiously  agitated  by  tlie 
vigorous  storm.  Just  at  day- 
break the  ringing  of  the  tele* 
plione  bell  in  the  Coekata 
Life-Baving  Station  on  Nan- 
tucket Island  called  Keeper 
Chase  to  the  instrument,  and 
over  the  wire  came  a  message 
from  the  lighthouse  keeper  at 
Sankaty  Head,  saying  that 
away  in  the  distance,  at  least  ) 
ten  miles  ofl  shore,  the  masts 
of  a  vessel  were  jnst  discerni- 
ble above  the  horizon,  and 
that  the  craft  was  probably 
stranded  on  Bass  Rip  Bar. 

The  keeper  repaired  to  the 
station  observatory  and  care- 
fully  examined  the  surface  of 
the  ocean  with  a  telescope, 
but  no  portion  of  the  wrecked 
vessel  could  be  seen. 

The  men  of  the  life-saving 
crew  were  awakened,  how- 
ever, and  ordered  to  get  ready 
for  dnty.  Breakfast  was  pre- 
pared and  eaten,  and,  after  it 
had  been  disposed  of,  San- 
katy Light  was  again  called 

up    by    telephone,    and    the     '-' 

question  asked  :  "  Is  the  voa-  captain  and  crew 
sel  still  there  ?"  "•  «  oovbrnment 


"  Yes,  atili  there," 
was  tbe  reply. 

"  Then  we'll  launch' 
the  lifeboat  and  at- 
tempt to  reach  her  at 
once." 

What  the  carrying 
out  of  this  decision 
meant  the  tranicd 
seamen  of  the  life- 
saviiig  crew  knew 
only  too  ivell.  If  a- 
loiig  trip  was  made 
to  t!ie  leeward  of 
Nantucket  Shoals  in 
such  a  gale  as  was- 
blowing  either  the 
wind  must  moderate 
its  force  or  some 
passing  vessel  pick 
up  the  boat  crew,  else  eight  other  lives  would 
share  the  fate  of  those  alreiuly  imperiled.  The 
Burfmen  did  not  need  to  speak  of  this  fact  to  one 
another.  They  all  knew  the  terrible  possibilities, 
nf  death  that  attended  their  venture,  but  each  one 
implicitly  obeyed  Keeper  Chaso  when  the  order 
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vas  given  to  man  the  life  craft.  The  boat  was 
gotten  out  through  the  line  of  breakers  Eiicceas- 
fully,  and  sail  was  mmie  direct  for  Bjiss  Ri|>, 
This  was  reached  after  a  qiiitk  rim  before  the 
wind,  luul  now  fur  the  fust  time  the  wi-eckcd 
«hip  became  visible.  •Jhe  was  not  straiidoi]  on 
Basa  Ui{)  IW  as  had  been  thonglit,  but  on  Rose 
and  Crown  SlionU,  llie  moat  dreaded  and  dunger- 
Qua  of  all  of  tlie  many  oiiiljing  reefe,  located  at 
leaflt  five  miles  further  out  in  tiio  ocean. 

The  boat  continueil  to  s{)eed  uiion  its  way  be- 


gradually  and  ekilKully  worked  in  toward  the 
wreck  by  the  siirfnien. 

Kach  mail  in  the  boat  now  kept  his  eyes  fast- 
ened upon  the  kcejMr.  Each  one  of  them  in- 
stantly and  impliciily  obeyed  etery  motion  and 
command,  for  a  mistake  or  ivrong  move  might 
have  precipitated  a  collision  with  the  wreck,  and 
the  result  would  have  been  the  destruction  of  the 
life  craft  and  the  death  of  the  whole  crew. 

The  boat  was  being  ekillfully  and  enccesafiilly 
engineered  toward  the  etranded  sliiji,  when  some 


buhfman's  patrol. 


fore  the  wind,  and  the  additional  distance  was 
soon  covered. 

Stranded   upon   the   Rose   and    Grown   was  a 

three-masted  schooner.  Her  hull  had  settled 
into  the  aiknd  until  only  a  portion  of  the  rail  was 
visible.  The  sea  broke  high  over  her  bow,  and 
the  swirl  of  the  current  covered  the  stern.  The 
masts  and  spars  were  about  all  that  rein.itned 
above  tlie  surface  of  the  ocean,  and  clinging  to 
these  were  seven  half-frozen,  perishing  seamen. 

A  line  was  thrown  to  the  sailors  in  the  rigging, 
and  they  were  instructed  to  tie  the  end  of  it  to 
the  mast.     Tliis  they  did,  and  ihc  lifeboat  was 


of  the  poor  half-frenzied  sailors  began  to  pull 
upon  the  end  of  the  line  that  was  attached  to  the 
mast.  By  tins  act  the  lives  of  the  life  savers  were 
additionally  endangered,  and  if  persisted  in  the 
attempt  at  rescue  would  have  been  frustrated. 

Commands  to  cease  hauling  on  the  line  were 
not  obeyed.  The  shipwrecked  seamen  were  thor- 
oughly demoralized,  and  all  semblance  of  disci- 
pline had  dtsapi)eared  from  amongst  them. 

Keeper  Chase  rose  in  the  stern  of  the  lifeboat 
and  cried  out :  "  Make  that  line  fast,  and  slop 
hauling  on  it,  or  I'll  cut  the  rope  and  leave  yon 
to  vonr  fate  !" 
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As  he  uttered  tliese  words  the  keeper  ojiened 
liis  knife  and  pagsed  it  to  the  Btroke  oarsman. 

The  ilisobedient  sailors  looked  nt  the  stern, 
pale  face  of  the  speaker  for  a  moment,  and  ns 
the;  realized  that  he  meant  every  word  tlmt  he 
had  EHid  they  speedily  desisted  in  their  e(Tiiiis. 

The  line  was  nor/  made  f:ist  to  the  mast  again, 
und  tlie  boat  skillfully  worked  up  as  close  to  the 
wreck  as  safety  would  )icrmit,  and  one  by  one 
the  Bailors  were  taken  into  it. 

Then  began  the  return  voyage  to  the  sliore. 
Tiie  rescued  men  wore  cold,  hungry  and  com- 
pletely eihansted  after  their  long  night's  exposure 
to  the  icy  water  and  the  piercing  north  wind. 
They  were  so  weak  that  they  could  not  render  aiiy 
Assistance  to  the  life  savers,  and  a  long  lifteen- 
mile  journey  must  be  made  with  a  heavily  laden 
boat  rowed  by  the  weary  and  exhausted  surfmen, 
in  the  face  of  a  heavy  wind  and  strong  current, 
before  the  coast  could  be  reached. 

No  land  was  in  sight,  and  the  top  of  the  .San- 
liaty  Light  tower  was  jnst  visible  on  the  horizon 
as  the  boat  rose  on  the  crest  of  a  se.i.  Tiie  stanch 
little  craft  was  headed  toward  the  shore,  although 
the  wind  and  the  swiftly  moving  tide  both  com- 
bined to  carry  it  toward  the  dreaded  eurf  break- 
ing on  Nantucket  Shoula. 

The  strong-armed  surfmen  worked  with  an  cn- 
•ergy  born  of  despair,  for  they  each  one  realized 
that  the  chances  were  that  none  of  them  would 
-ever  reach  the  shore  alive. 

After  three  hours  of  ceaseless  pulling  at  the 
•oar<<  the  dangerous  ehoal  was  weathered,  and  the 
boat  was  anchored  to  await  a  turn  of  the  tide, 
wliich  would  set  in  toward  shore  and  help  the 
boat  upon  its  journey.  At 
aunsot  another  start  was 
made,  but  after  six  hours  of 
■ceaseless  rowing,  only  a  single 
mile  had  been  gained  toward 
the  coaBt. 

It  was  a  very  difficult  task 
to  keep  the  heavily  laden  boat 
afloat.  Kvery  few  minutes 
the  comb  of  the  sea  would 
tosa  large  quantities  of  water 
on  board,  and  constant  bailing 
was  necessary  to  keep  the 
craft  fixim  sinking. 

At  eleven  o'clock  the  tide 
changed  again,  and  the  life- 
boat was  once  more  anchored 
to  prevent  its  being  carried 
out  to  sea  by  the  current. 

Kow  ensued  the  hardest 
work  of  the  voyage.  'I'he 
nerves  of  eTcry  one  of  the  life 


savers  were  strained  to  the  highest  tension,  and 
they  toiled,  as  men  only  can  toil  in  the  presence 
of  death,  to  keep  their  boat  from  foundering. 

At  last  tired  nature  could  bear  the  strain  no 
longer,  and  one  of  the  surfmen  turned  to  the 
commander  of  the  boat,  and  said  ;  "  I  can't  stand 
it  any  longer,  captain.  Let  me  sleep  only  just 
a  few  minutes,  and  then  I'll  be  all  right  again." 

As  a  result  of  this  appeal  fach  man  was  allowed 
to  doze  for  ten  minutes,  but  was  awakened 
promptly  ut  the  expiration  of  the  time,  for  fear  of 
death  by  freezing. 

At  daybreak  the  tide  again  changed,  and  a  little 
hitcr  the  wind  moderated  and  the  sea  became 
lcs3  boisterous.  Tho  snow  squalls  soon  ceased,  and 
the  sun  appeared  to  give  new  life  to  numbed  and 
BtilTened  limbs.  With  the  easier  weather  condi- 
tions came  courage  and  a  return  of  lioije. 

All  hands  bent  at  tlio  oars  witli  renewed  vigor. 
.\t  2  I'.M.,  after  thirty  hours  of  almost  unparal- 
leled suffering,  exposure  and  inceas.iut  labor,  the 
lifeboat  reached  the  shore  at  Siasconset. 

Willing  hands  were  lendy  to  assist  tho  weary 
surfmen  up  the  beacli,  and  the  chilled  and  froBt- 
hitteu  sailors  who  had  been  rescued  from  the 
wrecked  ship  were  taken  to  hospitable  homes  and 
cared  for. 

During  all  of  the  long  hours  of  the  awful  night 
that  had  passed  the  wife  of  Keeper  Cliase  had 
kept  watch  over  the  ocean's  surface  from  the 
lighthouse  tower. 

When  it  became  apparent  that  the  boat  was 
about  to  land  she  was  the  one  who  spread  the 
news  that  brought  the  islanders  to  the  beach. 
And  when  the  brave  little  lady  who  had  held  up 
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BO  bravely  during  all  of  the  lioiirs  of  darkness 
and  Btorm  ran  down  to  the  water's  edge  to  greet 
her  returned  luiaband,  and,  standing  on  tiptoe, 
drew  the  rough,  tveatlicr-etaincd  face  of  the  stal- 
wart twttler  witli  the  surf  down  and  kissed  it, 
there  was  a  suspicion  of  teai's  iu  other  ej'es  than 
hers. 

And  80,  "where  the  breakers  roar,"  in  ways 
like  this  the  work  of  the  life  savers  is  done.  Xo 
matter  how  dark  the  night  or  terrible  the  storm, 
watchful  sentinels  are  pacing  the  ocean's  siiore 


with  eyes  scaning  the  sea  to  discover  the  first  evi- 
dences of  a  shipwreck  !  To  the  thousands  of 
men  who  toil  upon  the  great  highway  of  nations, 
from  the  humblent  seaman  to  the  most  respected 
of  captains,  the  knowledge  of  this  fact  carries 
witli  it  a  feeling  of  comfort  and  safety,  for  every 
mariner  knows  that,  even  if  a  most  terrible  disas- 
ter befalls  his  ship,  willing  hearts  and  strong 
arms,  guided  by  intelligent  minds,  will  be  in 
readiness  to  render  all  the  aid  that  human  jwwer 
can  give,  or  human  beings  csjiect. 


I  STOP  !'  BHE  CniED,  FIERCELY,  ATTEMPTDTa  TO  FABS." 


By  Genevieve  L.  Browne. 


The  room  was  lined  with  Oriental  tapestries 
and  rugs,  and  the  apholstery  was  correspondingly 
rich  ill  texture  and  color.  Ho  liked  dark,  lich 
eflGcts.  They  gn?e  liiiii  a  restful  feeling  when  he 
entered  the  room  at  niglit  and  the  flamea  of  tho 
grate  fire  cost  a  soft  harmonizing  light  over  overy- 
tiiing.  He  could  sit  before  llio  piano  and  play  and 
forget.  Those  were  oxqnisite  moments.  Tliere 
was  no  necessity  to  care  whctiicr  the  world  appre- 
ciated or  applauded ;  he  played  then  to  pour  out 
his  pent-up  longings  and  emotions. 

After  he  had  played  ho  would  take  hia  pipe 
and  sit  before  the  fire,  philosophizing.  This 
would  quiet  hia  nerves  and  prepare  him  for  the 
Dight'e  work.  At  ten  ho  would  go  into  the  wovk- 
Toom  adjoining,  where  he  had  his  tools  and  in- 
VoL  SXXVIU.,  Ho.  3-19. 


struments.  He  was  studying  the  mechanism  of 
a  piano  which  he  liad  taken  to  pieces,  wisliing  to 
imitate  it  to  a  certain  extent,  tliough  there  were 
some  features  he  pioposed  to  improve  upon. 

Tho  tones  would  be  deeper,  richer,  more  pas- 
sionate. Thoy  would  say  more.  They  would  re- 
spond more  readily  to  hia  touch.  He  often  be- 
came excited  and  feverish  over  his  work,  and 
wanted  to  talk  to  some  one  about  it.  Bnt  he  felt 
tliat  few  would  have  confidence  ill  it,  and  lie  was 
too  sensitive  to  be  laugiied  at.  He  grew  half 
savage  over  his  solitude,  and  at  times  plunged 
into  dissipation.  • 

It  was  tlirougli  this  he  Imppencd  to  meet 
Thornton,  a  man  whose  cburacter  was  the  direct 
antipodes  of  bis,  and  whom  Du  Point  could  not 
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admire  save  as  an  attractive  animal  of  fine  phy- 
sique and  feature. 

Thornton  had  a  sweetheart  of  whom  he  spoke 
a  great  deal  to  his  companion,  so  much  that  her 
image  was  impressed  on  his  mind.  He  was  essen- 
tially an  idealist,  and  had  formed  his  own  concep- 
tion of  her.  He  did  not  think  Thornton  fully  ap- 
preciated her,  excepting  as  something  pleasing  to 
look  upon,  enjoy  and  ahsorb  selfishly.  Du  Point 
thought  of  her  as  something  more,  though  he 
could  not  exactly  explain  what. 

One  night  he  dreamt  of  her.  He  saw  her  quite 
distiuctly,  with  her  red-gold  hair,  her  large  hazel 
eyes,  her  firm,  tender  mouth,  and  white,  magnetic 
hands.    A  quiver  passed  over  him,  and  he  awoke. 

After  that  he  often  sat  in  the  glow  of  the  fire- 
light, playing  softly,  and  interblending  her  image 
with  improvisations.  He  wondered  what  it  all 
meant  to  him.  After  all,  she  might  be  a  very 
ordinary  little  Western  girl.  But  he  felt  it  a 
desecration  for  Jack  to  speak  of  her,  and  would 
shrink  from  him  in  disgust  when  he  came  to  the 
studio  at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  his  silk 
hat  set  back,  his  overcoat  open,  a  dead  cigar 
stump  between  his  lips  and  his  breath  heavy  with 
drink.  And  yet,  strange  contradiction  of  human 
nature,  when  his  mind  and  nerves  were  over- 
wrought, with  the  savage,  desperate  mood  upon 
him,  he  was  no  better — at  least,  so  he  thought. 
So  he  and  Jack  continued  friends. 

One  dav  Jack's  sweetheart  came.  When  Du 
Point  saw  her  he  said  :  "  She  is  the  creature  of 
my  dreams,"  That  evening  he  wished  to  spend 
alone,  in  order  to  express  the  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings she  had  awakened  in  the  laneuasre  he  knew 
be^t.  But  Jack  dropped  in.  **  Well,  what  do  you 
say  ?    Think  I'm  making  a  good  investment  T* 

Ugh  !  Jack  was  a  brute  !  How  could  Gladys 
love  him  ? 

He  gave  Jack  tickets  to  his  recital  the  follow- 
ing evening.  He  was  to  give  Chopin,  who  had 
been  his  special  study  this  winter.  He  had  not 
only  studied  bis  compositions,  but  the  life  and 
character  of  the  man.  This  account^  for  his 
successful  interpretation.  He  would  cut  off  a 
final  chord  or  two  of  several  of  the  efutfes,  and 
sometimes  the  introduction.  **A  musical  com- 
pi^sition,"  he  would  say,  •*  should  have  no  begin- 
ning nor  ending.* 

He  sat  before  the  instrument,  looking  into 
space,  his  long,  white  fingers  drawing  from  it  the 
essence  of  music  that  vibrated  throuirh  his  being. 

He  was  playing  to  Gladys — the  Gladys  of  his 
ideals.  His  phrasing  moved  hor.  She  leaned 
forward  with  rapt  attention.  **  Ho  is  all  spirit," 
she  thought,  womanlike  jumping  at  a  conclu- 
sion :  **he  is  scarcolv  human," 


They  grew  to  know  each  other  somewhat.  She 
loved  his  music,  and  would  sit  listening  to  him 
play  for  hours.  He  mistook  her  sympathy  and 
emotional  responsiveness  for  comprehension  that 
she  had  not  yet  attained ;  but  she  raised  him  up 
and  made  him  stronger  and  better.  He  confided 
to  her  many  of  his  aspirations  and  ambitions,  and 
showed  her  the  instrument  he  was  constructing, 
explaining  in  detail  his  theories  concerning  it. 
She  listened  untiringly,  his  enthusiasm  leading 
her  to  realize  vaguely  that  there  were  possibilities 
above  and  beyond  her  present  sphere.  She  began 
unconsciously  to  compare  him  with  Jack,  and 
Jack  suffered  by  the  comparison. 

Jack  brought  her  to  the  studio  one  night.  It 
was  un pardonably  Bohemian,  but  he  was  to  marry 
her  soon,  and  Du  Point  was  such  a  good  friend. 
Jack  stepped  out  for  a  few  moments  to  get  some 
Persian  tobacco  that  they  always  smoked  in  the 
studio.  He  had  expressed  a  wish  to  smoke,  and 
Gladys  had  said  she  liked  the  odor.  He  could 
appreciate  good  and  beautiful  things  from  a  sen- 
suous standpoint. 

"  Play  something,"  she  said,  drawing  off  one 
glove,  and  leaning  on  the  piano. 

His  hands  wandered  over  the  keys,  seeking 
something  by  which  to  express  himself,  and  al- 
most imperceptibly  he  had  commenced  Schu- 
mann's "  Warum?" 

The  quiet  questioning  of  the  tones  was  reflected 
in  his  face  and  attitude,  and  as  they  grew  more 
pleading  and  passionate  he  looked  at  her,  with 
the  soft  glow  of  the  shaded  lights  on  her  hair, 
brow  and  lips. 

*•  •  Warum,*  indeed  ?"  he  said,  rising  with  a 
sudden  impulse  and  laying  his  band  upon  hers. 
His  hot  breath  came  and  went  quickly,  stirring 
the  loose  curls.  A  new  sensation  came  over  her, 
and  with  a  woman's  intuition  she  discovered  in 
that  moment  that  he  was  capable  of  human  love. 
She  quivered  and  flushed  as  she  bad  not  done 
even  when  Jack  had  put  his  arms  about  her  and 
kissed  her  for  the  first  time. 

The  silence  wjis  rudelv  broken  bv  Jack's  foot- 
step,  and  the  door  was  thrown  open.  Her  heart 
beat  wildlv,  fearinsr  that  he  had  seen.  Du  Point 
Started  and  turned  with  an  unconscious  look  of 
annoyance.  He  had  never  realized  before  what  a 
jarring  element  Jack  was. 

Once  more  he  turned  to  his  music  and  played 
some  thundering  [lassages  from  Wagner,  which 
see  mod  to  relieve  him  somewhat. 

Jack  etvxni  puffing  a  cigarette,  his  face  in  shad- 
ow, so  that  she  could  road  nothing  from  it. 

-  Ho  WJ4S  silent  on  thoir  way  to  her  abiding  place, 
and  she  tiilkod  foverish-v  to  conceal  her  auxietv 
and  embarrassment.    Whenever  he  was  displeased 
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with  her  he  sulked  until  she  was  m  a  state  of 
nervous  excitement ;  then  he  would  apologize  ab- 
jectly, finally  obtaining  a  word  of  forgiveness. 
She  looked  forward  to  a  more  lengthy  spell  to- 
night, for  she  had  never  given  him  cause  for 
jealousy  before.  She  was  prepared  to  bear  it 
meekly,  for  she  felt  that  she  deserved  it.  He  said 
nothing  of  it,  and  she  began  to  doubt  that  he  had 
seen,  or  he  was  too  generous  to  mention  it. 

On  their  wedding  day  he  was  in  excellent 
spirits,  and  looked  upon  her  with  a  triumphant 
air  of  possession.  Gladys's  face  had  begun  to 
wear  a  worried  expression.  She  could  not  ex- 
actly understand  Jack.  She  had  not  seen  him 
for  two  years  before  coming,  and  he  had  changed, 
or  she  had.  She  hoped  it  would  be  all  right 
when  they  were  married.  But  when  she  tried  to 
quiet  her  misgivings  the  questioning  strains  of 
"  Warum  ?"  would  run  through  her  mind  and 
trouble  her,  and  she  felt  uneasy. 

She  wanted  to  be  alone  during  the  afternoon, 
BO  she  stole  away  to  the  church  where  she  was  to 
be  married.  The  sexton  told  her  that  some  one 
was  in  there  playing  the  organ.  She  paused  on 
the  threshold,  and  the  sexton  softly  closed  the 
door  and  went  out.  The  player  was  hidden  from 
her  by  a  large  pillar,  but  there  was  something  in 
the  music  that  she  recognized.  Presently  it 
ceased,  and  the  player  came  softly  down  the  aisle. 
She  did  not  hear  him  approach  ;  she  had  thrown 
herself  on  a  seat  and  was  weeping. 

*'  Why,  Gladys,"  and  he  stooped  and  stroked 
her  hair,  "  what  does  this  mean  ?  For  God's 
sake  don't  cry  so  V 

She  only  cowered  lower,  her  form  convulsed 
with  sobs. 

"  Won't  you  tell  me  what  is  the  trouble  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  murmured. 

At  length  he  said  : 

"Well,  I  know.  You  don't  love  Thornton. 
You  mustn't  marry  him.  Gladys,  I  want  you  to 
stop  before  it's  too  late." 

'*  Don't  speak  to  me  !"  and  he  dared  not  until 
her  sobs  had  ceased,  and  she  lay  quiet. 

Then  he  said,  firmly  : 

"  Do  you  know  it  will  be  a  crime  ?" 

"  No ;  it  will  be  right.  I  have  given  my  prom- 
ise, and  everyone  is  expecting  it." 

**  You  are  a  coward  !"he  cried,  bitterly.  *' You 
would  sacrifice  everything  for  those  who  would 
not  appreciate  the  sacrifice." 

'*  It  is  not  that !"  and  she  raised  her  pale  face, 
dashing  back  the  hair. 

*'  Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  what  is  it  ?" 

He  was  trembling  with  excitement. 

"  I  can't  talk  to  you,"  she  said,  preparing  to 
go.  "  I  didn't  know  you  were  here  when  I  came." 


*'  He  isn't  the  man  for  you  ;  he  will  never  ap- 
preciate you,  and  you  know  it." 

**  For  pity's  sake  stop  !"  she  cried,  fiercely,  at- 
tempting to  pass. 

But  he  saw  something  besides  anger  in  her  eyes, 
or  he  would  not  have  dared  to  clasp  her  in  his  arms 
and  kiss  her  lips  violently — a  kiss  that  left  both  of 
their  lives  incomplete. 

She  was  pale  and  cold  during  the  ceremony. 
The  married  women  smiled  and  nodded  their 
heads  knowingly,  and  the  girls  looked  askance 
with  curiosity. 

Afterward,  when  she  was  donning  her  traveling 
gown,  and  the  buzz  of  numerous  merry  voices 
came  to  her  from  the  hall  below,  a  card  was 
brought  in.  She  read  the  name  and  stood  star- 
ing at  it  for  some  moments,  then  glanced  hastily 
around.  With  the  first  shock  had  come  the  res' 
olution  of  self-mastery. 

"  Where  is  she,  Emma  ?" 

"  In  the  little  front  reception  room,  ma'am." 

**Tell  her  I'll  be  down  in  a  moment." 

The  woman  was  tall  and  slender,  with  a  face 
that  would  have  been  attractive  to  the  average 
man  had  it  not  worn  an  expression  that  told  of  a 
continual  struggle  with  conflicting  petty  emo- 
tions and  anxieties.  She  held  a  paper  in  her 
hand,  which  she  extended  to  Gladys. 

"  Is  this  true  ?"  she  asked,  shortly. 

Gladys  took  the  paper  and  read.  It  was  the 
announcement  of  her  marriage. 

"  Yes,"  she  replied,  calmly. 

**  And  you  are  married  to  him  ?" 

"  Yes.     But  what  is  this  to  you,  may  I  ask  ?" 

The  woman's  face  contracted. 

"  You  are  tht  wife  of  a  bigamist." 

Gladys  looked  searchingly  at  her,  then  r.t  the 
card. 

*'  Won't  you  sit  down  ?  You  are  very  much 
excited.     Can  I  get  you  anything  ?" 

"No,  thank  you.     Only  close  the  door." 

She  did  as  requested,  then  seated  herself  beside 
the  unexpected  guest. 

"  Now  tell  me,"  she  said  ;  "  what  evidence  have 
you  of  my  husband's  guilt  ?" 

The  woman  told  her  how  she  had  left  her  home 
a  year  ago  and  married  him  before  a  minister 
who  was  a  friend  of  his ;  how  they  had  come  to 
this  city  to  live ;  how  he  had  nuide  her  keep  the 
marriage  secret  for  awhile  on  account  of  certain 
conditions  of  his  father's  estate ;  how  she  had 
suffered,  and  begged  him  to  give  her  recognition 
as  his  wife — which  he  steadily  refused  to  do,  tell- 
ing her  sIijb  had  no  faith  in  him  and  didn't  love 
him ;  how,  during  the  past  month,  she  had  seen 
very  little  of  him,  and  had  begged  in  vain  for  ex- 
planation of  his  neglect. 
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'-And  now  I  see  it  all!'' she  cried^  Bavagely. 
"It  was  because  yon  have  won  him  from  me." 

"Please  don't  talk  so  loud/'  said  Gladys, 
quietly.  "If  what  you  say  is  true  remember 
tliab  I  am  possibly  as  great  a  sufferer  as  you.  We 
will  know  the  truth  of  this  matter." 

And  she  rang  the  bell. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?"  asked  the 
woman,  in  a  startled  voice. 

"Summon  ray  husband." 

His  eyes  fell  upon  the  intruder  as  he  entered. 

"  Anna !" 

II  was  enough.     Then  it  was  true. 

He  glanced  at  Gladys  to  see  how  much  she 
knew. 

"  Is  this  woman  your  wife.  Jack  ?"  she  asked, 
with  admirable  self-control. 

His  accusation  was  his  guilty  face. 

Presently  recovering  himself,  he  stammered  : 

"  Gladys,  do  you  believe  what  she  says  ?" 

'"  You  do  not  deny  her." 

He  lifted  his  head  and  faced  her.  She  was 
shocked  to  perceive  he  had  been  drinking. 

"  I  do  deny  her.     She  is  not  my  wife." 

The  woman  sprang  forward. 

'*  Don't  deceive  her !  You  know  I'm  your 
wife  !" 

He  stepped  back  and  glared  at  her. 

"  Where  are  your  proofs  ?"  he  asked,  in  some 
excitement. 

"You  have  my  marriage  certificate." 

"Gladys,  will  you  please  retire  and  let  me  talk 
to  this  woman  alone  ?" 

;*  No,  I  will  not.  I  have  heard  her  story,  and 
propose  to  hear  yours.  You  have  the  marriage 
certificate  ?" 

"No,  I  haven't !"  and  he  turned  on  her  like  a 
hunted  animal.     *'  She's  an  impostor." 

"Jack,  Jack,  vou  know  I  am  speaking  the 
truth!" 

She  threw  herself  on  a  chair  before  him  in  a 
burst  of  tears. 

"For  Heaven's  sake  get  up  and  stop  your 
noise  I"  But  she  was  beyond  self-control,  and 
Jack  was  desperate.  "  I  want  this  thing  stopped, 
Anna !  You  can't  force  me  to  care  for  you. 
You're  not  my  wife,  and  have  no  claim  upon  me. 
Will  you  kindly  depart  ?" 

This  was  the  end.  She  caught  her  breath  and 
arose.  She  saw  her  last  hope  was  gone.  She 
said  nothing,  but  giving  him  a  look  that  Gladys 
never  forgot,  passed  from  the  room. 

The  interval  of  silence  was  long,  during  which 
Thornton  dared  not  look  at  his  wife. 

"Gladys,"  he  said,  penitently,  '*I  suppose  you 
are  very  angry."  She  did  not  reply.  He  felt  en- 
couraged.   "  Men  will  have  their  little  escapades. 


IVe  been  a  man  of  the  world,  and  no  better  than 
the  rest."  Still  she  was  silent.  He  stole  a  look 
at  her.  "Gladys,"  he  said,  doggedly,  '*aro  you 
going  to  forgive  me  ?" 

She  aroused  herself.  Her  white  lips  quivered 
as  she  replied  : 

"  It's  all  over  between  us.     I'm  going  home." 

Going  home  !  He  had  apologized.  What  more 
could  he  do  ?  Now  that  he  found  her  unforgiv- 
ing, a  desire  for  revenge  filled  his  mind.  Hia 
animal  instincts  were  strong.  At  any  rate«  he 
had  an  account  to  square  with  her. 

"Well,  madam,"  he  said,  "since  you  are  so 
exacting  in  your  requirements  of  me  I  would 
like  to  put  in  a  little  counter  charge."  She 
looked  at  him  quickly.  It  was  coming  at  last. 
"Perhaps  you  think  I  was  too  blind  to  see  the 
flirtation  going  on  between  you  and  Du  Point.*' 
Flirtation — the  word  burned  and  rankled  in  her 
breast.  "  Perhaps  you  think  I  didn't  see  you  that 
night  at  his  studio,  standing  by  the  piano  with 
clasped  hands.  Perhaps  you  don't  think  I  saw 
you  when  you  met  him  in  the  church."  She 
caught  her  breath.  "  Madam,  what  right  have 
you  to  expect  anything  better  of  me  ?" 

He  knew  he  was  doing  her  a  cruel  injustice. 

"You  needn't  reproach  me,"  she  said.  "I 
have  committed  no  crime." 

"  How  do  I  know  it  ?" 

"  By  what  you  know  of  me." 

He  lost  control  of  himself,  and  said  something 
he  should  not  have  said. 

"Perhaps  you  are  going  away  with  him  !"  he 
cried,  sarcastically. 

"  Perhaps  I  am,"  she  replied,  with  flaming 
face.     He  rushed  blindly  from  the  room^ 

In  less  than  an  hour  lie  returned.  His  face 
was  ghastly. 

"  Gladys !"  he  whispered.  The  room  was 
empty,  but  the  lights  glared  terribly.  They  were 
eyes  looking  at  him,  and  great  dark  bodies 
heaved  up  under  them,  pointing  long  fingers  at 
him.  "It  is  all  true — all  true!"  he  shrieked, 
writhing  on  the  floor. 

"  He  will  either  die  or  never  recover  his  rea- 
son," said  the  physician. 

In  the  pale  morning  light  Gladys  turned  West- 
ward, spurning  the  city  with  tired  eyes  and  ach- 
ing heart.  She  could  see  in  imagination  another 
sad,  weary  face,  and  she  wished  in  her  heart  she 
had  done  something  for  its  possessor. 

The  embers  were  crackling  and  dying  in  the 
grate  as  the  pale  gray  stole  in  through  the  blinds, 
and  fell  upon  a  figure  bowed  over  the  piano,  one 
hand  thrown  upon  the  keys  caressingly.  There 
was  a  little  track  of  blood  from  the  workroom, 
and  above  his  gown  something  bright  gleamed. 
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At  no  period  of  civilization  liaa  greater  atten- 
tion been  paid  to  outdoor  amusements  or  bare 
sporta  been  bo  prosperous  as  now.  Up  to  a  year 
or  two  ago  England,  Scotland,  Ireland  nnd  Amer- 
ica  were  comparatively  alone  in  their  devotion 
to  open-air  amusements ;  and  though  Erin  has, 
through  long  centuries  of  jroverty  and  political  op- 
pression, had  to  abdicate  her  proud  supremacy  as 
an  athletic  nation,  yet  many  of  the  most  famous 
athletes  of  the  world  to-day  are  Irishmen.     The 


stolid,  practical  German  had,  it  is  true,  his  gym. 
naaiums,  his  Turnverein  and  other  athletic  so- 
cieties ;  but  he  went  through  his  paces  more  as  a 
bodily  exercise,  and  with  an  inherited  pride  in 
developing  his  muBcIes,  rather  thau  with  any  real 
pleasure,  and,  at  the  best,  the  element  of  aport 
wns  lacking.  But  the  great  number  of  Ameri- 
cans and  Kngiishmen  traveling  or  sojourning  on 
tho  Continent  have,  by  personal  contact  and  a 
persistent  following  out  of  their  own  sweet  whims 


SPOBTS   OF   THE  SEJSOX. 


X^ 


nnd  playing  their  own  up-to-date  games,  bo 
chnnged  the  ancient  order  of  things  in  the  Fa- 
therland, that  the  better-claas  German  citizen  is 
now  going  in  for  sport  for  sport's  sake,  and  is 
leaving  the  gymnasiums  to  care  for  themselveB. 
For,  no  matter  how  well-eqnipped  a  gymnasium 
mny  be,  how  congenial  its  clientele,  it  can  never 
compensate  for  the  pleasure  and  benefit  derived 
from  open-air  sports, 

A  more  vital  state  of  affairs  is  true  also  of 
Franco,  and  Frenchmen  themselves  attribute  the 
change  chiefly  to  Americans.  Especially  in  Paris, 
where  Uncle  Sam's  games  have  boldly  invaded,  is 
tills  noticeable.  The  dlafe  young  Parisian  has 
paused  in  his  questionable  love  making  ami  ab- 
sinthe drinking  to  note  the  physical  and  mental 
benefit  to  be  derived  from  outdoor  sports,  while 
the  youth  of  France  have  taken  as  enthusiastically 
to  open-air  amusements  as  the  amphibious  barn- 
yard waddler  takes  to  water.  Furtliermore,  rulers 
and  philanthropists  of  the  republic  see  in  the  new 
condition  of  affairs  a  more  healthful  atmosphere 
in  which  to  rear  the  nation's  sons,  and  foresee  a 
discipline  that  cannot  but  develop  brain  and 
brawn,  and  eventually  increase  the  height  and 
improve  the  morals  of  the  French  Army. 

And  in  far  Southern  Italy,  where  the  small- 
statured  native  has  proverbially  basked  in  the 
sun  rays,  ami  stirred  only  to  get  something  to  eat, 
or  to  shift  his  position  from  the  shadow  in  which 
the  uncompromising  sun  hiis  left  him,  interest 
has  been  reawakened  in  outdoor  sports  ;  and  now 
the  6tr:ipj)ing,  energetic  man  of  Northern  Italy 
looks  down  from  his  magnificent  height  of  phjs- 
ical  superiority  with  diminishing  contempt  upon 
bis  less-robnst  brother. 


American  sport  is 
manifest  in  many 
parts  of  Italy,  though 
all  outdoor  amuse- 
ments in  that  dolce 
far  niente  land  have 
had  a  temporary  set- 
back in  the  revival  of 
Pallone  (baseball),  the 
ancient  national  sport 
of  Italy.  The  people 
are  wild  over  the 
game.  In  Home  the 
streets  resoand  with 
cries  and  cheers  of 
the  populace,  and  the 
old  holiday  spirit,  so 
attractive  a  trait  of 
the  ancient  Komans, 
is  again  dominant  ia 
the  Eternal  City. 
Readers  of  Horace  and  later  Greek  writers  will 
remember  that  such  high  and  mighty  quidnuncs 
as  Augustus  Csssar,  Alexander  Severus,  and  al- 
most every  other  Roman  emperor,  were  devoted 
patrons  of  ball  games.  A  courtier  conld  not,  in 
fact,  please  his  monarch  more  snrely,  and,  inci- 
dentally, win  distinguished  promotion  for  him- 
self more  quickly,  than  by  catching  "  grounders," 
"  hot  balls,"  "  fly  balls,"  or  sneaking  a  base  in  the 
very  teeth  of  some  rattled  baseman  ;  although,  I 
frankly  confess,  this  refined  technology  was  un- 
known to  the  ancient  bleacher  and  grand-stand 
patron  izers. 

In  our  own  land  the  season  beholds  t)ie  birth 
of  battle  ball,  a  game  invented  by  Dr.  D.  A.  Sar- 
gent, of  the  Hemenway  Gymnasium,  Harvard. 
Tennis  enthnsiasts  look  scornfully  at  the  new- 
comer, and  ridicule  the  idea  of  its  ever  being  a 
success. 

Unlike  tennis  or  baseball,  battle  ball  permits  of 
great  numbers  playing,  on  a  large  area,  at  any 
one  time.  Another  favorable  thing,  its  inventor 
claims,  it  is  suitable  for  either  indoor  or  outdoor 
playing.  It  ia  also  said  to  be  wonderfully  excit- 
ing, and,  as  a  competitive  sport,  more  stimnlating 
than  either  tennis  or  baseball.  But  sportsmen  are 
still  shy  of  it,  and  the  young  one  has  not  yet 
dropped  its  swaddling  clothes,  nor  passed  the 
confines  of  its  birthplace.  New  Haven  would 
have  none  of  it,  the  Boston  delegaticm-IAitfi^^ 
cently  "tried  it  on  "  a  number  of  sportsmen  of-^^ 
the  Elm  City  having  been  langhed  "oat  of 
court,"  as  it  were. 

Golf,  more  than  any  other  sport,  ia  written  of 
and  talked  about  at  present.  "  Once  a  golf  fiend,, 
always  a  golf  fiend,"  nothing  short  of  looomoto  J 
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ataxia  ever  having  bfien  known  to  cool  the  ardor 
or  stay  the  Bteps  of  a  zealot.  Apropos  of  the  fas- 
cination of  golf,  Labouch^re  telU  of  a  Scotch- 
man, a  retired  minister  of  the  kirk,  vho  was  de- 
ploring the  tendency  of  the  game  to  become  a 
ruling  passion,  and  also  to  induce  bad  language. 
"  In  fact,"  he  said,  "  I  had  to  give  it  up  for  that 
reason."  "Give  up  golf  ?"eiclaimed  his  friend. 
"  No,"  said  hia  reverence  ;  "  the  meeniBtrj." 

Many  papers  have  asserted  that  St.  Andrew's 
Club,  in  Scotland,  ia  the  oldest  in  the  world. 
Such  statement  ia  incorrect.  Blackheath,  Lon- 
don, claims  the  prioritj,  the  charter  of  its  ancient 
but  long-vanished  link  having  antedated  its  Cale- 
donian neighbor's.  To  verify  this,  one  has  only 
to  consult  the  royal  charter  hanging  in  the 
Rainbow  Inn  at  Blackheath. 

Golf  is  the  fad  of  the  hour,  and  has  surprised 
its  most  enthusiastic  promoters.  No  sport  in 
years  has  received  such  wide  fashionable  recogni- 
tion as  has  this  same  old  royal  game  of  Scotland. 
With  infantlike  pace  and  lustiness  it  has  grown, 
and  has  proved  about  as  tyrannical  as  any  six- 
month -old  despot. 

The  golf  virus  has  infected  Boston,  and  tlie 
Puritan  stronghold  has  succumbed.  Many  ex- 
tensive and  beautiful  linka  have  been  prepared  in 
and  about  the  claseic  Huh,  and  the  game  there  ia 
now  in  full  blast.  The  aristocratic  Country  Club, 
which  has  a  link  at  Brookline,  is,  in  a  great 
measure,  responsible  for  the  Boston  impetus ;  and 
OS  its  members  are  nothing  if 
not  "faddy,"  they  have  gone 
the  fall  limit. 

Youkers,  the  hill-perched 
town  on  the  New  York  Cen- 
tral Railroad,  harbors  more 
golf  fanatics  than  any  other 
equal  area  in  the  United 
States.  It  boasts  of  the  old- 
est golf  club — St.  Andrew's  ; 
and,  now  that  a  large  and 
particularly  desirable  link  has 
been  laid  out  in  the  thriving 
little  city,  the  head  circum- 
ference of  Yonkere's  cham- 
pions has  grown  to  such 
alarming  proportions  that  two 
or  three  crack  golf  teams  are 
talking  of  going  up  there  to 
reduce  it. 

The  first  golf  link  in  the 
United  States  was  the  South- 
ampton one,  on  the  Shinne- 
cock  Hills,  Long  Island. 
Three  years  ago  it  was  laid 
out,  and  bos  erer  since  proved 


a  favorite  link  with  New  York's  Four  Hundred. 
Other  fashionable  localities,  like  Newport,  West- 
chester County,  N.  Y.  (the  Country  Club),  Tuxedo 
and  MorriatoWn,  N.  J.,  followed  in  the  wake. 

Golf  has  penetrated  the  West  as  far  as  Chey- 
enne, a  club  having  been  recently  formed  there 
and  a  link  laid  out. 

Links,  in  fact,  are  fast  coming  into  existence 
all  over  the  country,  and  the  long-neglected  pas- 
time of  King  Jamea  of  Scotland  and  Charles  I. 
of  England  aeems  destined  to  thrive  in  the 
United  States. 

Golf  has  been  stigmatized  as  an  old  man's 
game.  Let  the  rash  slanderer — robust  or  puny 
— but  once  follow  a  successful  player  throughout 
a  game,  and  I'll  warrant  that  before  he's  gone, 
half  over  the  course  hia  footsteps  will  lag,  his 
legs  will  refuse  to  co-ordinate  with  his  will,  and 
that  the  attendant  horror  of  ignominiouslj  drop- 
ping dead  on  the  link  will  be  the  inevitable  pun- 
ishment  for  hia  premature  assertion. 

Golf  combines  many  features  of  social  life  with 
outdoor  sport ;  the  great  amount  of  exercise  con- 
sequent to  a  game,  the  leisure  walk  or  the  strid- 
ing step — while  keeping  up  with  a  fellow  compan- 
ion or  some  stunning  girl  in  outing  dress  that 
reaches  just  to  her  shoe  top — aud  the  pleasure  of 
beholding  the  vast  expanse  of  sea  and  sky  and 
plain,  or  whatever  country  be  lying  adjacent, 
with  the  fresh  pure  air  blowing  breezily  across 
one's  face  I 
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tlic  oilier  Iiiiik), 
mftQufacturers  do  not,  at  presenE,  feel  jiiBtilled  iti 
importing  golf-club  makers.  A  pliiyer's  pro- 
ficiency depends,  it  may  well  be  conjectured,  upon 
eye  and  temper.  A  good  player  ciin  always  be 
spotted  by  the  few  cliiba  he  usoa  ;  a  "  dufTer,"  or 
beginner,  by  the  swagger  he  affects  and  tho  quan- 
tity of  clnbs  he  cairies.  Many  New  York  swells 
have  made  a  trip  to  Scotland  to  secure  the  real 
article  in  golf  clnbs,  made  by  Tom  Morris,  tlio 
best  golf  player  and  golf-club  maker  in  tho  world. 
Though  golf  has  made  deep  inroads  into  tho 
ranks  of  tennis  players,  yet  the  "racquet  and  ball  " 
game  is  as  popular  as  ever,  new  worshipers  con- 
stantly keeping  np  the  census.  The  tactics  of 
tennis  have  in  nowise  changed  during  tho  last 
year.  Some  slight  improvements  in  equipments, 
however,  have  been  effected. 


Tenuis  is  by  no  means  the  namby-pamby  ill- 
Klitiition  self-constituted  detraotors  have  dubbed 
It,  aud  many  men  of  muscle  are  ardent  advocatoB 
of  it.  Players  oftcTi  look  foolish,  I  grant,  chasing 
an  elusive  thistledown  ball  around  a  field  ;  but, 
ill  tlie  name  of  reason,  in  wliat  outdoor  game, 
to  a  captions  person,  doeau't  the  player  look  fool- 
isii — baseball,  golf  or  croinict ''  In  few  outdoor 
amnsements  aro  ueedoil  greater  agility,  strength 
or  endurance ;  and  in  tennis  tournaments  at 
Newport  aud  at  other  prominent  meets  I  have 
seen  strategy  and  skill  and  graceful  movement 
unoqnaled  in  ollii'r  sports. 

Mut  wlio  wonld  have  thought  that  the  lore 
of  croquet  cniild  ev.T  b.-  l^um-d  l-aek  into  life  ? 
Yet  no  establislied  game  shows  greater  resuscita- 
tion than  tliis  one  over  which  onr  fathers  and 
mothers  wrangled  aud  squabbled  with  an  en- 
ergy and  a  bitterness  incomprehensible  to  their 
athletic  offspring.  All  sportsmen  have  consid- 
ered this  "young  ladies' game"  tho  I'l/ima  Thnle 
of  stupidity,  and  have  sniffed  at  the  idea  of  its 
ever  having  been  a  real  sport ;  but  with  tho  com- 
ing of  spring  a  revolution  has  taken  place  in  pub- 
lic opinion.  Tlie  game  is  now  scientific — n  kind 
of  hybrid,  made  by  crossing  billiards  with  cro- 
quet— and  is  played  on  a  siiudcd  field.  The  hard 
rubber  ball  now  used  has  to  be  driven  through 
heavy  and  unbending  wickets  but  little  bit  larger 
than  the  sphere  itself,  and  the  email  mallets  em- 
ployed require  skill  and  suppleness  to  handle  suc- 
cessfully, as  well  OS  a  great  deal  of  bending  and 
stooping— the  only  unpleasant  thing  about  the 
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revitalized  game.  The  "cage"^two  irickota  nt 
riglit  angles — le,  na  of  old,  in  the  centre  of  the 
field  ;  but  as  Us  ividth  at  eitlier  angle  is  but  oiie- 
eiglith  wider  tlian  tlie  balls,  another  eccmingly 
impossible  problem  ia  confronted,  A  border,  or 
coping,  incloses  the  field,  on  which  carom  Bhots 
are  mnde  ns  true  na  on  a  bdliard  tablo.  At  each 
end  of  the  field,  as  in  the  old  d^iys,  the  stake  posts 
stand.  And  when  wo  recall  the  ohi  barber  iwlc 
posts,  the  goal  of  our  yonthful  ambtliona,  we 
Btare  dubiously  at  the  email  circumference  and 
the  one  and  one-half  inches  of  the  new  stake 
posts.  "Jump  shots,"  "draws,"  and  many  other 
difTicnlt  shot;  in  billiards,  can  be  also  made  now 
on  the  croquet  Geld,  and  I  adviao  nearsighted  or 
careless  iwrsons  to  leave  fin  tie  siecle  croquet  alone. 

Croquet  champions  hold  their  heads  at  an  alti- 
tudinouB  degree  these  days,  and  to  eee  them  in  all 
their  skill  and  independence  one  must  travel  to 
their  Mecca — Norwich,  Conn.,  that  historic  old 
town  that  winds,  for  the  most  part,  in  pictur- 
GRque  fashion  up  hill  and  down.  There,  during 
the  third  week  of  August,  the  faithful  flock  and 
perform  wonders.  On  a  few  fields  owned  by  the 
smart  set  croquet  is  played  by  electric  light,  a 
different-colored  globe  on  each  wicket  combining 
to  create  a  fairyland  scene. 

Although  football  is  strictly  not  a  sport  of  the 
season,  yet  in  the  vicinity  of  New  York  and  in 


parts  of  the  West  it  is  played  by  some  clubs  all 
summer.  The  recent  revision  in  the  rules  of  the 
game,  however,  has  mado  it  a  subject  of  consid- 
erable comment  in  atliletic  circles.  The  action  of 
the  faculties  of  the  colleges  concerned,  who  saw 
danger  in  the  game  as  pluj^ed,  as  well  as  a  grow- 
ing disgust  on  the  part  of  the  public,  dne  to  its 
inability  to  note  the  inogress  of  the  game,  made 
the  revision  imperative.  Therefore,  the  Univer- 
sity Athletic  Club  took  the  matter  promptly  in 
hand  and  appointed  the  Athletic  Committee  to 
make  the  necessary  changes.  And  this  commit- 
tee, though  individually  representing  different 
colleges  and  different  training,  worked  in  har- 
mony and  "as  nnanimoua  in  its  report.  Certain 
acknowledged  faults  of  the  game  were  corrected 
and  everything  was  done  to  advance  the  interests 
of  football  and  the  pleasure  of  spectators.  The 
game  will  accordingly  bo  more  open  and  have  less 
danger  attached  to  it. 

Springfield,  Mass.,  a  town  inseparably  associ- 
ated with  football  contests,  is  making  desperate 
efforts  to  supplant  the  pigskin.  Iiocal  censors  say 
that  football  is  brutal,  and,  to  supersede  it, 
roller  ball  has  been  invented  by  one  of  them — 
A.  H.  Overton.  But  what  to  do  with  his  balloon 
ball  is  still  puzzling  the  brain  of  its  progeni- 
tor. At  present  it  is  to  him  a  Frankenstein  mon- 
ster.     The  Alden  School,  at  Springfield,  up  to 
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commencement,  experimented  regularly  with  the  games"  on  their  patrons.  Then,  when  the  great 
three-foot  sphere,  and  made  desperate  efforts  to  "slnnop"  came,  four  years  ago,  and  the  Brother- 
evolve  a  system  of  rules  and  reguhitions.  So  fur,  hood  League  was  formed,  the  public  took  little 
however,  nothing  more  tangible  has  been  per-  interest  in  the  fortunes  of  either  team ;  and  the 
formed  than  juggling  the  ball  in  the  air,  throw-  early  death  of  the  obstreperous  yonngster  proved 
ing  and  rolling  it  over  the  field,  and  driving  it  to  the  warring  players  how  they  had  overreached 
tliroiigh  the  goals.     But  as  the  boys  were  indus-  themselves. 

ti-ious  and  enthusiastic,  and  intend  to  take  up  the  And  so  it  has  been  from  time  out  of  mind,  and 

game  in  the  fall,  the  inventor  and  school  teachsrs  so  it  will  ever  be  :  whenever  men  go  into  sport 

believe  that  it  will  soon  take  definite  form,  for  money,  corruption  and  scandal  are  bound  to 

Bowling  reached  tlie   acme  of  its  supremacy  ensue, 

two  years  ago,  and  for  a  year  maiutained  its  popu-  In  ball  equipment  the  newest  thing  is  the  enor- 

larity.     Since    then    disaatisfaction    in    bowling  mous  catcher's  mitts.    When  first  beheld  they  are 

clubs  and  decrease  in  public  interest  have  had  a  ludicrous ;  but,  with  a  coincidence  that  seems  like 

deteriorating  eSect.     This   negative   interest   of  a  sop  to  fashion,  they  are  drab  in  color  and  soft 

players  and   patrons,  if,   indeed,  nothing   more  to  the  touch.     They  are  made  of  buckskin,  henv- 

serious  be  imminent,  is  due  to  the  failure  of  the  ily  padded,   trith   flexible   steel    frames   around 

Amateur  Bowling  Union  to  provide  suitable  al-  thumbs  and   fingers,  and   are   unquestionably  a 

leys  for  the  annual  competition.     Interest,  too,  safeguard  against  pulverized  thumbs  and  other 

was  lessened  greatly  during  the  last  season  owing  digital  disdgurements. 

to  the  annual  tournament  being  held  in  K^cwark  Efforts   have   been   made   recently   by  certain 

— a  point  too  far  removed  from  New  York,  the  papers,  backed  presumably  by  interested  persons, 

hub  of  bow]ing  circles.     What  is  most  needed  to  to  quicken  interest  in  the  hollow  bat  with  three 

quicken  interest  in  the  good  old  game  is  the  pro-  heavy  iron  balls. 

posed  scheme  to  secure  some  large  building,  cen-  This  lazy  man's  bat,  of  course,  will  never  be 

trally  located  in  Now  York,  where  the  annual  adoptedby  the  Association,  no  matter  how  efficient 

competition  can  beheld,  and  whore  spectators  and  it  is,  nor  how  much  it  be  pushed.     It  will  have 

bowlers  alike   can  have    comfort,    light  and   air.  but  the  same   fate  as  formerly,  along  with    the 

TrainorB,  in  Brooklyn,  has  fine,  large,  well-lighted  "spring"  and  the  "fluted"  bac  of  later  years. 

alleys;    also  the  handsome  Tennis  Building   in  Bicycle  riding  was  never  more  popular  than 

WestFortieth  Street,  New  York.  Tlio  swell  Knick-  to-day,  the   improved   condition   of  city  streets 

erbocker  Bowling  Club,  which  uses  the  alleys  of  and  country  roads  having  had  much  to  do  with 

the  Tennis  Building,  meets  only  during  Lent,  and  the  steady  growth.     More  than  one  hundred  and 

no  one  without  a  coat  of  arms  dating  back  many  fifty  factories  are  running  full  time,  and,  while 

centuries   is    admitted    into    the    sacred    circle,  no  radical  improvements  have  been  made  lately. 

Handsome  prizes  are  played  for,  and  the  competi-  constant  competition  is  perfecting  the  wheel  and 

tion  between  the  men  and  women  is  very  keen,  developing  it  more  and  more  into  a  racing  ma- 

But,  outside   of  the  above-mentioned   buildings  chine. 

and  a  few  fair  alleys  in  the  West,  bowling  does  There  are  unbalanced  men  and  women  in  sport- 
not  make  a  good  showing;  in  fact,  has  every-  ing,  as  in  art,  circles  that  are  constantly  worrying 
thing  to  contend  against.  Another  thing,  society  their  brains  trying  to  evolve  the  rococo,  the  bi- 
men  do  not,  as  a  rule,  take  to  the  sport,  and  con-  zarre.  I  waa  reminded  of  this  depressing  fact 
ecqnently  there  are  not  many  Vanderbilts  among  upon  hearing  recently  of  a  club  of  aspiring  cyclers 
bowlers.  There  are  numerous  ladies'  bowling  in  a  distant  State  that  plays  lawn  tennis  on 
clubs  throughout  the  country,  few  of  which  are  wheels.  I  had  scarcely  recovered  from  the  shock 
thriving.  when  I  heard  of  another  case  of  similar  sporting 

Inasmuch  as  every  season  starts  out  briskly  in  depi-avity — hupiting   on   wheels.     Nothing  more 

professional   baseball,   it   is   rather  early  at   the  idiotic  can  be  imagined.     Of  course,  neither  lawn 

present  writing  to  eay  whether  or  not  interest  is  tennis  nor  iiunting  can,  in  the  nature  of  tilings, 

still  further  on  the  wane.     For  the  past  sis  years  be  successful  on  wheels.     The  idea  is  preposter- 

allegiance  to  the  professional  game  has  weakened  ous,  and  is  mentioned  here  merely  to  show  that 

annually,  until  now  the  average  attendance  is  but  uncaged  lunatics  are  more  dangerous  and  less  in- 

a  ghost  of  its  former  self.     For  this  the  players  genious  than  those  in  asylums. 

tlieniEelvos  are  responsible.  They  developed  aggra-  Bicycles,  like  many  other  good  things,  may.be 

vated  cases  of  megatocephalitia  and   noisily  de-  carried  too  far— to  the  grave,  in  fact.     Sneli  a 

manded  unreasonable  salaries.     Failing  to  gain  tiling  waa  really  witnessed  in  England  not  long 

their  point,  they  never  hesitated  to  put  up  "skin  ago— a  funeral  on  bicycles.     If  Mr.  John  Jac£b 
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Astor  had  made  use  of  sucti  a  weird  and  epectral 
incident  in  his  recent  book  on  the  Jovian  Conti- 
nent, the  outraged  critics  would  have  impaled  him 
and  hare  declared  that  his  luxuriant  fancy  must 
be  curbed. 

Freaks  multiply  in  the  bicycle  world.  More 
recently  a  man  in  California,  Gliarles  D,  White, 
has  invented  a  sail  that  he  attaches  to  a  common 
bicycle,  with  which  he  glides  along  as  proudly 
and  fleetly  as  if  on  the  Vigilant. 

While  it  is  bnt  a  step  from  iceboat  sails  to  bi- 
cycle sails,  yet  bicycle  sailing,  like  ice  Bailing, 
needs  an  open  plain  and  a  steady  breeze.  And 
one  at  the  right  angle  must  be  blowing  to  in- 
sure satisfactory  results.  Cyclers,  therefore,  will 
be  slow  to  believe  all  that  this  land  yachtsman 


beloved  wheel.  He  felt  the  deprivation  so  keenly 
that  an  Edisonian  mind  at  court  invented  an 
electrical  contrivance  to  propel  the  machine,  and 
the  King  now  spins  along  with  electricity  as  a 
motive  power  and  an  illuminator,  unmindful  of 
sprained  ankles. 

The  suppression  of  prize  fights  throughout  the 
country,  with  the  recent  activity  on  the  part 
of  New  York  and  Boeton  aathoritios  in  closing 
halls  where  "mills"  ran  full  blast  under  the  ap- 
pellations "boxing  contests"  and  "atliletic  ex- 
hibitioua,"  is  but  another  convincing  evidence  of 
the  degeneracy  of  "  the  manly  sport,"  Boxing  long 
ago  fell  into  disrepute  among  gentlemen,  many  of 
whom  were  once  skillful  enthusiasts.  The  cause 
of  this  was  due,   in   every  instance,  to   certain 


claims  for  his  labor-saving  device.  His  assertion, 
too,  that  wheelmen  sailing  before  the  wind  will 
go  twice  as  fast  as  in  ordinary  cycling,  without 
extra  ]>edaling,  is  deliglitful  to  contemplate,  but 
true,  doubtless,  only  when  the  above-mentioned 
conditions  exist.  But  as  the  sailing  cycler  has  to 
take  to  wide,  lonely  roads — and  how  many  such 
are  there  worth  riding  on  ? — the  vaunted  delight 
is  not  likely  to  become  widely  popular. 

In  localities  like  the  Pacific  coast  and  Chicago, 
where  there  is  plenty  of  wind  to  sp.ire,  the 
"  fad  "  has  been  adopted,  and  it  is  said  with  suc- 
cess. 

The  King  of  Bulgaria,  or  some  other  Eastern 
monarch  (1  have  forgotten  whom)  addicted  to 
bicycle  riding,  recently  sprained  his  ankle,  and 
was  for  a  time  denied  the  pleasure  of  riding  his 
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blood-loving  animals  who,  not  satisfied  witli  the 
contests  given  at  private  clubs  in  New  York  and 
elsewhere,  did  not  rest  until  they  had  introduced 
into  the  engajicmenta  paid  "  bruisers,"  with  at- 
tendant gambling  and  dishonorable .  practices. 
Matters  yeare  ago  reached  a  crisis,  and  no  self-re- 
specting gentleman  would  box  at  bis  club.  If  he 
wished  to  practice  the  "art  of  self-defense"  or 
give  exhibitions  of  his  skill  he  wont  to  a  private 
gymnasium. 

Canoeing,  the  poor  man's  yachting,  is  priicli- 
cally  dead.  Tliis  is  very  much  to  be  logretted, 
as  no  one  could  ask  for  a  more  delightful  outing 
than  a  canoe  trip,  or  a  week  spent  in  camp  at 
any  one  of  the  different  meets  held,  in  sectional 
division,  by  the  American  Canoe  Association. 

To  own  and  maintain  a  cruising  canoe  costs 
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Tery  litllo  money,  and  n  canoe  trip  is  full  of  the  tocratic  brothers,  liavo  liad  to  deny  themselves 

moat    delightful    reminiecencee.      The    cruieing  llio  pleasure  of  entering  races,  and  havo  gradti- 

canoe  is  as  satisfactory  a  boat  as  ever,  but  the  ally  lost  interest  in  tlio  once-loved  pastime,  so 

tendency  of  late  has  been  to  evolute  it  into  a  that  now  scarcely  ten  per  cent,  of  oa  many  men 

racing  machine.     Men  of  limited  means,  there-  as  formerly  indulge  in  canoeing, 

fore,  unable  to  cope  with  wealthier  and  more  aris-  Another  thing  dear  to  the  sportsman's  heart,  it 
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h  tlie  only  sport  that  ie  pure. 
flails  being  the  only  prizes 
offoroil,  like  the  Falio  (horse 
race)  held  annually  at  Sienna 
since  the  seventeenth  century. 

There  have  been  but  few  of 
these  racing  beauties  built 
this  year,  the  small  Gn-keel 
boat  of  the  scarecrow  type 
baring  largely  naurped  the 
place  of  the  canoe. 

The  American  Canoe  Asao- 
oiation,  which  held  its  annual 
meet  ill  July,  at  CrotOE 
Point,  on  the  Hudson,  had,  to 
the  apprehension  of  all  loyal 
caTioenien,  even  fewer  ropre- 
sentatives  than  last  season. 

Yachting  continues  to  wield 
a  tremendous  sway  in  the 
East.  'Tis  there  the  finest 
fleets  are  seen  and  the  liveliest 
interest  is  taken.  The  only 
fleet  of  any  importance  in  the  South  is  the  South- 
ern Yacht  Club,  at  New  Orleans,  Lake  Poutchar- 
train'a  broad  expanse  offering  tlio  right  kiud  of 
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water  for  saccessful  yachting.  In  other  cities, 
like  Mobile,  Charleston,  Savannah,  and  in  Texas 
ports,  the  fleets  do  not  amount  to  much,  tliough 
-,  there  is  much  racing  with  the 
smaller  craft  at  Austin,  Texas. 
Yet  Mobile  has  a  beautiful, 
wide-stretching  bay,  and  the 
yachtsmen  there  are  untiring 
in  their  efforts  to  increase  the 
sport.  But  a  great  amount  of 
money  is  needed  to  enjoy  this 
queen  of  luxuries,  and  as  there 
are  comparatively  few.  wealthy 
men  in  the  South,  I  fear  it  will 
never  become  popular.  The 
smaller  boats,  however,  can  be 
held  in  commission  at  little  ex- 
pense, and  to  the  real  bportsman 
a  vast  amount  of  pleasure  can 
be  obtained  from  them. 

The  scarecrow  boat,  which 
has  become  so  popular  a  type 
with  oinoemen  and  yachtsmen. 
is  really  nothing  but  a  little 
yacht,  after  the  HerreshoCf 
model.  It  is  particularly  pop- 
ular m  New  York  and  New 
England  waters,  and  there  s\\\\ 
be  a  great  deal  of  racing  in  this 
class  this  summer. 

In  addition  to  the  above  is 
the  small  centreboard  boat  of 
similar  type,  culled  La  Gloria, 
which  was  designed    lately  by 
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W.  D.  Stevens,  the  well-known  canoeist  and  big- 
wig authority  on  canoe  topics. 

What  is  known  among  canoeists  as  the  regular 
St.  Lawrence  skiff  is  really  nothing  more  than  a 
large  canoe  with  a  sail,  the  cabin  accommodating 
from  four  to  six  men.  Racing  in  this  class  is  also 
dying  out,  caused  by  developing  the  canoe  and 
the  skiff  into  the  racing  machine. 

Around  New  York,  crack  yachtsmen  have  taken 
enthusiastically  to  the  twenty- one-foot  class,  first 
adopted  by  the  Larchmont  Club.  Such  society 
swells  and  advanced  watermen  as  G.  Oliver  Iselin, 
George  Work  and  William  Butler  Duncan,  Jr., 
favor  this  boat  above  all  others,  Mr.  Duncan^s 
Hourly  recently  built  by  the  Herreshoffs,  having 
especially  proved  herself  a  flyer.  A  number  of 
other  yachtsmen,  prominent  in  the  Four  Hun- 
dred, are  also  building  in  this  class.  Boston  was 
represented  in  the  twenty-one-foot  class  at  the 
annual  Larchmont  regatta,  July  4th,  by  a  canoe- 
like wonder,  designed  by  Whitehouse  &  Ghes- 
brough,  and  built  at  Quincy  Point,  Mass. 

George  Gould's  buying  of  the  Vigilant  is  a 
cause  of  congratulation  to  yachtsmen  generally, 
as  well  as  another  step  in  the  social  ladder  this 
young  millionaire  has  been  climbing  of  late.  To 
see  his  yacht's  performances  in  Englisli  waters, 
Mr.  Gould  made  his  present  trip  abroad.  And  in 
allowing  the  Vigilant  to  compete  this  summer  for 
the  Queen's  Cup  in  the  English  regattas  the 
Royal  Dorset  Yacht  Club  has  let  down  the  bar- 
riers of  insularity  heretofore  characterizing  its 
deliberations. 

At  New  Loudon,  June  27th,  two  days  prior  to 
the  big 'varsity  rowing  race,  the  first  annual  inter- 
collegiate yacht  race  was  held.  Each  fleet  consisted 
of  twelve  boats,  the  1200  cup  offered  as  a  prize  by 
the  New  London  Board  of  Trade  being  easily 
won  by  Yale. 

Harvard's  new  cedar  shell  was  seen  on  the 
Thames  this  summer  for  the  first  time.  The  de- 
signer, W.  H.  Davy,  promised  a  model  of  light- 
ness rather  than  of  beauty.  Although  he  ful- 
filled his  word.  Harvard's  'varsity  crew  could  not 
vanquish  the  Yale  men,  the  changing  and  shift- 
ing about  of  Harvard's  crew  prior  to  the  three 
weeks'  practicing  on  the  Thames  having  demoral- 
ized it,  and,  with  inherent  team  weakness  and  in- 
ferior training,  made  defeat  inevitable. 

Water  polo  is  at  present  resting.  Because  of 
the  superiority  of  the  New  York  team  other 
teams  do  not  care  to  tackle  it ;  the  consequence 
is,  the  game  is  quiescent.  Other  clubs  have  just 
^  as  good  swimmers,  but  the  weakness  of  their 
team  play  renders  them  hors  dc  cornhat  with  the 
New  Yorkers. 

Horse  polo,  one  of  the  most  expensive  sports  9t 


the  hour,  started  in  this  country  about  twenty 
years  ago.  Since  then  it  has  grown  in  popular- 
ity with  the  smart  set  till  it  is  now  one  of  the 
^'  faddiest "  sports  going.  All  Country  Clubs  have 
a  polo  field,  and  to  belong  to  any  one  of  these 
club  teams  is  a  tacit  acknowledgment  of  high 
social  position,  time  and  money. 

Polo  tournaments  are  nearly  always  society 
events,  and  competition  among  the  men  is  there- 
fore very  keen.  Each  player  endeavors  to  have 
the  finest  ponies  and  to  play  the  most  daring  and 
skillful  game.  Superior  horseflesh  requires  su- 
perior stabling  and  extra  care,  hence  the  great  cost 
of  fashionable  polo.  Tournaments  begin  about 
the  1st  of  June,  and  last  till  September,  though 
extra  tournaments  are  held  often  as  late  as  Oc- 
tober. 

An  effort  was  made  a  few  years  ago  in  non- 
fashionable  polo  circles  to  use  mustang  ponies, 
and  thereby  lessen  the  cost  of  the  sport.  But  the 
little  devils*  legs  did  not  prove  strong  enough  for 
the  hard  riding,  and  the  ponies  were  soon  gotten 
rid  of.  But  in  rural  districts,  where  the  average 
man  owns  fair  horses  and  suitable  land,  there  is 
no  reason  why  polo  should  not  be  played  with 
great  success  and  little  cost. 

Hurly,  the  national  game  of  Ireland — which  is 
played  with  a  stick  very  much  resembling  a 
hockey  stick — is  losing*  favor  with  Hibernians  in 
the  United  States.  Gaelic  football,  another  Irish 
sport,  is  taking  its  place,  a  free  fight  usually  fol- 
lowing the  termination  of  every  game. 

Badminton,  the  fad  joar  excellence  with  the  Four 
Hundred,  enjoys  unique  exclusiveness.  Nothing 
more  ultra  than  the  Badminton  Club  of  New 
York  can  be  imagined.  It  long  ago  reached  its 
limit — two  hundred  members — while  a  large  num- 
ber of  applicants  on  the  anxious  bench  are  wait- 
ing for  vacancies.  Up  to  May  the  club  plays 
every  Saturday  evening  at  the  Berkeley  Lyceum, 
and  the  number  of  pretty  girls  and  stalwart  men 
seen  there  would  cause  the  skeptical  bourgeois — 
could  he  but  enter  this  holy  of  holies — to  revise 
his  prejudiced  opinion  concerning  the  effete  Four 
Hundred. 

At  the  most  exclusive  summer  resorts  Badmin- 
ton is  the  game,  and  the  line  of  admission  even 
there  is  drawn  hard  and  fast  by  Badminton 
archons.  The  game  is  growing  in  favor  with  ul- 
tra society  people  everywhere,  and  already  has  a 
large  following  in  New  York  and  Boston. 

The  headquarters  of  "racquets"  in  New  York 
is,  of  course,  the  Racquet  Club  and  the  University 
Athletic  Club.  Eacquets  is  also  played  with  great 
success  and  large  membership  by  the  Boston  and 
the  Chicago  Athletic  Clubs.  It  is  the  most  try- 
ing game  of  all  to  play,  requiring  more  agility 
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Ihun  any  other  sport.  Each  clab  has  its  own  im- 
ported professional  to  keep  the  plnyers  up  to  con- 
cert pitch.  All  tennis  lovers  lilte  the  game  ; 
but  many  that  play  tennis  cannot  play  racquets. 

Lacrosse,  the  beautiful  old  Indian  game  and 
the  national  sport  of  Canada,  has,  strange  to  say, 
been  struggling  for  ezlstence  ten  or  twelve  years. 
It  never  really  flourished  in  the  United  States, 
and  has  not  been  at  all  popular  with  American 
college  men,  the  oM-eBtablished  stand-bys,  like 
football  and  baseball,  having  entirely  Buperseded 
it ;  mainly,  I  sappose,  because  it  ia  not  a  com* 
petit ive  game. 

But  of  late  this  soul-atirring  sport  has  begnn  to 
attract  attention,  and  for  some  reason  or  other  is 
now  on  the  boom.  Lacrosse  high  priests  claim 
that  it  has  many  advantages  over  football,  and 
are  untiring  in  their  efforts  to  force  popnlarity. 
It  ia  a  more  free  game  and  ia  open  equally  to  any- 
one playing.  Wherever  played,  it  is  noticeable 
that  spectators  are  more  interested  in  following 
the  game  and  in  witnessing  the  outcome  than  in 
either  baseball  or  football. 

I  hear  little  of  cricket,  and  I  question  very 
much  whether  it  is  holding  its  own.  It  atill  thrives 
in  Philadelphia,  of  course,  the  homo  of  cricket  in 
America,  where,  by  far,  the  beat  teams  are,  and 
where  the  dab  members  are  very  swell.  The  All- 
England  cricket  team  that  came  orer  lost  year, 
headed  by  Lord  Hawke,  to  play  the  Quaker  City's 
picked  team,  found  Philadelphia  slow  in  every- 
thing but  cricket  and  hospitality,  the  defeat  of 
the  Britishers,  fortunately,  being  mitigated  by  the 


royal  treatment  they  received  socially.  And  in 
strolling  through  the  magnificent  clubhouses  and 
gardens  of  the  Belmont,  the  Germnntown  and  the 
Merion,  the  Britons  found  themselves  thoroughly 
at  home,  everything  is  so  very  English. 

Outside  of  Philadelphia  the  only  first-close 
ci'icket  played  is  at  Boston,  Detroit  and  Chicago, 
with  a  few  scattering  cluba  in  New  York  and  its 
vicinity.  The  teams  in  the  latter  locality,  how- 
ever, are  composed  almost  wholly  of  Englishmen 
and  Scotchmen. 

Kone  of  the  great  colleges,  except  Harvard, 
Haverford  and  the  University  of  Penneylvania, 
have  a  cricket  team,  or  show  any  disposition  to 
add  the  game  to  their  list.  The  fact  is,  they  are 
so  wedded  to  football  and  baseball  that  they  are 
blinded  to  the  merits  of  other  games.  More 
this,  most  likely,  than  a  disinclination  to  scatter 
their  forces. 

It  ia  a  source  of  deep  congratnlation  to  all  that 
have  the  interests  of  sport  at  heart  to  note  the 
increased  activity  in  outdoor  amusements.  And 
to  the  college  men  of  to-day,  as  well  as  of  the 
past,  are  we  largely  indebted  for  this  spirit  of 
lightness  and  jollity  penetrating  onr  workaday 
world.  More  often  in  sport  than  in  battle  is 
character  developed,  and  the  man  or  boy  that 
needs  the  file  of  contact  cannot  do  better  than  to 
rub  against  some  outdoor  sport,  and  learn  what 
that  little  world  has  to  offer  him.  And  in  this 
huckstering,  bartering,  high-pressure  age  there 
is  nothing  more  healthful  and  counteracting  than 
amateur  sport. 
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Bv  FRANCES  SWANN  WILLIAMS. 
"  Mb.  Gadsbury's  Brother,"  "The  Jocei.yn  Sin,"  "Old  Forty's  Master," 


Chapter  XVII.— The  Verity  op  the  Past. 


I  AUTON  knghed  softly,  in 
tliorotigh  satiafactioii 
with  himself,  na  lie  fin- 
ished his  recital.  Not 
the  faintest  percoption  of 
liis  own  ciilptible  pnrt  iu 
the  dariog  frnnd  over- 
shadowed liis  self-esteem. 
The  frand  hnd  Ltkcn 
refiij^e  in  the  security  of  time,  and  fulled  to  Till  his 
depleted  excheqner.  Marion's  father  considered 
within  himself  that  Lawrence  might  profit  him 
more  than  Oscar  Hie  great  stroke  of  selling  the 
secret  hid  been  forestnlled  ns  far  as  Oscar  was 
concerned  IIis  Inst  resort  of  drrring  a  bargain 
rested  solely  upon  Lawj-enco.  Ho  had  no  scritplo 
in  availing  himself  of  this  method  of  raising 
funds,  even  wlulo  he  smilingly  accredited  himself 
with  a  virtnoiia  honesty,  and  perhaps  cxjiectod 
the  lawyer  to  be  of  tiio  same.  mind. 

'■■  His  folly  is  oven  greater  than  I  can  imagine," 
observed  Mr.  Bland,  refolding  the  paper  with  a 
care  betokening  its  importance. 

To  Lawence  it  meant  a  virtual  restoration  of 
his  heritage.  To  Oscar  it  signified  a  certain  con- 
viction of  a  felon's  act.  Tu  the  sagacions,  honor- 
loss  llanton  it  merely  interlined  .a  check  for  twcntv 
thousand  dollars.  To  the  old  lawyer  tlio  fuiv 
words  written  on  the  folded  sheet  opened  up  a 
short,  swift  snccession  of  changes.  Disgrace  and 
humiliation  on  tlio  one  side,  justice  and  honor  on 
the  other.  He  held  Oscar's  doom  folded  away  in 
liis  pocketbook,  whilo  Oscar  sent  brnceluts  to 
Viola  Voce  and  Marion  danced  at  the  Valliuntcs' 
bat  masque  or  La  Pierre's  birthnight  revel. 
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"Ma  foi  I  the  fellotv  is  a  born  fool.  He  tnistcd 
to  my  family  pride,"  retorted  Hauton,  with  a  lazy 
grimace.  "It's  confounded  little  family  dignity 
a  man  can  support  on  an  empty  purse.  Ad  aris- 
tocrat must  be  well  dressed  and  lodged,  with  a 
fow  dollars  always  in  his  pocket,  or  it's  a  deuced 
small  amount  of  aristocracy  one  will  find  about 
him."  And  Captain  Hauton  looked  cynical  us 
well  as  bored. 

"Cadmus,  yon  have  complied  with  your  jwrt 
of  the  arrangement.  You  sliiiU  have  my  check 
for  ten  thousand  to-night ;  in  a  few  days  you 
shall  have  my  check  for  the  remaining  ten  thou- 
sand," said  Mr.  BUuid. 

His  visitor  laughed. 

"Tata,  Bland.  You  lawyers  haven't  an  atom 
of  faith  in  a  man's  honor.  You  have  the  paper, 
and  yon  will  pay  for  it.  Yon  won't  pay  for  the 
information  until  you  see  that  it  is  ou  hand  when 
yon  want  it — sly  old  fox  !" 

Mr.  Bland  opened  bis  check  book  without  a 
word. 

"I  don't  in  tlio  least  object  to  the  present  ar- 
rangement," went  on  Hauton,  pleasantly,  "pro- 
vided yon  give  me  some  show  in  ciseofyonr  death. 
Lite  is  uncertain — ch.  Bland  ?'' 

"Very,"  was  t!io  brief  reply  as  ho  wrote  a  lino 
and  handed  it  to  tlie  slirewd  visitor. 

"Admirable — perfectly  satisfactory — that  is  the 
way  to  transact  business  between  gentlemen.  One 
knows  what  to  expect  when  yon  deal  with  a  man 
in  yonr  own  station.  Blood  does  tell — it  does,  by 
Jove  !"  commended  Captain  Hauton,  closing  his 
long  white  fingers  around  the  papera  with  an 
eagerness  almost  sordid  in  every  lineament  of  his 
March  nnmbei. 
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pleasant  face.  "  I'll  look  in  npon  the  opera  for 
a  few  minutes.  Heard  Lelli  yet  ?  Magnificent 
creature.  But  the  truth  is,  these  Italians  are  a 
trifle  too  spicy  for  a  man  of  my  tastes.  She  will 
Bulk  for  a  week  if  I  don't  show  there  to-night.  I 
really  think  I  may  end  the  evening  at  De 
Vaughn's.  Madam  my  datighter  will  be  there. 
Her  diamonds  have  just  arrived  from  Paris,  you 
know.  The  last  order  she  sent — superb — gems  of 
the  first  water — cost  a  fortune.  Oscar  will  have 
to  draw  on  old  Melvern  to  pay  for  them."  Cap- 
tain Hauton's  merriment  visibly  increased.  He 
smoothed  out  the  check  for  ten  thousand,  and 
ventured  another  joke.  '*I  verily  believe  that  I 
might  even  have  thought  of  mending  my  fort- 
unes by  taking  the  old  hag  herself,  but  I  was  not 
Eure  of  handling  her  money.  Melvern  had  a 
deuced  time  of  it  with  the  old  hypocrite  while  he 
lived.  Marion  is  a  sharp  girl — egad  she  is  !'*  And 
Die  handsome  captain  gave  a  low  laugh,  which 
from  less  elegant  lips  might  have  been  called  a 
chuckle. 

**  Inherited  sharpness  ?'*  observed  the  lawyer, 
interrogatively. 

*^  Perhaps  so.  Had  the  will  drawn  as  soon  as 
the  old  woman  scented  Chaudos's  property,  and 
then  superannuated  her.  Fact  indeed — has  old 
Melvern  on  the  imbecile  list — ^inoapable  of  busi- 
ness and  all  that — shut  up  in  the  back  building 
with  a  servant.  By  Oeorge,  she  ought  to  have 
been  there  long  ago  ! — though,  to  my  mind,  the 
establishment  for  incorrigibles  would  have  been 
the  place  for  her.  She  has  always  been  an  old 
knave,  but  who  could  think  her  heartless  enough 
to  ruin  Chandos  ?  Ah,  who  could  believe  there 
was  so  much  barbarity  among  us  ?  Au  revoir. 
Inland — I  shall  be  late  at  the  opera — au  revoir." 

Cadmus  Hautou  again  buttoned  his  coat,  and 
adjusting  a  rosebud  in  the  buttonhole,  walked 
away  whistling  a  bravura. 

Mr.  Bland  had  reopened  the  paper  upon  which 
Ostur's  repute  as  well  as  income  rested.  Tliat  it 
conld  not  be  questioned  he  understood  at  a 
glance.  There  were  only  a  few  brief  lines,  in  his 
own  hand.  Nevertheless,  fame  and  fortune  were 
wrecked  for  Oscar  when  those  lines  passed  into 
other  hands.  He  thought  of  Lawrence  toiling 
year  after  year  for  bread  while  Oscar  rolled  in 
wealth.  He  pictured  Flora  gathered  to  the  heart 
of  the  man  she  loved.  The  grave  man  smiled  at 
the  sage  recollection  that  marriage  for  these  two 
was  no  longer  an  imprudence.  The  llarveys  had 
practiced  long  years  of  systematic  fraud,  from 
which  the  Lawrences  had  endured  a  weary  period 
of  miserable  penury.  It  had  culminated  in  this 
piece  of  paper.  The  baseness  of  the  one,  the  suf- 
fering of  the  other,  inscribed  in  immutable  char- 


acters, stood  revealed.  Black  motives  for  bitter 
enmity  to  Lawrence  explained  themselves.  Oscar 
had  hated  him,  and  the  grudge  was  no  longer  a 
mystery.  Mr.  Bland  pondered  over  the  past.  He 
was  minded  to  a  deeper  feeling  against  Oscar  as 
he  meditated. 

Whether  minutes  or  hours  had  elapsed  Mr. 
Bland  scarcely  heeded.  A  half-indignant  sigh 
escaped  him,  when  a  servant  brought  in  a  card. 
He  wiped  his  glasses  slowly.  The  card  was  an 
ordinary  visiting  card,  but  no  name  designated 
the  sender.  The  writer  of  the  broken  sentence 
upon  it  left  his  identity  to  conjecture  : 

*'  I  dare  not  expect  yon  to  see  me.  For  Gk>d*B  sake  send 
me  oae  word  of  Flora !  **  Buinkd.*' 

The  lawyer  flung  the  card  on  the  table. 

''  Where  is  he  V  he  demanded,  in  rapid  tones. 

**  Gone  away,  sir  ;  but  he  told  me  to  bring  your 
answer  to  the  corner ;  the  gentleman  wouldn't 
wait/'  the  servant  answered. 

**  Mr.  Bland  snatched  a  pencil  and  wrote  his 
answer : 

*'  I  have  news  of  Flora.  Yon  are  safe.   Come  to  my  room. 

**Bi*iJii>." 

The  lawyer's  card  bore  no  address.  The  serv- 
ant quitted  the  apartment.  Minutes  passed — five 
— ten.  The  quiet  gentleman  grew  visibly  nervona 
lest  the  wretched  person  calling  himself  "  Buined  " 
possibly  might  not  care  to  seek  him  there.  Along 
with  ruin  comes  despair,  and  a  heavy  convic- 
tion possessed  him  that  in  this  case  the  fateful 
twain  traveled  side  by  side.  He  never  suspected 
himself  of  the  old  weakness,  creeping  over  him, 
when  footsteps  became  distinct  to  his  sharpened 
hearing.  He  clutched  the  chair  at  his  side  aa  a 
tap,  almost  timid,  and  a  summons  far  from  clear 
and  decisive,  ended  the  moments  of  suspense. 
The  door  opened  and  closed. 

"  John  Bland  !" 

'*  Chandos,  old  friend  !" 

George  Chandos  faced  a  friend  of  the  past  once 
more.  He  verged  the  past  once  again,  this  ruined 
Pacific  speculator,  who  had  thought  never  to  en- 
counter those  who  knew  of  his  success  and  failure. 
Three  months  of  shame  and  misery  sufficed  to 
whiten  his  hair  and  efface  the  happy  content 
from  the  high-bred  features.  George  Chandos  of 
the  present  awoke  the  keenest  pity.  He  came  in- 
side the  door,  but  advanced  not  a  step  further. 
Irresolute  and  shrinking  away  from  some  antici- 
pated rebuff,  the  fugitive  stood  silently  waiting. 
Neither  reproach  nor  scorn  met  him  there.  Tliey 
had  been  old  friends,  yet  it  was  plain  that  mis- 
fortune taught  the  mined  nullionaire  small  faith 
in  friendship.  A  keen  pain  seemed  to  quiver  over 
his  face,  and  then  a  wonderful  relief. 
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"  Old  friend,  did  yoii  hesitate  to  see  me  ?  I 
did  not  deserve  such  unkind ness  from  yon/' 

Ghandos  staggered  across  the  room,  and  sink- 
ing helplessly  into  a  chair,  buried  his  haggard 
face  in  his  hands. 

''John*' — his  voice  wavered  in  painful  un- 
steadiness— ''I  am  ruined.  No  one  will  see  me 
now.     I  cannot  face  even  you/' 

"  You  are  not  ruined/'  was  the  emphatic  reply. 
*'  You  have  committed  no  crime.  Why  should 
Tou  shun  the  world  like  a  criminal  ?  What  do 
you  mean  by  going  off  in  this  way  and  giving  us 
all  so  much  trouble  ?"  the  lawyer  asked,  testily, 
while  he  brushed  a  suspicious  moisture  from  his 
eyes. 

''Dorothy  does  not  think  I  am  innocent  of 
crime,"  returned  Ghandos,  bitterly;  "and,  God 
in  heaven  I  do  you  suppose  I  could  endure  the 
gibes  and  taunts  and  contumely  of  the  world  ? 
No,  no ;  I  could  not  face  the  shame.  Perhaps 
I  did  defraud  Dorothy;. but  believe  me,  on  my 
honor — if  that  is  left  me — the  legacy  was  nothing 
for  me  to  pay  when  I  used  the  money.  You  have 
always  known  me,  John  Bland — will  you  believe 
this  ?" 

He  lifted  his  face  from  his  hands.  The  pas- 
sionate misery  and  torture  thereon  might  have 
won  compassion  from  his  direst  enemy. 

"I  believe  every  word,"  solemnly  asserted  the 
other.  "I  never  doubted  your  intent  in  the 
transaction." 

"I  meant  never  to  return  here,"  resumed  Ghan- 
dos, nervously;  "but  a  horrible  alarm  for  Flora 
pursued  me.  I  hungered  for  American  news,  and 
when  it  came,  good  God  !  I  found  that  Lawrence 
was  accused  of  murdering  me.  I  had  wished  in 
my  heart  for  death.  I  courted  and  tempted  it, 
but  it  never  came.  The  very  grave  refused  me 
rest.  I  shuddered  afterward  to  remember  what 
it  might  have  been  to  an  innocent  man  if  my 
wicked  desire  had  achieved  its  purpose.  I  quitted 
my  refuge  in  Mexico  and  secretly  returned  to 
Virginia,  and  there — oh,  John,  God  have  pity  on 
me  ! — I  found  that  my  little  girl  had  been  turned 
out  in  the  dreadful  winter  storm.  If  ever  retri- 
bution fell  swiftly  and  terribly  on  tho  fault  of  any 
man  it  followed  mine.  I  thought  her  the  pro- 
tected wife  of  a  noble,  gallant  man  ;  I  believed 
liim  her  devoted  husband  ;  I  found — God  !  how 
can  I  put  it  in  words  ? — my  little  girl,  my  darling 
child,  turned  out  to  suffer,  or  die,  or  starve  !  If 
siie  is  living  she  is  a  wanderer,  homeless,  roofless, 
friendless.  I  purposed  to  save  Lawrence,  if  nec- 
essary, by  revealing  myself.  He  had  been  liber- 
ated ;  and  he,  too,  had  gone  to  search  for  Flora. 
I  thought  the  measure  of  my  endurance  over- 
flowed.    Ruin,  shame,  obloquy  ! — John  !  John  ! 


was  not  that  enough,  without  bringing  this  hor- 
rible fate  on  my  little  girl — my  innocent  child  ? 
Tell  me  what  to  do.     I  am  going  mad." 

"There  is  one  course  of  action  for  you,"  began 
the  lawyer.  "  Your  property,  every  dollar  of  it, 
went  to  satisfy  the  claim  of  Mrs.  Melvem.  It  has 
amply  satisfied  it.  To-day  your  estate  will  briiig 
more  than  the  amount  of  her  legacy.  You  must 
come  out  in  the  world  again." 

Ghandos  recoiled  in  horror.  His  careworn 
countenance  bore  an  aspect  of  sickening  disap- 
pointment and  anxiety. 

"  Is  this  all  you  can  say,  John  Bland  ?  You 
know  I  am  utterly  incapable  of  doing  that.  Gome 
back  into  the  world,  a  ruined  speculator,  beggared 
by  hazarding  all  on  a  chimerical  venture,  with 
the  added  brand,  perhaps,  of  fugitive  and  swin- 
dler ?  No,  no,  John.  Either  they  must  sneer  at 
me  as  a  fool  or  shun  me  as  a  scoundrel.  For  the 
love  of  God  say  something  less  terrible." 

"It  may  be  a  trial,  but  I  think  I  can  say  that 
which  will  greatly  decrease  your  objection,"  re- 
turned Mr.  Bland.  "  In  short,  that  is  my  advice, 
and  you  will  take  it." 

"Impossible,  wholly  impossible.  There  is  no 
future  for  me.  Tell  me  where  to  search  for 
Flora  and  let  me  go.  Some  one  may  have  seen 
and  recognized  me  already.  I  am  utterly  unable 
to  bear  the  shame  of  my  own  folly.  What  can  I 
do  to  save  my  little  girl  from  want  and  poverty, 
and  where  can  I  find  Lawrence  ?" 

The  lawyer  actually  laughed.  Despite  tho 
carking  distress  and  desperation  legible  upon  tho 
once  reposeful  countenance,  Mr.  Bland  laughed. 

"  Ghandos,  if  I  answer  both  "questions  satisfac- 
torily will  you  do  as  I  wish  ?" 

A  passionate  intensity  of  eagerness  leaped  into 
the  eyes  watching  him  hungrily. 

"Tell  me,  John — for  God's  sake  tell  me  if  you 
know  anything  of  my  poor  child  !"  he  gasped,  in 
a  faint  voice. 

"Yes."  The  monosyllable  dropped  deliber- 
ately. Ghandos's  pale  face  flushed.  He  brushed 
his  hand  slowly  over  his  brow  and  drew  long, 
hard  breaths.  Evidently  the  realization  of  this 
hope  almost  overwhelmed  him.  "I  can  tell  yon 
of  Flora ;  and,"  added  the  lawyer,  with  habitual 
caution,  "to-morrow  you  shall  see  her,  for  she  is 
in  New  Orleans." 

It  was  some  minutes  before  the  announcement 
elicited  a  response.  The  effort  to  control  him- 
self required  a  struggle  somewhat  past  the  power 
of  the  broken-spirited  man.  Nevertheless,  Mr. 
Bland  seemed  not  the  least  disturbed  by  qualms 
of  conscience.  He  had  broken  the  news  abruptly, 
telling  the  story  without  pream  jle.  Neither  story 
nor  manner  of  telling  could  harm  Ghandos,  for 
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in  all  the  lawyer's  varied  experience  be  found  that 
joy  never  kills. 

"Why  not  to-night,  when  I  cannot  be  ob- 
served ?"  whispered  Chandos,  doubtfully,  with 
that  shrinking  hesitation  and  uncertainty  so  new 
to  the  once  successful  speculator. 

'*  The  evening  is  young  yet/*  commented  the 
other,  '^and  possibly  she  can  bear  the  shock  bet- 
ter than  the  wearing  strain  of  suspense  and  anx- 
iety retarding  her  recovery.  Chandos,  I  refuse  to 
take  you  to  Flora  until  I  relate  the  events  hap- 
pening during  your  absence.  I  still  refuse  to  do 
it  unless  you  consent  to  abide  by  my  judgment 
and  advice." 

Chandos  stretched  out  his  baud  and  grasped 
that  of  Mr.  Bland.  The  lawyer  noticed  the  dread- 
ful tension  of  the  nerves  by  the  temperature  of 
Chandos's  hand.  The  palm  waa  hot  and  dry — 
the  fingers  clammy  and  cold. 

**  I  promise  anything,  John — anything  ;  only 
let  me  see  my  little  girl !"  was  the  feverish  re- 
sponse.'* 

*' Very  good.  Upon  those  terms,  remember,  I 
comply  with  your  wish.     Now  listen.'* 

Tiio  humility  with  which  Chandos  submitted 
to  his  requirements  alone  betrayed  the  sad  history 
of  fallen  fortunes.  He  folded  his  hands  in  mel- 
ancholy meekness  and  riveted  his  eyes  upon  the 
other  immovably.  They  never  wandered  from 
the  speaker's  countenance,  but  gave  tacit  assur- 
ance that  Flora  was  the  sole  tie  at  present  bind- 
ing him  to  existence.  The  fugitive  bankrupt 
sank  under  adverse  blasts  without  a  struggle. 
Chandos  believed  that  nothing  good  might  ever 
come  to  him  now  save  Flora.  He  accepted  ruin 
as  irreparable,  shame  and  humiliation  as  inev- 
itable. 

''And  now," concluded  Mr.  Bland,  **the  Creole 
woman  called  old  Marie  declares  that  she  will  in- 
form either  Flora  or  yourself  of  Flora's  rightful 
name.  The  i>oor  child  as  yet  is  too  much  ab- 
sorbed by  alarm  for  your  safety  to  listen  to  any- 
thing concerning  herself.  You,  then,  must  make 
this  inquiry  into  the  matter,  and  obtain  the  in- 
formation she  refuses  anyone  else.  The  woman 
blundered  once  in  imparting  it  to  Mrs.  Melvern, 
and  she  is  overcautious  now  of  repeating  the 
blunder." 

Chandos's  hands  moved  restlessly.  His  gaze 
shifted,  then  returned. 

"John,"  he  began,  almost  timidly,  "I  don't 
want  to  do  more  injustice  ;  but  do  you  think  her 
family,  when  she  is  restored  to  them — do  you 
think  they  will  let  her  see  me  again  ?  I  would 
not  ask  it  often." 

"  We  will  trust  your  loving  little  girl  for  that. 
No  fear  that  she  will  abandon  you,  old  friend. 


You  are  not  a  criminal,  and  Flora  held  to  you 
through  everything."  Mr.  Bland  looked  gentle 
and  compassionate  as  he  made  answer.  "  It's  my 
firm  belief,"  he  went  on,  with  suspicious  rapidity, 
"  that  Lawrence  will  return  immediately  from 
Tampico.  In  fact,  I  expect  him  by  the  first 
steamer.  He  will  discover,  upon  inquiry,  that 
Flora  never  arrived  in  Tampico,  and  conclude  at 
once  that  she  never  sailed — therefore  she  must 
still  be  in  the  States ;  consequently,  within  the 
States  will  be  the  proper  place  to  search  for  her. 
Take  my  word  for  it,  we  shall  soon  see  Lawrence. 
In  the  meantime  his  affairs  have  taken  a  swift 
revolution.  I  wish  yours  might  do  the  same. 
One  has  a  hunt  of  years  for  the  keynote  to  suc- 
cess in  anything,  but  when  once  found  the  suc- 
cess comes  with  startling  celerity.  Sgppose  we 
go  to  Flora  now  ?  The  morning  bulletin  from  Dr. 
Broissart  was  most  favorable." 

Chandos  drew  his  hat  low  over  his  eves.  He 
shrank  in  morbid  sensitiveness  from  observation. 
Mr.  Bland  walked  at  a  rapid  pace,  and  neither 
seemed  in  the  mood  for  anything  beyond  desul- 
tory talk.  They  traversed  the  streets  in  almost 
perfect  silence,  until  the  changing  aspect  beto- 
kened their  proximity  to  the  Creole  quarter. 

"  Old  Marie  is  her  foster  mother,"  observed  Mr. 
Bland,  in  a  half-apologetic  tone.  ''She  conveyed 
Flora  to  her  own  lodgings.  They  are  humble, 
but  exquisitely  neat.  Ah,  here  is  the  mansion 
now  !     It  reminds  one  of  a  deserted  castle." 

Chandos  made  no  answer.  Mr.  Bland  saw  that 
he  shook  as  if  an  ague  was  upon  him. 

"  Stay  here,"  he  said.  "  I  will  go  in  and  prepare 
her." 

The  sore- hearted,  ruined  Chandos  sank  down 
on  the  steps.  The  Indian  sailor  dozed  as  usual, 
as  nightly  tenant  of  the  other  end  of  the  step,  in 
supreme  unconsciousness.  Mr.  Bland  disappeared 
within  the  dim,  dusky  passage.  Two  or  three 
heads  peered  out  of  dingy  doorways,  and  were 
withdrawn  with  low  laughs.  The  tenants,  harm- 
lessly inquisitive,  satisfied  themselves  that  the 
stranger  came  to  see  Marie  and  her  "castaway." 
The  first  floor,  front,  showed  a  decrease  of  inhab- 
itants since  Mr.  Bland  made  his  first  visit.  Ro- 
sine  and  her  dark-eyed,  good-tempered  brood 
lodged  in  comparative  grandeur  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  hall.  The  woman  stepped  softly  over 
to  tend  the  "churo  enfant"  in  the  sick  chamber. 
She  glanced  in  quick  compassion  at  the  bent  fig- 
ure on  the  steps.  The  profile  of  the  clear-cut 
face  was  plainly  defined.  The  moonlight  glim- 
mered on  the  snow-white  hair. 

'*Ah,  Dieu!"she  murmured,  "the  rich  mon- 
sieur is  triste  ;  his  heart  have  ached — have  ached. 
Pauvre  heart !" 
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"  ChaudoB  !"  called  Mr.  Bland. 

He  rose  slowly,  aod  felt  for  the  vail  to  guide 
]iim,  in  a  blind,  feeble  way.  Age  seemed  to  have 
withered  him  in  the  last  half-hour,  when  a  terri- 
ble dread  of  rebuS  and  ignominy  scorched  away 
and  Bhrivelod  the  remains  of  his  spirit.  The 
crazy  lamp  gare  place  to  a  new  ona  It  burned 
brightly,  and  choaed  the  shadowy  mists  to  remote 
corners.  Cbandos  paused  in  pitiable  irresolution. 
Flora,  Bitting  up  in  her  great  old-fashioned  bed, 
cititched  the  coverlet  in  a  frantic  grasp.  Wavy 
maascB  of  burnished  hair  fell  nroiiud  her  shoul- 
ders, over  the  snowy  gown.  Her  lips  parted, 
Iler  eyes  distended.  They  were  watching  the 
doorway  in  an  agony  of  expectation. 


"Maman,  it  is  papa,  come  back  to  me  I  Ah, 
how  happy  1  I  have  papa  again,  and  Mamau 
Marie  !" 

"  Oiii,  oui,  ma  petite,  if  the  rich  monsieur  will 
no  take  you  away  from  me,"  begau  old  Mario, 
lifting  her  cane,  and  laying  it  down  again  in  dire 
distress.  "  I  have  wait  and  wait  to  find  my  pick- 
anin,  and  now  the  rich  monsieur  will  no  take  her 
away  when  I  have  no  baby  ;  and  when  I  find  her, 
ah,  so  lak  to  die,  she  say,  'Haman,  I  am  oast 
away  again.'  Ah,  good  monsieur,  I  hask  you  no 
to  take  ma  petite  enfant !" 

"No,  no,  dear  maman;  yon  will  go  with  us. 
We  will  never  part  again,  dear  maman  I"  ex- 
claimed Flora,  with  a  joyous  laugh.     Will  we. 


"Papa!  papa!"  she  shrieked,  as  the  familiar 
form  advanced  into  the  light.  "  Oh,  pnpa  !"  And 
Ehe  was  folded  again  to  his  breast ;  her  arms  once 
more  clung  around  hi^  neck  in  a  p.tssionato  cm- 
brace.  "Papa  !  pnpa!  and  safe — safe!"  she  re- 
iterated. "God  be  thanked  !  Maniiin,  it  is  papa, 
and  safe,  come  back  to  me  agriiii  !" 

Tlie  keen  auiiety  depicting  itself  on  Mr.  Bl.ind's 
conntenanrc  as  he  called  Chandos  liad  been  dis- 
pelled. He  laughed  cheerily.  Anitiia  and  Rosino 
wiped  their  eyes  and  smiled  rapturously.  Old 
Marie  fumbled  witli  hor  cane.  She  eyed  CiiandoB 
with  a  luilf-jealuns,  then  a  gradual  increase  of 
satislied  pride,  as  Flora  turned  to  her. 


papii ''"'  Ciiandos  stood  looking  down  into  the 
delicate,  beaming  face.  He  did  not  laugh.  His 
countenance  grew  mournful  and  grief-stricken. 
Old  Mario  hobbled  to  an  ancient  trunk,  her  cane 
tapping  swiftly  on  the  floor.  "  Papa,  how  white 
your  hair  is!  Oil,  papa,  you  have  suffered  more 
than  I  have !" 

Flora  had  suddenly  raised  licr  eyes  to  the  eyes 
gazing  down  npon  her  with  pained  tenderr.ess, 

"Ah,  rich  monsienr,"  interrujited  old  Marie, 
thrusting  a  box  into  his  hand,  "I  tell  it  to  no 
one  else — I  tell  it  wrong  once.  I  have  give  you 
the  clasps  took  from  ma  petite  when  the  Gulf 
cast  her  asho' — la  m^re  and  the  baby.     Amina 
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have  help  me  take  the  things.  Look,  monsienr 
— the  name  of  chdre  enfant  have  been  on  the 
clasps  and  the  name  of  sa  m^re  have  been  on  the 
gold  locket — her  picture  and  your  picture.  Amina 
and  Rosine  they  help  me  that  day  my  little  love 
was  cast  away  on  the  Gulf.  Look,  bon  monsieur, 
aer  name,  thass  is  true.  There  I  make  no  wrong 
mistake — I  tell  it  right  this  time.'' 

Chandos  moved  nearer  the  lamp.  Eager  and  ' 
interested,  Mr.  Bland  followed.  Chandos  opened 
the  box  mechanically.  The  lawyer  raised  one  of 
the  clasps.  An  inscription  was  engraved  within. 
A  wild  light  flashed  into  Chandos's  face.  The 
inscription,  hidden  for  more  than  a  decade  of 
years,  related  the  family  history  in  this  one  pithy 
sentence  :  "  Baby  Flora  —  From  her  parents, 
George  and  Flora  Cliandos.'' 
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A  FULL  minute  of  petrified  silence  followed  the 
measured  utterance  in  Mr.  Bland's  voice.  He  had 
read  the  inscription.  Its  meaning  could  never 
more  be  a  secret.  For  no  reason  beyond  a  pang 
of  jealous  fear  of  losing  her  foster  child  old 
Marie  had  deferred  the  revelation.  The  ignorant 
Creole  fish  woman  fell  willingly  into  the  specious 
argument  of  a  heartless,  avaricious  woman.  What 
**Mme.  Melvern"  advised  in  that  morning  inter- 
view coincided  with  the  suggestion  of  her  own 
pained  heart.  She  had  perforce  adhered  to  that 
counsel,  for  in  the  thousand  chances  of  life  the 
paths  of  the  foster  mother  and  child  had  never 
intersected  from  that  day  until  the  cloud  of  mis- 
fortune sped  its  bolt.  Mr.  Bland  repeated  the 
words  :  "  *  Baby  Flora — From  her  parents,  George 
and  Flora  Chandos.'" 

This  time  a  paean  of  triumph  fairly  rung  in  his 
tones.  Chandos  was  shivering  with  nervous  agi- 
tation ;  nevertheless,  the  blight  of  premature  old 
age  seemed  abruptly  staid.  His  countenance  viv- 
ified into  radiance  as  he  raised  his  head  half  de- 
fiantly. The  burden  of  shame  and  remorse, 
freighting  him  beyond  endurance,  sundered  its 
hold.  Chandos  might  face  other  men  now  with 
an  unstained  honor.  He  placed  the  box  on  the 
table  without  a  word,  and  crossing  the  great 
weird  room  to  the  open  window,  leaned  far  out. 
The  Indian  sailor  half  waked  and  grunted. 
Chandos  walked  back,  this  time  to  the  bed. 

''Papa,  darling,  I  belong  to  you — your  very 
own — your  very  own  child.  Oh,  papa,  I  knew  it 
in  my  heart  all  the  time  without  the  telling  !  But 
oh,  I  am  so  glad  for  Lawrence  !  I  have  a  name 
at  last.  Papa,  you  don't  look  so  old  and  troubled 
now,"  chattered  Flora. 


Bright,  hot  tears  glistened  on  her  lashes ;  but 
joyous,  musical  laughter  mastered  the  sobs. 
Every  tender  and  happy  emotion  vibrated  under 
the  mystic  spell  of  those  cabalistic  words. 

''  My  daughter,  my  precious  little  daughter, 
you  are  my  very  own,  dear  !  Life  is  changed,  in- 
deed, for  me "  began  Chandos,  brokenly. 

*'But,  papa,"  interpolated  Flora,  *' it  don't 
matter  much  to  us.  You  have  always  been  my  own 
dear  papa.     I  couldn't  love  you  more  than  I  do." 

"  No,  no,  dear  one — in  that  it  makes  not  the 
slightest  change,"  replied  her  father,  slowly. 

''  And  maman  —  promise,  papa,  that  dear 
maman  will  stay  with  me  always,"  coaxed  Flora, 
sinking  back  in  some  exhaustion. 

''  My  darling,  your  good  maman  shall  never  be 
parted  from  you  again.  Remember  that,  Marie,'' 
he  promised,  turning  to  the  old  woman,  whose 
countenance  had  sobered  into  sadness.  "Yoa 
shall  stay  with  your  little  castaway  all  year  days.'' 

'^  I  have  knew  it !"  triumphantly  exclaimed 
Amina,  pouring  out  a  few  drops  of  atimnlaut. 
''  I  have  knew  the  rich  monsieur  would  no  took 
the  blessed  angel  from  old  Marie.  Ah,  le  bon 
Dieu  have  had  agrande  pity  !  The  tristease  is  not 
here — pas  ici,  pas  ici  !  Drink  this,  little  love>— 
the  eau  de  vie,  to  bring  the  rose  back  to  joar 
cheek." 

Marie  smiled  in  benign  satisfaction,  and  nibbed 
her  hands  together  gleefully. 

^'Sieur  stranger,  the  doctor  of  lea  grandes 
dames  say  ma  petite  not  go  until  there  is  no  more 
of  cold  where  monsieur  her  father  do  live.  She 
have  been  neah  to  die  from  the  snow.  She  have 
been  cast  away  in  the  horrible  cold  and  hnr'cane. 
Sienr  stranger,  she  muat  no  be  took  back.  The 
bon  monsieur  will  have  to  stay  or  the  pickanin 
have  the  sick  malade  ;  and  the  doctor  of  Ics 
grandes  dames  do  say  what  the  poor  folks'  doctor 
say  of  my  ch^re  enfant." 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,  Marie,"  answered  Chandos, 
with  a  perceptible  return  of  his  old  calmly  posi- 
tive manner.  **  Mr.  Bland  will  not  urge  her  re- 
moval until  it  is  safe;  and  then  perhaps  not  to 
the  rigors  of  any  climate  further  north.  Flora 
shall  recover  at  her  leisure,  only  she  must  be  sure 
to  accomplish  it  thoroughly." 

"Ah,  yes,  kind,  dear  friends!"  softly  inter- 
posed Flora,  the  splendid  eyes  alight  with  grate- 
ful affection.  "  Your  little  Flora  will  never  for- 
get who  cared  for  her  when  she  was  a  helpless 
castaway,  unknown  even  to  papa — or,"  she  added, 
with  a  silvery  laugh,  "Lawrence." 

"  The  sweet  love  !"  commented  Rosine. 

**  The  dear  angel  I"  echoed  Amina. 

"Come,  come,  Chandos,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Bland,  cheerfully;  "I  am  of  opinion  that  Miss 


THE  SILVER   SHAFTS. 


311 


Ghandos  will  recover  very  satisfactorily  now. ;  that 
isy  if  we  don't  superinduce  a  fever  by  overtalk  to* 
night." 

Ghandos  turned  with  swift  alarm. 

**  No^  no,  papa ;  you  have  not  talked  enough/^ 
reassured  Flora. 

"  Well,  we  will  defer  any  farther  conversation 
nntil  to-morrow.  Good  night,  my  dear  child. 
When  Lawrence  returns  you  will  have  nothing  to 
wish  for.     Good  night.'' 

"  Papa,  you  will  come  to-morrow  ?  I  almost 
fear  to  let  you  go.  Oh,  papa,  what  if  something 
happen  you  to-night,  as  it  did  that  other  awful 
night  ?"  whispered  Flora,  clinging  to  him  in  a 
half- terror — the  terror  of  one  upon  whom  sudden 
calamities  had  fallen. 

"  I  will  be  here  to-morrow,  my  child  ;  as  far  as 
human  prescience  can  be  certain,  I  am  certain  of 
that.  Good  night,  and  God's  rest  to  you,  my 
dearest  little  girl  !" 

The  Indian  sailor  snored  in  undisturbed  obliv- 
ion as  the  two  gentlemen  departed.  A  slumber- 
ous repose  hung  over  the  antique  tenement  house, 
undisturbed  by  the  suppressed  laugh  or  the  indis- 
tinct word  drifted  now  and  then  from  some  open 
upper  window.  They  passed  through  the  court- 
yard without  once  speaking.  The  lawyer  had 
possessed  himself  of  the  box  wherein  old  Marie 
had  stowed  her  inanimate  testimony.  The  legal 
acumen  comprehended  the  value  of  such  evidence. 
A  will-o'-the  wisp  chance  had  beguiled  him  into 
so  many  bogs,  that  Mr.  Bland,  having  once 
clutched  his  proof,  had  no  mind  to  hazard  its 
safety. 

**  John,"  very  slowly  observed  Ghandos,  after  a 
long  silence,  ^'  think  of  these  many  years,  and 
Dorothy  knew  it.  She  knew  it  when  she  refused 
me  time ;  when  she  turned  my  little  girl  out  in 
the  storm ;  when  she  stigmatized  me  a  swindler 
and  ruined  me.  She  knew  it  throughout,  and 
I  was  ignorant  of  it." 

''Ay,  she  will  know  it  more  thoroughly  still 
when  we  have  had  one  more  interview,"  was  the 
gi'im  answer. 

''John,"  Ghandos  said,  still  more  reluctantly, 
"I  have  been  defrauded  deliberately  ;  I  can  come 
back  to  the  world  with  a  clean  record  ;  but  never 
again  will  I  make  hazardous  ventures.  I  shall  re- 
cover my  own.  We  will  not  hold  the  terrible 
charge  over  my  enemy — for  Dorothy  has  proved 
herself  my  bitterest  foe.     She  is  an  old  woman." 

"Very  true ;  yet,  old  or  young,  your  half-sister 
was  always  of  a  thoroughly  unprincipled  and 
avaricious  nature,"  returned  the  lawyer,  with  se- 
verity. "  But  you  will  be  able  to  face  other  men 
again." 

"  Not  by  a  hand  she  has  stretched  to  help  me 


back  to  my  place  in  the  world.  For  myself  I  am 
indifferent ;  but  to  turn  my  little  girl  out  in  the 
wintry  storm,  to  bring  her  to  the  verge  of  the 
grave— John,  I  can  forgive  all  except  that." 

Ghandos's  tones  grew  hard  and  inexorable. 
Evidently  ho  strove  to^  banish  bitter  memory  from 
the  mental  retrospect.  Just  as  obstinately  it  re- 
turned and  fastened  its  griffes  with  a  tenacity 
which  must  abide  to  all  eternity.  It  was  still 
there  when  he  bade  the  lawyer  good  night  at  the 
door.  His  quarters  had  shifted  to-night  to  the 
same  floor  and  hotel  in  which  Mr.  Bland  so- 
journed. 

"Remember,  Ghandos,  to-morrow  we  will  go 
down  to  the  office  and  see  when  the  steamer  ar- 
rives from  Mexico.  It  will  bring  Lawrence.  It 
is  not  probable  that  it  reaches  here  before  we  go 
to  Virginia.  Onr  absence  must  be  brief,  because 
of  Flom.  I  will,  however,  leave  a  letter  of  ex- 
planation to  meet  and  detain  Lawrence  the  mo- 
ment he  lands,  and  send  him  to  the  object  of  his 
search,"  Mr.  Bland  explained  as  they  parted. 

"  I  shall  not  forget,"  was  the  brief  reply. 

The  air  of  his  room  seemed  close  and  stifling. 
Ghaudos's  temples  throbbed.  His  brain  had  a  con- 
fused, bewildered  sensation,  albeit  he  strove  to 
collect  his  thoughts  and  temper  the  feverish  beat 
of  his  quickened  pulses.  The  world  turned  its 
familiar  side  to  his  aching  vision,  but  the  terrible 
obverse  still  oppressed  him.  Ghandos  descended 
again  to  the  street.  Walking  in  the  cool  air 
seemed  to  restore  his  habitual  calmness.  He 
glanced  up  at  a  lighted  mansion  with  careless  in- 
terest, and  turned  to  retrace  his  steps.  If  he  had 
been  less  preoccupied  Ghandos  must  have  heard 
the  carefully  toned  voice  of  Marion  as  she  crossed 
the  pavement  to  De  Vaughn's.  The  glare  of  the 
gaslight  glistened  on  the  satin  folds  of  her  costly 
robe.  Her  superb  diamonds,  already  the  envy  of 
half  the  monde,  flashed  and  scintillated  on  her 
white  arms  and  throat.  The  black  eyes  swept 
past  the  men  at  her  side,  holding  her  cashmere, 
and  carrying  her  bouquet  of  circea  and  roses — 
swept  past  to  Ghandos.  Swift  rage  shot  into  them 
as  he  lifted  his  hat  with  involuntary  courtesy. 

"  Swindler  !"  she  hissed,  "  how  dare  you  vent- 
ure into  my  presence  ?" 

Ghandos  smiled,  and  bowed  so  low  that  even 
Marion  wondered,  while  he  hurried  on,  whether 
or  not  it  might  be  mockery.  Nevertheless,  the 
insult  cooled  his  brain  by  its  bitter  reminder  that 
something  more  must  be  done  to  vindicate  his 
innocence. 

"  Ah,  well,  to-morrow  !"he  muttered,  in  a  tired 
way,  when  at  last  he  ascended  to  his  chamber. 

Mr.  Bland  had  business  holding  him  in  such  im- 
perative demand  that  the  day  waned  into  evening 
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before  release  came.  Dining  \?as  even  more  im- 
perative ;  and  then  the  two  old  friends  saua- 
ered  out. 

**  We  must  take  a  carriage,  Chaudos '*  the 

lawyer  began,  but  paused  as  a  magnificent  equi- 
page drew  up,  with  an  ostentatious  plunge,  di- 
rectly in  front  of  them. 

*^Eh,  Bland — one  moment !"  called  out  Cad- 
mus Hauton. 

An  ofiicious  servant  flung  back  the  carriage 
door,  and  the  superb  captain  stepped  on  the  pave- 
ment. 

*'Ah,  Chandos  !  Hardly  believe  my  eyes,**  ho 
said,  ignoring  the  salutation  he  would  once  have 
eagerly  sought.  "Don't  mind  an  ugly  esclandre 
— eh  ?  I  have  bought  the  roans,  Bland.  Magnif- 
icent turnout.  Just  suit  a  man  of  mv  taste. 
Where  are  you  going  ?    I  want  a  word  with  you.'* 

'^To  the  wharf  —  not  one  of  your  localities, 
Cadmus.     We  have  business.** 

"Trfis  bien  !'*  laughed  Han  ton.  **I  will  drive 
to  the  wharf.  Chandos  can  meet  vou  there.  I 
am  go  well  known,  you  see,  I  really  could  not 
ask  Chandos — under  the  circumstances,  vou  see." 

''Certainly  my  friend  would  not  desire  to  com- 
promise yon,  Cadmus,**  returned  Mr.  Bland,  with 
surprising  affability.  '^  Chandos,  you  know  onr 
destination — be  kind  enough  to  meet  me  there — 
I  will  see  what  Hauton  wants.** 

The  lawyer  stepped  into  the  carriage.  Hauton 
followed. 

"My  dear  Bland,  you  must  advance  me  more 
money.**  The  clever  finessettr  came  to  the  point 
without  circumlocution.  "  The  women  bore  me 
to  death.  Marion  asks  me  to  speak  to  her  five 
minutes  at  the  opera  to-night.  Somebody  must 
have  blown  on  Oscar.  Madam  does  not  often  honor 
me  by  asking  for  an  interview.  I  must  have  five 
hundred  more  for  having  my  feelings  harrowed. 
Ah !  here  we  are — fast  trotters  these  roans. 
Back  in  five  minutes.  Bland.** 

Cadmus  Hauton  strolled  into  the  Opera  House, 
humming  the  roulades  of  the  prima  donna.  Mar- 
ion signaled  him  to  her  box.  Ho  swept  his  lor- 
gnette over  the  brilliant  audience  critically,  then 
obeyed  the  summons. 

"  Wliat  is  this  canard  creeping  into  society 
about  Oscar?*'  she  demanded.  "It  was  whis- 
pered at  the  club  last  night.  Oscar  is  panic- 
stricken.  Do  you  expect  to  extort  money  from 
him  to  silence  that  scandal  ?" 

"Parbleu!  how  violent  and  vulgar  you  are! 
Pray  explain  what  scandal,"  said  her  father,  strik- 
ing an  affective  attitude. 

"That  miserable  tale  of  the  Silver  Shafts.  Who 
can  care  about  those  wretched  creatures  ?  AVhat 
does  it  matter  how  many  of  them  are  drowned  ? 


You  need  not  resort  to  any  such  pitiful  means  of 
extortion.     It  is  all  your  work.** 

She  pressed  her  angry  face  down  on  the  bou- 
quet. Marion  cared  no  more  for  the  lives  laid  at 
her  husband's  charge  than  the  flowers  in  her 
white  fingers. 

"  Ah,  my  dear  Marion,  I  had  no  idea  that  you 
were  so  much  attached  to  your  Oscar  !**  was  the 
ironical  answer. 

"I married  for  an  establishment,** she  retorted, 
in  restless  irritation.  "  Love  is  rococo — I  have  no 
such  weakness.  There  is  something  wrong — I 
see  it  in  the  distant  salutations.  I  detest  Oscar. 
He  is  cowering  at  a  phantom,  a  mere  canard,  I 
don't  understand  it.  What  does  it  matter  about 
the  men  when  the  money  is  safe  ?'* 

She  glanced  up  wooingly  at  an  admirer  enter- 
ing the  box,  and  smiled  an  arch  smile.  How 
could  she  coquet  so  carelessly  behind  her  fan 
when  poor  La  Pros  lay  dead  in  his  grave  under 
the  gloomy  firs  within  sight  of  the  Silver  Shafts  ? 

"  My  dear,**  returned  the  dazzling  Hauton,  in 
a  smooth,  low  tone,  "you  are  quite  right — while 
the  money  is  safe  one  can  bear  any  amount  of 
scandal.  I  only  fear  Oscar  has  not  been  quite 
candid  with  you.  However,  my  love,  you  are 
safe  to  have  the  truth  in  a  few  days.  Au  revoir, 
my  dear.  If  anything  should  happen  I  can  only 
return  the  advice  you  gave  me  at  that  charming 
Chandos  Manor — trust  to  your  wits.    Au  revoir." 

He  strolled  out  lazily,  smiling. 

*'  Confound  it,  Hauton,  what  is  this  story  about 
Harvey  and  some  diabolical  swindle  ?  The  fel- 
lows at  the  club  have  it  among  the  last  on  dits." 
said  a  bored-looking  man  as  llauton  passed. 

"  The  papers  and  bulletin  boards  will  give  it  to 
YOU  in  good  time,  I  fancy,  Ruthven,**  laughed 
the  other,  significance  in  every  accent.  He  sprang 
into  the  carriage  briskly,  and  drove  rapidly  to  the 
^vharf.  Their  business  was  neither  tedious  nor 
perplexing.  Hauton  preserved  a  scornful  indif- 
ference to  Chandos,  mindful  that  the  mined 
Pacific  speculator  could  be  of  no  use  to  an  advent- 
urer with  a  check  for  ten  thousand  dollars  in  his 
pocket.  They  emerged  from  the  office,  while 
Captain  Hauton  tossed  back  one  of  his  finest 
witticisms.  . 

"Howdy,  Lawyer  Bland  ?" 

A  sailor  pushed  his  hat  to  the  back  of  his  head 
and  squared  himself  in  front  of  Mr.  Bland. 

"Ah,  Nathans,  I  hope  you  are  not  in  trouble  ?'* 
remarked  the  lawyer,  in  a  tone  of  encourage- 
ment. 

"No,  sir,  I  be'n't.  We*re  only  hero  a-lpadin* 
of  cotton  fur  New  York.  I'm  main  glad  to  see 
the  colonel  agin.  We  kinder  thought  you'd  cast 
anchor  t'other  side  of  the  Gulf.'* 
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He  scratched  his  head,  ap[)arently  in  vigorous 
search  of  an  idea  as  to  what  he  had  stopped  them 
for, 

f'l  am  glad  to  see  jon,  Nathans,''  kindlj  an- 
swered CliandoB^ 

''Thankee,  sir;  it's  jest  %ng  of  that  bnsiness 
o'  yonm  Fd  Tike  to  speak.  I  s'eed  Lawyer  Bland 
in  thur.  Yon  see,  yesterday  I  come  ashore ;  and 
it  don't  often  happen,  bat  th«  grog  was  good,  en 
Fd  soon  been  en  deck  aH  right ;  bnt  who  shonid 
run  alongnde  savin' Mr.  Oscar  Hai*vey»  en  has  me 
up  afore  the  jedge  fur  bein'  drnnk.  I  paid  my 
fine  en  headed  fvr  the  wessel." 

**  Well,  I  am  sorry,  Nathans.  111  do  anything 
to  serve  yon  with  pleasure,"  the  lawyer  observed. 

**  Thankee,  sir.  I  ain't  stove  in  bad  ;  bat.  yon 
see,  nobody  asked  me  that  day  in  the  court,  en  I 
hadn't  no  call  to  hoist  his  colors,  en  I  didnt. 
Harvey's  done  me  a  mean  triek,.  ea  I\b  g!om*  la 
blow  on  him.  Ef  I  had  m-tMMmi  osea  Fda-eal 
the  men  afoni  of  htm  befov^  ho*i  weiglfeed  aitelior 
that  daj«  Well,  sir,  not  lo  keep  yon,  ^was  Mr. 
Oscar  Hanrey  as  moved  tint  ro^  the  night  of 
the  accident  at  the  Silver  ShaftiL  He  lei  tta 
water  in  on  them  fellers." 

*'  Confeond  it,"  interjected  Hanton,  "^the  man 
will  hai4[  Oeear  If  he  goes  on  !" 

'*  How  do  you  know  this  ?"  inquired  Mr. 
Bland. 

"Well,  I  don'i  care  ef  it  does  hang  him,"  re- 
torted the  sailor.  "  He  took  out  his  spite  by  bav- 
in* me  up  yisterday — Fll  take  out  my  spite  by 
tell  in'  of  lilm  to-day.  I  was  krvder  late  leavin^, 
so  I  hove  into  a  short  cut  as  the  hands  sometimes 
uses.  It  fetched  me  out  by  the  breakwater,  en  I 
seen  Oscar  Harvey  crouchin'-  t>ehind  the  roekv, 
not  two  yards  away  from  the  breakwater.  Well, 
sir,  I  looked  back,  en  I  see  him  a-heaviu'  the  spur 
out  of  its  place.  I  hadn't  no  time  to  stop,  eu  it 
never  come  to  my  mind  that  he  was  after  devil- 
ment. I  seen  him  runnin'  up  the  Crevasse,  bnt 
I  never  heerd  of  the  accident  till  I  com«  baek 
from  Bio  Janeiro.  That's  all,  sir,  as  I  knows. 
If  you'll  hev  him  up  like  as  not  hell  get  stove  in 
at  the  pocket  book  wuss'n  I  be  yisterday.  Good 
tiight,  sir.     I  be  aboard  the  Henry  Vane,  sir." 

Nathans  touched  his  grizzled  forelock  and 
shuffled  away.  His  step  died  in  the  distance. 
Other  people  passed,  but  neither  of  the  two 
moved  or  spoke.  Even  Hauton's  heartless  indif- 
ference seemed  to  forsake  him  as  Oscar  Harvey's 
iniquity  rose  in  accusation. 

''He  has  furnished  the  only  missing  link  re- 
quired by  law."  Mr.  Bland  was  the  first  to 
speak. 

''  Poor  fool !  it  will  be  death  to  lose  that  beastly 
steward's  stealings/'  lightly  commented  Hauton, 


recovering  himself  with  the  reflection  that  Oscar 
was  ruined  irreparably. 

Oscar's  sun  was  setting,  and  Marion's  father  al- 
ready marched  in  the  Tan  of  deserting  friends. 

''  Give  my  compliments  to  my  old  friend  Law- 
rence. Say  to  him  that  nothing  could  be  niore 
delightful  than  to  aid  in  restoring  his  estate.'  I 
Dftenttoned  it  to  one  or  two  at  the  club  last  night, 
and,  by  Jove,  I  created  a  ripple  I  Egad,  I'll  dine 
with  him  some  day  at  Grayfriars !  Sorry  jon 
won't  return  with  me.  Bland.  Ill  call  to-morrow 
for  that  five  hundred.  The  wear  and  tear  upon 
my  feelings  demand  it.     Good  night." 

Hauton  threw  himself  upon  the  silken  cushions 
and  waved  his  hand  in  graceful  adieu.  The  fumes 
of  a  cigar  drifted  back  as  his  carriage  drove  away. 

Ghandos  stood  rigidly  still.  The  moonlight 
gleamed  down  on  hia  patridan  face  and«  soft  gray 
h«r* 

''Jabii,*he  Mid,  '^ean  we  not  giye  the  crim- 
inal a  ehanoo  ?" 

''Yei,"  affirmed  the  lawyer;  ''but  Lawrence 
will  iM»L*  __^__ 

CHAPTER   XIX* 
Tax  Buoar  upon  osuumos  vaitob. 

The  naked  branches  of  the  great  leafless  oaks 
stretched  drearily  to  the  winter  blasts.  Their 
lea?es  had  fluttered  down  to  annual  sepulture 
long  before,  when  hearts  were  light  in  the  deserted 
mansion,,  naw  enrironed  by  a  spectral  sylva. 
Ohandoe  Manor  bespoke  the  sympathy  of  the  be- 
holder.  A  RKHimfuI  air  of  desolation  and  aban- 
donflMBt  perraded  the  once  splendid  estate.  The 
manawQ  itself  wore  an  aspect  of  weird  gloom  and 
ghostly  silence,  ft  might  hare  been  a  great  cen- 
otaph standing  in  sotefou  grandeur  in  memoriam 
to  the  past.  Dead  leases  and  dibris,  carried  by 
the  season's  winds,  kdged  in  erery  crevice  and 
corner.  Nobody  raared  them.  The  shutters  were 
closed  and  bolt^sd,  the  doors  locked  and  barred. 
Nobodj  opened  them.  To  all  appearance  nobody 
would  ever  yenture  npcm  the  domain  again.  The 
fine  avenue  caught  the  tangled  masses  of  blowu 
and  broken  shrubbery.  The  footpaths  were  ob- 
literated by  a  heavy  padding  of  sear  leaves.  Evi- 
dently both  pedestrian  and  equestrian  were  tacitly 
reminded  that  no  one  expected  them  at  the  manor 
house.  The  stables  had  been  depleted  of  their 
thoroughbreds  and  closed  ignominiously.  A 
dingy,  untidy  discomfort  revealed  itself  in  the 
cabins  to  the  rear  of  the  mansion.  Broken  win- 
dows, unrepaired  steps  and  hingeless  doors  be- 
tokened in  unmistakable  language  neglect  of  the 
Chandos  servants'  quarters.  The  servants  them- 
selves looked  gaunt  and  dissatisfied.     Even  Bar- 
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nej^B  contented  face  grew  half  snllea.  His  eyoa 
turned  wistfully  to  the  empty  stalls  and  forsaken 
mangers  so  lately  tenanted  by  high-stepping  ani- 
mals with  pedigrees  longer,  perhaps,  than  that  of 
the  old  master  himself.  A  new  overseer  replaced 
the  kind-hearted  man  who  knew  the'Chandos 
temper  and  people.  Alas !  both  had  changed^  lam- 
entably. The  people  labored  on  as  of  old,  bdt 
they  were  scantily  fed  and  poorly  clothed.  The 
new  overseer  found  that  nothing  must  be  spent, 
and  every  cent  possible  to  save  must  go  to  the  in- 
exorable hand  closing  upon  it.  Mr.  Oscar  Harvey 
was  a  steward's  son,  and  comprehended  the  possi- 
bilities of  the  place.  Shifts  and  subterfuges  were 
of  no  avail — he  must  have  the  money.  Mrs.  Mel- 
vern  had  chosen  the  housekeeper's  room  as  her 
own  apartment.  It  was  in  the  rear  of  one  of  the 
wings,  and  avoided  the  necessity  of  passing  over 
the  carpets  in  tlie  passages.  The  warm-hned 
sofas  and  chairs  were  relegated  to  a  place  in  one 
of  the  empty  rooms,  and  old  pieces  of  furniture, 
hunted  in  the  garrets,  now  replaced  the  pretty 
appointments  serving  the  banished  honsekeepev. 
The  mistress  of  Ghandos  Manor  could  not  allow 
herself  the  luxury  of  the  whilom  housekee^>er. 
True,  the  old  dame  handled  a  scant  proportion  of 
her  great  income ;  still,  Oscar  apparently  obeyed 
her  desire  to  the  very  letter  in  having  it  carefully 
dep^ited  in  bank.  He  assured  her  with  great 
solemnity  that  every  cent  went  to  swell  her  bank 
account. 

Mrs.  Melvern  sat  in  front  of  a  wood  fire  burn- 
ing on  the  hearth  in  the  fireplace.  A  rough  deal 
box  held  a  supply  of  fuel.  Above  the  mantel  a 
broken  mirror  had  been  suspended.  On  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  room  stood  an  old-fashioned  bu- 
reau, carefully  covered  with  mahogany-colored  oil- 
cloth. It  served  the  double  purpose  of  buffet  and 
scullery,  having  tin  pans  to  the  front,  and  cracked 
china  arranged  upon  it.  An  earthenware  teapot, 
suffering  under«the  twofold  bereavement  of  han- 
dle and  spout,  occupied  a  lowly  place  among  the 
ashes  at  her  feet.  Two  shabby  trunks,  acting  in 
capacity  of  seats  and  receptacles  of  Sister  Metella's 
sheets  and  Sister  Sarah's  linen  pillowciises,  fur- 
nished both  of  the  opposite  windows.  A  small 
bedstead,  covered  with  a  quilt  of  calico  patcli- 
work  in  the  "  log-cabin  **  design,  and  a  poplar- 
wood  washstand,  ornamented  by  a  tin  basin,  and 
an  iron  teakettle,  supplemented  by  a  coarse  crash 
towel,  completed  the  sum  total  of  luxury  Mrs. 
Melvern  enjoyed  in  the  way  of  a  lodging  place. 

She  toasted  her  feet  and  knit  coarse  socks, 
eventually  to  be  '' topped''  into  stockings  which 
the  most  tocherless  dame  around  her  would  have 
disdained.  The  six  cups  comprising  her  *' china" 
had  been  counted  in  due  form  ;  five  knives  with 


discolored  ivory  handles  were  laid  back  in  the 
knifebox.  She  had  peeped  in  at  a  silver  coffee- 
pot, turning  dark  from  disnse.  Then  Chandos's 
sister  locked  the  door  and  extricated  her  purse 
from' a  subterranean  pocket  bemeath  several  skirts. 
This  was  the  c'rorwning  joy  of  the  day.  Her  wrin- 
kled* face;  sordid  and  miserly  in  every  phasie  of 
expression,  became  sinister.  She  counted  it. over, 
and  then  recounted  it.  The  '*ieel"  of  the 
coins  caused  a  sensation  of  exquisite  rapture. 
She  rubbed  them,  looked  at  the  date,  warmed 
them,  and'  finally  counted  them  back  into  the 
purse. 

"  Forty  dollars  and  fifty-five  cents  in  all,  and 
thousands  and  thonsands  in  bank  !"8he  chuckled, 
in  miserly  glee.  **  Who's  that  ?"  in  answer  to  a 
tap  repeated  louder  and  louder. 

"It's  me,  mum,"  gruffly  answered  a  chilly- 
looking  boy.     *'  Somebody  to  see  yon.'' 

''Oh,  yes,  yes! — ^just  bring  him  up.  I  sup- 
pose it's  the  overseer  about  that  grain." 

''  Barby  says,  mum,  kin  yon  give  her  a  bit  of 
mustard  ? — child's  sick,"  said  the  boy,  with  a 
shiver  of  cold. 

**  Mustard  !"  screamed  Mrs.  Melvern.  "  What 
dia  you  say  ?    I  can't  hear.     Was  it  mustard  ?" 

"  Yes'm.     Barby  wants  it." 

''  I  haven't  a  grain,  and  I  haven't  a  cent  to  get 
it  with.  As  soon  as  I  get  some  money  111  do  it  ; 
but  I  couldn't  buy  a  grain  of  anything  now^to 
save  my  life.  Not  a  cent — no,  not  a  half-cent — 
in  the  wide  world.  Tell  her  to  send  down  to  the 
overseer  and  borrow  some.  I'll  pay  for  it  when  I 
get  my  money.  Tell  whoever  wants  to  see  me  to 
come  up  here." 

The  boy  disappeared.  The  mistress  returned 
to  her  seat  and  took  up  her  knitting.  A  pleasant 
sense  of  having  evaded  a  call  upon  her  purse  en- 
livened her  quite  as  much  as  some  great  financial 
success. 

Mrs.  Melvern  glanced  up  in  sharp  suspicion  as 
the  door  again  opened  and  two  persons  entered. 
She  dropped  her  knitting  in  dismay,  and  raised 
her  hands  in  utter  consternation. 

''George  Ghandos,  as  I  live !"  she  ejaculated. 
"Where  under  heaven  did  you  come  from  ? 
What  can  you  want  ?  And  no  dinner,  either  I 
I'll  kiss  the  Bible  I  have  nothing  in  the  house  to 
cat.  What  did  you  bring  him  here  for,  Mr. 
Bland,  and  what  does  he  want  ?"  The  lawyer 
approached  the  fire.  An  unusual  deliberation 
evinced  itself  in  his  manner.  "  What  can  you 
want  here,  George  ?"  she  went  on,  a  growing  ex- 
citement visible.  "  I  tell  you  there's  no  room  for 
you  here.  I  won't  have  my  beds  slept  in,  and  I 
won't  have  ytou  in  the  house.  There  is  nothing 
for  you  to  eat,  eitlier.    I  can't  support  you,  and  I 
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won't.  I  haven't  one  cent  in  my  pocket,  and  noth- 
ing for  anybody  to  eat.  I  say  yon  sha'n't  stay 
here  one  night— not  one  night — living  off  me. 
What  do  yon  want,  Mr.  Bland  ?  Speak  out  at 
once — George  has  notliing  to  do  with  my  affairs." 

"Dorothy/'  began  Cliandos,  a  bitter  aversion 
in  his  countenance,  "I  have  something  to  do%rith 
your  affairs.  I  have  come  liero  to  say  that  you 
have  defrauded  me  out  of  my  property." 

"Defrauded  you!"  shrieked  Mrs.  Melvern. 
*•  The  property  is  not  yours." 

"  The  legacy  reverted  to  you  in  event  of  my  not 
finding  my  child.  I  found  the  child,  and  you 
know  it.  The  legacy  is  hers ;  and  of  that  you 
were  also  aware  when  you  ruined  me  by  forcing 
its  payment." 

Dorothy  Melvern's  sinister  face  became  ghastly 
wljite ;  the  purple  lips  fell  back  from  the  cheap, 
ill-fitting  false  teeth  ;  the  cunning  leer  forsook 
the  small,  shrewd  eyes. 

"  It's  a  lie,  a  miserable  lie  !  You  have  no  way 
of  knowing  who  the  girl  was  ;  and  I'll  fight  for 
the  money  in  every  court  in  the  land — yes,  I  will. 
I'm  not  an  old  fool.  You  sha'ii't  stay  here, 
'George  Chandos.  I  thought  you  had  starved  to 
Heath  by  this  time.  And  as  for  that  girl,  I  sent 
her  out  of  my  house.  She's  starved  and  frozen 
to  death  long  ago.  It  was  as  bad  a  night  as  ever 
vou  saw,  but  I  started  her.  I  didn't  care  how 
scared  she  was." 

Chandos  heard  the  abuse  unmoved  until  she 
flung  it  at  Flora.  Her  cruel  exultation  in  the 
misery  of  his  darling  stung  him  almost  to  mad- 
ness. The  pale,  beautiful  face  as  he  left  it  on  the 
sick  bed  in  New  Orleans  seemed  to  accuse  this 
woman  almost  of  murder. 

"  Dorothy,"  he  said,  in  a  stern  tone,  "  be  silent, 
I  say.  You  have  severed  yourself  from  common 
humanity  or  kindness  from  me.  I  had  purposed 
to  provide  in  some  measure  for  the  remainder  of 
your  life.  It  has  been  too  long  already  for  your 
own  good,  or  the  repute  of  the  family  to  which 
you  belong." 

"George,  you  don't  know  who  that  girl  is," 
breathlessly  interrupted  Dorothy  Melvern,  pre- 
cipitating her  own  ruin  with  insane  imprudence. 
"I  tell  you  it's  all  a  lie.  That  Creole  woman  is 
dead — she  never  told  it  to  anybody  else." 

"Ah,  then  old  Marie  did  tell  it  to  you  ?"  inter- 
polated the  lawyer. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  broke  out 
Mrs.  Melvern,  strangely  untroubled  by  deafness. 
"You  are  all  liars,  and  I'm  only  sorry  Lawrence 
didn't  kill  George  that  night.  I  won't  give  up 
the  money,  and  I  won't  leave  here  unless  you 
carry  me  out."  The  irate  woman  picked  up  the 
tongs  and  shook  them  in  threatening  violence. 


"  I  wish  you  and  the  girl,  too,  had  starved.  I'll 
show  you  whether  I'm  a  fool.  You  sha'n't  have 
one  cent,  and  vou  sha'n't  come  into  this  house. 
I'll  burn  it  down  first.  I'll  keep  the  property, 
and  will  it,  too,  before  I  die  !" 

"Madam " 

"  What  do  you  want,  coming  here  and  bullying 
an  old  woman  ?  What  do  you  want,  'I  say  ?" 
She  faced  the  lawyer  savagely,  then  turned  on 
Chandos  fiercely.  "George,  you  might  as  well 
take  yourself  off.  I've  lied  to  Marion  about  leav- 
ing my  money  to  her,  because  I  wanted  to  savo 
the  expense  of  an  agent.  I've  lied  to  Judge 
Blanton  about  leaving  it  to  him,  because  I  wanted 
to  save  paying  a  lawyer.  But  I  won't  lie  to  you 
about  it.  I  tell  you  now  and  forever  I  will  not 
leave  or  give  one  cent  to  you  or  that  come-by- 
chance  girl." 

"  Dorothy,  don't  dare  to  repeat  that.  Silence, 
I  say,  woman  !"  thundered  Chandos. 

Perhaps  some  vague  recollection  of  the  night 
when  just  such  a  deadly  menace  came  into  his 
face  returned  to  check  her  violence.  She  retreated 
a  step  and  eyed  him  in  watchful  alarm. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?"she  questioned,  her  rage 
increasing  at  the  sight  of  the  papers.  "What 
do  you  mean,  I  say,  by  coming  here,  two  great, 
strong,  strapping  men,  and  bullying  an  old  woman 
who  never  harmed  anybody  in  her  life,  just  on 
account  of  a  vile  girl  you  are  trying  to  palm  off 
as  somebody's  daughter  ?" 

"Not  another  word,  Dorothy  !" 

Chandos's  clear,  cold  voice  cut  the  vehement, 
vituperative  insults  short.  His  tones  were  low 
and  icy,  but  they  arrested  even  her  reckless 
tongue,  and  held  it  silent  of  Flora. 

"  Madam "  for  the  second  time  essayed  Mr. 

Bland,  having  unfolded  the  document  for  which 
he  had  searched. 

"  You  don't  give  me  a  chance  to  speak,"  inter- 
terrupted  the  old  woman,  flouncing  from  one  side 
of  the  fireplace  to  the  other.  "  No,  I  can't  say  a 
word.  I  must  shut  my  mouth  and  be  robbed. 
You  think  me  an  old  fool ;  Marion  thinks  so, 
too  ;  but  I  laugh  in  my  sleeve.  The  old  woman 
knows  they  are  fools.  Oscar  has  a  will  snug  in 
his  iron  safe,  and  he  looks  after  the  estate.  Judge 
Blanton  has  a  will  tucked  away  in  a  pigeonhole 
of  his  desk,  and  ho  draws  my  contracts  and  leases 
— all  without  a  cent  of  cost.  But  the  last  will — 
the  real  will — is  locked  in  that  trunk  nnder  Sister 
Metella's  best  lifien  sheets — think  of  that,  and 
then  say  my  mind  is  not  sound  !  You  won't  let 
me  talk ;  but  if  I  could  edge  a  word  in  I'd  tell 
you  that  if  you  set  yourself  up  with  the  idea  that 
you  can  rob  me  of  my  property  you  can  set  your- 
self down  without  it ;  for  neither  George  nor  any 
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other  swindling  villain  can  get  it.  I'd  just  telL 
that  if  joii'd  give  me  a  minute  to  talk." 

"Yoiir  arguments,  mndam,  may  prove  n  very 
Bound  mind,  but  a  distinctly  weak  honor,"  re- 
joined Sir.  Bland,  seizing  a  momentary  pauae. 

"Honor!"  scornfully   retorted   Dorothy   Mel- 


Mrs.  Melvem  made  a  nervona  dart  at  a  battered 
tin  bucket  of  chips  and  hurled  them  on  the  fire. 
She  snatched  the  checkered  handkerchief  and 
tied  it  around  her  jaws,  pulled  the  bine  hood, 
and  laid  the  shovel  in  convenient  proximity  to  the 
tongs.     Kvidently  Mrs.  Melvern  was  clearing  lor 


Tern,  spitting  the  words  at  him  in   belligerent    action.  As  she  herself  phrased  it,  Chandos'a  sister 


heedlesanesa  of  where  they  might  fall.    "Honor!  plainly  meant  to     fight  it  ont."    A  dark  flush 

I  don't  want  any  of  that  stuff.     I  leave  that  for  of  intense  rage  appeared  m  Bpota  over  the  sinister, 

you  and  George  Clmndos.     I'll  titke  the  monev,  repellent    conntenance.     At    her    beat    Dorothy 

and  leave  the  honor  for  those  that  need  it.     I'll  Melvern  had  boasted  few  attractions  beyond  a 

take  the  money,  I  say ;  and  if  you  get  it  yon  will  glib,  flattering  tongue. 

have  to  carry  me  ont  of  here ;  for  I  won't  go,  and        "  Permit  me  to  aay,  madam,  that  in  this  case 

I  won't  give  up  the  money."  tbere  is  no  qnestion  of  your  conrse.     You  will 
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have  to  give  it  up  nolens  volens,*'  usaerteil  Mr. 
niand.  **  Our  proof  is  withont  a  flaw.  Flora 
(Jhandos  is  the  child  of  your  brother,  George 
Ghandos,  and  entitled  to  the  legacy  of  one  him- 
<^.red  thousand  dollars  which  you  have  fraudu- 
lently appropriated.  If  you  wish  to  contest  the 
matter  we  are  prepared  to  substantiate  the  claim 
before  any  tribunal." 

''There  is  nobody  to  prove  it.  The  women 
are  dead.  Not  one  of  them  live  at  Pass  Chris- 
tian!'^ she  screamed,  darting  furiously  from  the 
window  to  the  woodbox  and  seizing  a  stick  of 
oak,  only  to  fling  it  back  with  noisy  wrath. 

*'  The  women  are  not  dead.  The  women  are, 
everyone,  living,  and  the  men  who  buried  the  un- 
fortunate mother  of  your  brother's  child.  Our 
witnesses  are  waiting  to  give  their  testimony  in 
court  if  need  be,  and  our  evidence  is  conclusive. 
Yes,  by  a  fortunate  chance,  the  women  are  all 
living.'' 

The  lawyer  paused. 

*'  Living  !"  gasped  the  woman.  *'  Old  Marie 
living  ! — living  !  It's  a  lie  !"  The  purplish-red 
spots  faded  out  as  the  same,  ghastly  yellow,  livid 
and  ashen,  overspread  her  face.  She  clinched 
her  fist  and  shook  it  at  the  lawyer.  ''You  are 
Iving.  You  can't  scare  me  into  being  robbed, 
for  the  sake  of  a  bogus — a  fraud  !" 

A  furtive  glance  at  Chandos  staid  the  gibe  she 
mcjint  for  Flora. 

"Dorothy."  her  brother  said,  never  moving 
nearer  to  hei,  a  deadly  scorn  and  loathing  in  his 
countenance — "Dorothy,  I  have  proved  Flora's 
birth  beyond  a  doubt — it  is  not  necessary  to  say 
how ;  but  when  I  inform  you  that  old  Marie  still 
lives  you  may  easily  comprehend  what  she  has  told 
me.  I  wish  you  to  understand  that  I  will  make 
no  terms  or  compromise  with  you.  The  prop- 
erty is  mine  while  I  live.  At  my  death  it  falls 
to  my  daughter.  It  is  mine,  and  I  require  of  you 
restitution  of  every  dollar  of  it^  I  warn  you  that 
there  is  another  seqnence  of  your  deliberate  fraud 
beside  merely  fighting  in  the  courts  for  my  estate. 
Knowing  that  Flora  was  my  child,  cast  away  by 
sliipwreck  on  the  Gulf,  and  recovered  therefrom, 
\ou  deliberately  force  a  claim,  and  recover  on 
false  premises  a  legacy  which  conld  never  be 
yours  while  she  lived.  You  may  contest  what 
you  know  to  be  true,  but  must  thereby  convict 
yourself  of  as  bold  a  fraud  as  ever  felon  in  the 
state's  prison  perpetrated." 

"  Besides,  madam,  it  is  right  for  me  to  remind 
you,"  supplemented  the  lawyer,  "that,  ^s  you 
must  lose  the  case,  the  expense  will  swallow  up 
your  own  small  estate.  Even  without  more  seri- 
ous consequences,  that  may  be  a  sufficient  reason 
for  reflecting  upon  your  course  of  action." 


The  shrewish  old  face,  withered  and  wrinkled, 
the  yellow- white  complexiou  and  purple  lips 
seemed  bloodless  and  aged.  Dorothy  Melvern 
looked  an  octogenarian  at  that  moment  as  she 
shriveled  under  consciousness  of  impending  loss 
of  her  ill-gotten  spoils. 

"George,"  she  gasped,  in  a  breathless  whisper, 
"  I  thought  you  would  never  find  it  out.  I  thought 
she  might  die,  you  know — the  girl.  I — no,  I 
didn't  mean  that — I  am  awfully  fond  of  her — 
I Does  it  take  everything  ?" 

"  Every  cent,"  decisively  returned  the  lawyer. 

She  shifted  her  bleared,  wily  eyes  from  the 
lawyer  to  her  brother. 

"  George,  I  haven't  one  cent  to  buy  me  a  loaf 
of  bread.  I  shall  be  destitute,  all  for  that — that 
girl.  I  am  without  money.  I  might  just  stay 
here  in  this  shabby  old  room — you  won't  want  it,  ^ 
and  they  could  just  give  me  a  few  scraps  from 
the  kitchen" — she  kept  wary,  eager  watch  upon 
him.  "But  remember,  I  don't  say  I  am  going; 
I  don't  say  I'll  give  you  the  estate." 

George  Chandos  averted  his  face.  His  glance 
traveled  past  her  to  the  neglected  cabins  and 
empty  stables,  the  bleak  phantasmagoria  of  drear 
winter,  lying  beyond.  It  had  been  colder  and 
bleaker  still,  with  steadily  falling  enow  and  the 
impenetrable  blackness  of  the  December  night, 
when  she  had  cast  his  darling  from  under  that 
roof. 

"  I  make  no  terms ;  I  admit  no  compromise. 
It  is  mine,  and  I  require  it  of  you — every  cent  !^ 
be  repeated,  in  a  measured  metallic  voice. 

"  I  might  do  it  because  you  are  my  brother — 
she  began,  craftily. 

"  Yon  will  do  it  because  you  dare  not  risk  con- 
testing it,"  was  the  cold  reminder. 

"But  I  might  live  here  and  have  a  few  scraps 
from  the  kitchen  !" 

"You  shall  never  again  darken  my  door," 
Dorothy.  When  I  leave  you  to-day  I  shall  never 
see  your  face  willingly.  With  full  knowledge  of 
your  own  treachery  you  defrauded  and  well-nigh 
ruined  me.  With  entire  comprehension  of  your 
scheme  I  decline  to  contaminate  my  household 
by  permitting  you  to  cross  my  threshold.  While 
the  world  stands  you  and  I  must  be  strangers  to 
each  other." 

The  hard  words,  syllabled  in  even,  unhurried 
utterance,  left  no  hope  of  change  or  amelioration. 
Anyone  who  beheld  the  calm,  cold  repose  of 
Chandos's  features  read  thereon  the  inexora- 
ble decree  precisely  as  he  had  spoken  it.  It 
was  immutable.  Dorothy  Melvern  might  cease 
her  miserly  appeal.  He  had  no  more  mercy  for 
her.  Well  it  was  that  the  little  cottage  at  the 
"other  end  of  the  county  "  remained  as  a  refuge. 
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She  had  turned  his  darling  adrift^  and  there  was 
no  cottage  anywhere  to  give  her  shelter.*' 

*' George/'  she  broke  out,  furiously,  ''it's  a 
crying  shame  to  turn  me  out,  your  poor  old  sis- 
ter, who  has  always  done  so  much  for  you  !  I 
M'anted  them  to  hang  Lawrence  because  I  thought 
ho  had  killed  you/' 

Ghandos  neither  glanced  at  her  nor  gave  atten- 
tion to  tho  miserable  whine.  He  gazed  through 
the  window  upon  the  forlorn  scene  without. 

"  I*  presume  the  costs  were  heavy  ?"  observed 
Mr.  Bland. 

**  It  never  cost  nie  a  cent,"  retorted  the  woman, 
snapping  her  small  eyes  in  vicious  triumph.  *'  Os- 
car paid  for  it  all — and  a  pretty  sum  it  cost  him  I 
I  was  never  such  a  fool." 

"  Have  you  concluded  the  business  ?"  demanded 
Ghandos,  without  moving. 

**  Not  quite.  My  dear  madam,  do  you  wish  to 
have  this  matter  investigated  by  your  lawyers,  or 
do  you  prefer  to  acquiesce  in  what  yon  know  to 
be  unquestionable  facts,  and  give  peaceful  posses- 
sion ?**  inquired  Mr.  Bland.  '*  I  merely  wish  to 
8:iy  that  Judge  Blanton  is  below,  prepared  to  give 
an  opinion  on  the  subject.  Be  so  good  as  to  send 
for  him." 

Dorothy  Mclvern  snatched  the  tongs  and  burled 
tliem  into  a  corner  of  the  fireplace  ;  she  threw  on 
more  chips — though  always  chary  of  profusion  ; 
tossed  the  shovel  down,  and  stamped  with  ungov- 
ernable fury.  Scheme  and  trick  availed  her  noth- 
ing. Conscience  and  shame  were  detid  ghosts  in 
her  honorless  heart.  She  only  thought  of  some  de- 
vice to  add  more  spoils  to  those  alraady  plundered 
from  Ghandos  Manor.  In  her  heart  the  woman 
oxulted  in  the  covetousness  inducing  her  to  filcli 
secretly  from  expectant  heirs  and  a  defrauded 
brother. 

'*  Mr.  Bland,  you  won't  tell  him  that  I  knew — 
ivas  supposed  to  know — about  the  girl  ?"  she  in- 
quired, in  an  insinuating  voice. 

**  It  depends  upon  circumstances,"  responded 
'Mv.  Bland. 

*'  George,  you  won't  tell.  It's  such  shameful 
slander,  you  know." 

"I  make  no  terms,"  w^as  the  glacial  answer. 

"I'm  a  poor  old  woman,  seventy-eight  in  Feb- 
ruary, turned  out  of  house  and  home  without  a 
penny.     George,"  she  exclaimed,  as  Mr.  Bhuul 


laid  his  hand  on  the  bell,  '^  you'll  help  me,  won't 
you  ?  If  you  take  everything  you  won't  let  me 
starve  ?    I  have  not  one  cent — not  one  !" 

'^  I  shall  never  help  you,"  came  in  that  same 
relentless  tone. 

She  had  steeled  his  heart  forever  against  any 
appeal  from  her. 

**My  dear  judge,"  she  exclaimed,  becoming  co- 
quettish and  airy  as  that  gentleman  appeared, 
looking  very  grave,  **  this  is  a  queer  world.  What 
do  you  think  of  that  girl  turning  out  to  be 
George's  daughter  at  last  ?  I'll  kiss  the  Bible  I 
never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing." 

*'  Ahem — I — really,  madam,  I  am  under  the  im- 
pression, after  carefully  examining  the  evidence, 
that  you  wei*e  well  aware  of  it,"  replied  Judge 
Blanton. 

**  I — great  Heavens  !  I  never  heard  of  such  a 
thing.  Wliat  am  I  to  do  ?  Is  it  all  true  ?  What 
must  I  do  ?  Is  there  any  way  I  can  hold  on  to 
the  property  ?" 

She  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm  as  she  asked  the 
question.  He  shook  it  off  contemptuously  as  he 
answered : 

''  I  have  examined  tbe-evidence  with  care.  It  is 
conclusive.  You  can  contest  it,  but  there  are  no 
grounds  for  doing  so  ;  and  there  is  an  ugly  scan- 
dal in  the  case  which  might  be  dangerous  to  a 
character  which,  permit  me  to  remind  you, 
madam,  is  not  now^oibove  reproach.  If  you  wish 
to  preserve  the  small  share  of  good  repute  still 
left  you  among  those  unacquainted  with  the  de- 
tails of  this  affair  you  had  best  give  peaceable 
possession  to  the  rightful  owner.  Any  claim  by 
you  is  utterly  untenable." 

**  You  are  all  against  me — every  one  of  you  !" 
burst  out  Ghandos  s  sister,  ilying  at  the  chips  and 
pitching  them  on  the  fire.  *'  Who  asked  you  for 
an  opinion,  I'd  like  to  know  ?  You  are  just  mad 
because  you  won't  get  the  property.  I  never 
meant  to  give  it  to  you.  That  will  isn't  worth 
a  cent.  I  have  a  later  one  in  that  trunk.  I 
wanted  to  get  all  I  could  out  of  you.  I  won't 
spend  one  cent  on  the  lawyers — not  one.  George, 
when  do  you  want  me  to  go  ?" 

''  Now." 

The  answer  was  short  and  stern,  and  expressed 
volumes  of  bitterness. 

*/  I  can't  go  now — there  is  no  way." 


(To  be  continued,^ 
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Mexican  affairs  the  past  few  years  have  gained 
ground  in  the  estimation  of  the  commercial 
world,  and  a  vast  amount  of  American  and  Eng- 
lish capital  ia  invested  in  enterprises  in  that  in- 
teresting, curious  country  of  the  Aztecs,  where 
the  Montezumas  ruled  in  the  fifteenth  century, 
who  were  in  turn  conquered  by  Hernan  CorteZj 
who  may  be  said  to  liavo  recreated  Ktexico,  as  we 
understand  it,  some  three  hundred  years  ago. 

When  tiie  tourist  enters  the  Valley  of  Mexico 
ho  is  immensely  impressed  witii  the  sublime  and 
towering  beauty  of  the  mountains  by  which  it  is 
inclosed,  and  the  charming  landscapes,  of  which 
glimpses  are  caught  now  and  again  between  their 
crests,  refresli  the  eye,  and  present  a  lovely  con- 
TflL  XXSVIII..  Ko.  3-ai. 


trast  to  the  interminable  grassy  plateaux  snd 
monotonous  arid  deserts  traversed  after  leaving 
Vera  Cruz.  Great  forests  of  fir  and  pine,  with 
thickets  of  cypress,  grow  in  luxuriant  wildness  on, 
these  mountain  heights.  Then  we  pass  unculti- 
vated tracts,  noting  in  fantostio  masses  of  useless 
cacti,  whilst  in  the  distance  rise  the  two  great  ex- 
tinct volcanoes  of  Popocatepetl  and  Istaccihuatl, 
towering  toward  a  turquoise  sky,  faintly  red  in 
the  early  morning,  suggesting  Geashcll  pink,  and 
amber  and  crimson  in  the  ev.euing  when  the  sun 
seems  to  bestow  upon  them  a  lingering  caress 
with  its  expiring  rays. 

The  city  of  Mexico  ia  about  7,000  feet  above  tlie 
level  of  the  sea,  and  in  the  bright  and  luminous 
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atmosphere  its  solid  tiers  of  liouses  and  lofty  cu- 
polas stand  out  in  bold  relief.  It  suggests  a  bit  of 
Southern  Spain,  with  a  dash  of  Morocco,  remind- 
ing one  in  spots  of  the  larger  towns  of  the  beau- 
tiful Canary  Islands,  as  seen  from  the  sea. 

The  roads  leading  to  the  city  are  straight 
and  broad,  dusty  to  discomfort,  or  disagreeably 
muddy,  according  to  the  season.  Tramways  are 
numerous,  with  cozy  little  boxes  of  cars,  drawn 
by  sleek,  well-groomed  and  showily  caparisoned 
mules. 

After  a  bath  and  a  change  of  clothes,  which 
twelve  hours  in  the  train  from  Vera  Cruz  had 
rendered  necessary,  I  strolled  through  the  city. 
Passing  the  old  Church  of  San  Hipolite,  with  a 
dome  of  porcelain  mosaic,  I  reach  the  Alameda, 
a  pretty  park  that  recalls  the  Parisian  Pare  Mon- 
ceaux,  where,  beneath  noble  trees,  I  take  a  aeat 
and  behold  the  fashionable  world  of  the  city  pass 
in  their  carriages  along  the  Avenida  Juarei.  The 
next  move  is  to  hire  an  open  trap  and  drive 
through  the  Paseo  de  la  Beforma,  which  is  three 
miles  in  length  and  wider  than  Broadway  or 
Fifth  Avenue.  Here  is  an  imposing  statue  of 
Carlos  IV.  of  Spain,  and  a  monument  to  Chris- 
topher Columbus,  one  of  the  few  memorials  of 
the  great  explorer  whose  name  of  late  has  rung 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  Ameri- 
can Continent. 

Many  Mexicans  continue  to  wear  their  pict- 
uresque national  garb,  and  are  seen  in  the  pnrks 
and  paseos,  in  close-fitting  jackets,  waistcoats 
and  pantaloons  of  dark  cloth,  set  olf  with  buttons 
and  silver  or  steel  chains,  and  embroidered  felt 
sombreros,  a  loose  colored  scarf,  and  spurs  with 
mighty  rowels  completing  the  costume.  The 
Mexican  saddle  reminded  mo  of  those  used  by  the 
Arabs  in  Algeria  and  Egypt.  The  seat  is  deep, 
sloping  up  at  the  back  ;  the  stirrups  cover  the  en- 
tire foot  except  the  heel,  and  a  sabre  of  tempered 
steel  is  suspended  from  the  saddlebow.  The  ef- 
fect is  quite  theatrical. 

Mexican'  ladies  and  gentlemen  adopt  a  mode 
of  salutation  quite  peculiar  to  themselves.  Our 
nsnal  bow  and  ordinary  shake  of  the  hand  is  not 
snflSciently  demonstrative  for  these  Southrons. 
They  make  a  significant  motion  by  shaking  the 
fingers  of  the  left  hand  in  an  animated  manner. 

One  of  the  prettiest  of  their  modes  of  greeting 
is  called  beso  soplado,  throwing  kisses,  by  gather- 
ing the  fingers  of  the  right  hand  in  a  close  group, 
touching  the  lips,  then  throwing  them  out  fan- 
like, at  the  same  time  blowing  on  the  hand  as  it 
is  outstretched  toward  the  person  for  whom  the 
demonstration  is  intended,  thus  indicating  that 
five  kisses  are  sent  fluttering  into  the  air.  This 
method  of  public  salutation,  even  in  these  pro- 


gressive, daring,  ^;i  de  siicle  days,  would  be  con- 
sidered Tdkihev  prononce  in  our  Central  Park. 

About  six  o'clock  the  carriages  and  horsemen 
turn  their  heads  toward  the  city,  as  the  night 
falls  suddenly,  there  being  a  very  brief  twilight, 
and  everybody  scampers  home  to    dinner.     We 
pass  the  President  of  the  Republic,  General  Por- 
firio  Diaz,  in  an  open  carriage,  drawn  by  four 
magnificent   horses,  who  is  on  his  way  to   the 
Chapultepec  Palace,  and  at  seven  o'clock  we  all 
dine  at  our  hotel,  and  retire  to  rest  by  ten  o'clock. 
The  Mexicans  are  ''early  to  bed  and  early   to 
rise  **  people,  and,  unless  a  visit  to  the  theatre,  to 
witness  a  flimsy /ar^ueZa,  or  a  prolonged  bout  at 
billiards  (a  game  to  which  they  are  passionately 
addicted),  keeps  them  up,  they  are  between  the 
sheets,  with  heads  on  pillows^  within  an  hour  or 
two  after  dining. 

There  is  no  need  to  give  instructions  to  bo 
called  early  at  a  Mexican  hotel.  At  daylight, 
or  soon  after,  the  streets  resound  with  the  bustle 
of  traffic.  Carts  drawn  by  two,  four  and  six 
mules,  and  troops  of  donkeys  laden  with  panniers 
overflowing  with  all  sorts  of  varied  merchandise, 
jostle  each  other  in  the  roadway,  the  drivers  sa- 
luting  each  other  in  loud,  discordant  shouts  that 
would  awaken  the  most  jaded  of  sleepers.  The 
donkeys  and  mules,  known  as  burros,  perform  an 
incredible  amount  of  work,  and  are  very  typical 
of  street  life  in  Mexico,  fifty  often  passing  in  a 
procession,  piled  up  with  every  conceivable  kind 
of  goods,  from  sheaves  of  maize  to  pote,  kettles, 
and  even  bedsteads,  tables  and  chests  of  drawers  ; 
and  it  is  wonderful  to  see  how  they  plod  steadily 
and  silently  on  with  extraordinary  patience  and 
resignation.  It  is  almost  pathetic  to  watch  these 
poor  beasts  pursue  their  way  goaded  by  their 
drivers  and  sworn  at  by  their  attendants  as  if 
they  were  the  laziest,  instead  of  the  most  indus- 
trious, members  of  the  community.  There  is 
work  here  for  vigilant  members  of  the  Society  for 
the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals. 

Indians  of  mongrel  caste  pass  through  the 
streets,  screaming  out  the  names  of  the  articles 
they  have  to  dispose  of — fruits,  vegetables,  fowls, 
ducks — carrying  their  stuff  on  their  backs  in  bas- 
kets fastened  on  to  their  shoulders  and  supported 
by  a  strap  passed  across  the  chest.  The  gamins,  as 
lively  and  aggressive  as  those  of  New  York,  are 
howling  out  tlie  names  of  little  daily  papers — 
which,  by  the  way,  are  about  the  size  of  a  pane 
of  glass — and  the  last-drawn  numbers  of  the  Na- 
tional Lottery.  The  Mexicans  are  as  mad  on  tiie 
later ia  as  the  Neapolitans,  and  the  highest  and  low- 
est of  the  community  purchase  tickets.  Beggars 
are  numerous  and  persistent,  and  hold  out  their 
grimy,  skinny  hands,  imploring  you,  in  well-acted^ 
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piteons  tones,  for  the  sake  of  all  the  saints  and  your 
sweetheart,  to  give  them  a  trifle.  Every  beggar 
seems  to  be  followed  by  a  yellow  dog,  as  lean  and 
hungry  as  himself,  and  I  am  bound  to  say,  if  yoii 
give  them  cakes  or  fruit,  they  share  it  with  their 
fourfooted  companions.  I  passed  one  on  my 
walks,  an  armless,  tattered  man,  who  bore  on  his 
breast  a  flaring  picture  representing  indistinctly 
WW  earthquake  or  an  explosion  of  a  violent  char- 
acter. My  guide,  who  acted  as  interpreter,  asked 
him  in  what  country  occurred  the  catastrophe  of 
which  we  assumed,  from  his  lack  of  arms,  he  had 
been  a  victim.  His  reply  was  curiously  honest : 
**0h,  noble  gentlemen.  Heaven  smile  upon  you 
and  your  families !  I  bought  this  picture  at  a  sale 
two  years  ago  at  Paso  del  Norte.  I  don't  know 
what  it  represents,  but  it's  useful  in  calling  atten- 
tion to  my  misfortune  and  my  poverty." 

Such  ingenuous  frankness  was  worth  at  least 
the  reward  of  a  peseta.  The  fellow  explained  the 
cheat  without  a  suggestion  of  shame,  and  pocketed 
the  coin  with  an  effusion  of  thanks  tliat  we  could 
hear  for  a  minute  or  more  after  we  had  left  him. 
Ho  was  evidently  of  P.  T.  Barnum's  well-known 
theory,  that  a  dash  of  humbug  is  necessary  to  se- 
cure public  attention.  I  once  ventured  to  remark 
to  that  famous  old  showman  that  the  pictures  he 
issued  did  not  exactly  represent  the  entertain- 
ments that  took  place  in  his  colossal  circus. 
** Perhaps  not,"  he  quickly  replied;  "you  can 
put  on  the  walls  anything  you  like,  provided  you 
ploiise  the  public  when  they  come."  That  arm- 
less Spanish  varlet  in  a  measure  evidently  shared 
the  showman's  opinion. 

The  proletariat  indulge,  to  a  large  extent^  in 
the  consumption  of  pulque,  which  is  the  juice  of 
a  Mexican  agave,  or  aloe.  It  is  an  alcoholic, 
gin-looking  tipple,  with  a  peculiar  and  pungent 
odor,  and  is  said  not  to  be  unpalatable  when 
served,  as  it  is  in  this  part  of  the  world,  as  a  rel- 
ish to  turkey  with  pimento  sauce  {el  mole),  or  a 
plate  of  frijoles  (black  or  red  haricot  beans),  a 
salad,  and  a  smoking  stack  of  tortillas  or  of  tama- 
lit 08 f  ^oth  fried  sorts  of  fritters  of  Indian  corn 
meal,  in  the  making  of  which  some  gastronomic  . 
skill  is  required. 

The  pulquerias  are  worth  a  visit,  if  it  is  only 
to  see  the  blazing  pictures  that  enliven  the  in- 
teriors, and  many  of  them  have  showy,  flamboyant 
tableaux  outside.  Behind  a  broad  counter  are 
ranged  rows  of  huge  casks,  painted  green,  white 
and  red,  the  national  colors,  which  contain  the 
pulque.  The  barman  dips  out  the  fiery  liquid  in 
a  gourd  and  dispenses  it  in  tinted  glasses.  There 
are  no  seats,  the  customers  taking  their  tipple 
standing,  toasting  each  other  in  high-sounding 
and  extravagant  phrases.    Frequent  repetitions  of 


these  libations,  especially  on  fete  days  and  in  car- 
nival time  (Shrove  Tuesday  is  a  great  day  at  the 
pulquerias),  bring  on  drunkenness,  when  a  quarrel 
about  some  political  question  frequently  arises, 
and  there  are  high  words,  a  pulling  out  of  long, 
murderous-looking  knives,  and  the  police  are 
called  in.  The  guardians  of  the  law  are  all  pro- 
vided with  batons  and  revolvers.  The  produc- 
tion of  these  weapons  exercises  an  immediate  and 
soothing  effect  upon  the  leperos,  as  the  rabble  are 
called,  and  quiet  is  restored  by  the  noisiest  of  the 
brawlers  being  marched  off  to  the  station  house. 

The  Central  Market  is  a  worth  a  yisit.  There 
are  moving  masses  of  people  and  a  Babel  of 
sounds.  There  are  thousands  of  eggs,  pyramids 
of  butter  (and  mighty  strong  and  rank  some  of  it 
is),  large  Toluca  cheeses,  all  sorts  of  groceries, 
and  great  joints  of  bleeding  meat  badly  dressed, 
attended  by  shabby  butchers,  who  take  no  pains 
to  set  out  their  goods  to  advantage.  They  seem 
to  hack  off  a  piece  from  the  suspended  carcass 
whenever  a  customer  demands  a  portion.  There 
were  stalls  dedicated  to  strings  of  withered, 
shrunken  red  sausages,  such  as  one  sees  in  the 
shops  of  Teneriffo  and  in  Brazil ;  salted  hams 
and  piles  of  sun-dried  meat,  called  tasajo.  The 
venders  of  tortillas  moved  about  in  the  crowd, 
their  little  stocks  of  maize  cakes  having  been 
baked  in  open-air  kitchens. 

Arranged  on  small  mats  on  the  ground,  under 
primitive  booths  made  of  rushes,  are  piles  of 
vegetables  and  fruits,  such  as  radishes,  cabbages, 
pimentos,  oranges,  lemons,  zapotillas  of  various 
colors,  custard  apples,  bananas  in  bunches,  sweet 
potatoes  and  melons  mixed  together  in  pictur- 
esque confusion,  whilst  the  air  is  heavy  with  a  de- 
cided tropical  aroma;  the  ensemble  forming  a 
striking  picture  in  strong  contrast  with  the  more 
sedate  markets  of  modern  Europe  or  those  of 
the  United  States. 

To  meet  the  men  of  mark  in  Mexico  one  must 
go  to  the  Casa  Plaisante  and  have  a  vermuth 
cocktail  or  an  iced  cobbler.  Here  the  Senators, 
the  Deputies,  the  journalists,  the  officers  and 
merchants  forgather  and  clink  their  glasses.  It 
is  at  this  point  young  Mexico  ogles  the  pretty 
girls  passing  on  their  way  home  from  shopping, 
and  the  beaux  fling  many  a  sly  salutation  with 
seductive  smiles  as  they  go  by.  The  Mexican, 
like  hts  conqueror  the  Spaniard,  employs  his  eyes 
to  good  purpose  in  this  amatory  business.  The 
eyes  express  more  nuances  of  meaning  in  these 
sunny  lands  than  colder  nations  dream  of. 

Mexico  is  favored  with  a  pleasant  climate. 
Most  days  nine  months  in  the  year  suggest  fer- 
vent June  weather.  It  is  neither  bakingly  hot 
nor  unpleasantly  cold,  except  on  rare  •ccasions^ 
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when  a  swift  hurricane  sweeps  down  from  the 
north,  and  the  sudden  lowering  of  the  tempera- 
ture is  felt  the  more  keenly  because  of  the  ab- 
sence of  fires.  I  did  not  see  a  stove,  a  grate  or 
a  fireplace  all  the  time  I  was  in  the  country. 
Now  I  think  of  it,  the  houses  bore  no  chimneys. 
There  is  what  is  termed  a  ''wet  season,"  lasting 
sometimes,  I  was  told,  quite  three  months ;  but 
before  and  after  the  daily  downpour,  lasting  an 
hour  or  two,  the  sun  shines  brilliantly  out,  and 
the  sky  is  deeply,  beautifully  blue.  On  occasions 
of  great  unusual  storms,  when  the  rain  comes 
down  with  a  tropical  and  terrific  rush,  the  streets 
are  converted  into  thick  lakes  of  liquid  mud, 
through  which  sturdy  porters,  their  trousers 
rolled  up  above  their  knees,  carry  on  their  backs 
such  people  as  are  compelled  to  be  out  on  urgent 
business.  I  was  informed  that  when  seen  from 
the  surrounding  heights  the  flooded  valleys  pre- 
sent a  strange  and  beautiful  appearance.  The 
pastures  of  the  pink  schinus,  a  flower  which  fills 
the  air  with  a  delicate  perfume,  after  the  rain 
glow  with  color ;  the  meadows  are  carpeted  with 
many  flowers,  and  the  reflection  of  the  purple 
irises  on  the  banks  of  the  lakes  assume  a  blood- 
red  hue,  whilst  on  the  long  plains  the  pools  of 
shining  water  resemble  tiny  steel  mirrors  framed 
in  plush  of  emerald  green.  I  missed  the  tempest 
and  the  tornado,  but  I  frequently  saw  the  sky 
suffused  with  warm  tones  in  the  west  —  coral, 
orange  and  amber  melting  into  each  other,  the 
mountains  glowing  like  great  bowlders  of  anie- 
tln'st  in  seas  of  molten  copper.  The  short  twi- 
light comes ;  in  a  few  moments  it  is  gone,  and 
tlic  darkness  spreads  her  sombre,  star-dotted  vel- 
vet mantle  over  the  sleeping  sky. 

Among  the  letters  of  introduction  I  took  with 
me  to  Mexioo  was  one  to  General  Diaz,  the  Pres- 
ident. He  received  me  with  charming  cordiality, 
and  asked  me  to  an  informal  dinner  at  the  Cha- 
piiltepec  Palace.  There  were  ten  covers,  and  the 
conversation  among  the  guests  was  carried  on 
mainly  in  French,  occasionally  in  English.  His 
excellency  is  well  versed  in  current  French  liter- 
ature, but  knows  little  of  English  books  except 
history;  and  he  asked  lae  if  I  ever  heard  Glad- 
stone speak,  and  what  I  thought  of  his  oratory, 
lie  spoke  of  him  as  a  ''great  fighting  man," 
which,  at  his  age,  he  considered  remarkable.  He 
told  me  that  he  had  once  the  pleasure  of  enter- 
taining the  late  General  Grant,  after  he  had  been 
President  of  the  United  States,  but  that  he  was  a 
man  of  action  rather  than  of  speech.  He  said 
the  general  had  told  him  of  his  tour  round  the 
world  after  his  retirement  from  office,  and  of  his 
meeting  Bismarck  in  Germany.  General  Grant 
thought  him  the  most  impressive  man  he  had  en- 


countered in  all  of  his  travels ;  and,  said  Diaz,  the 
general  formed  a  high  opinion  of  the  capacity 
and  talents  of  Mr.  Joseph  Chamberlain.  I  found 
the  Mexican  President  knew  most  English  states- 
men by  name,  and  in  several  instances  recounted 
their  achievements.  The  history  of  Porfirio  Diaz 
and  his  elevation  to  his  present  high  position 
reads  like  a  romance.  I  regret  I  have  not  space 
to  give  an  outline  of  it. 

Here  is  a  menu  of  the  dinner,  which  was  served 
on  silver  plates  and  attended  by  servants  in  plain 
dark  livery,  the  major-domo  alone  wearing  a  sil- 
ver chain  with  epaulets : 

Salohioha  trafada. 

8opa  de  caldo  de  yaca. 

Trucha  con  acnite  y  vinaigre. 

Salmon  panado. 

Langna  con  qaiflantes. 

Mokeja  con  achicoriaa. 

Dos  cognjadoa  en  salmouejo. 

Pastel  de   legambos  caliente. 

En  salado  de  achicoria. 

BuftnoloB  de  manzanas. 

Tujudeas  de  melon. 

Jnero  de  Boquefort. 

Gaf<5  rosali  de  grosella. 

Liquenrs,  fruit. 

I  enjoyed  the  dinner,  which,  contrary  to  my 
experience  in  Spanish  and  Havana  hotels  and 
houses,  was  tolerably  free  from  grease  and  garlic. 
The  hors  d'oBuvre  consisted  of  slices  of  truffled 
sausage ;  the  fish  was  a  salmon  fried  in  bread 
crumbs  ;  the  Langua  was  a  tongue  stewed  in  a 
delicious  sauce  with  young  peas  ;  the  Mokeja  I 
recognized  as  sweetbread  with  endive ;  Dos  Co- 
gnjadas  turned  out  to  be  a  toothsome  ragout  of 
larks ;  the  Pastel  was  a  hot  vegetable  pie,  of 
which  I  partook  sparingly,  as  it  abounded  in  po- 
tato, reminding  one  of  the  humble  cottage  pie  of 
provincial  England  ;  the  Salad  was  of  wild  chic- 
ory, but  excellently  mixed  and  condimented  (if  I 
may  coin  a  word)  ;  the  Bufiuelos  was  our  old 
friend  the  apple  fritter  supremely  light  and  ele- 
gant ;  and  the  meloTi,  cheese  and  coffee  were  of 
the  usual  kind  that  is  served  in  any  well-ordered 
French  or  Spanish  restaurant. 

As  will  be  seen  from  the  menu,  there  were  no 
joints,  and  the  vegetables  were  not  so  well  cooked 
as  one  finds  them  at  home.  When  they  were  not 
fried  or  stewed  they  seemed  to  have  all  the  life 
boiled  out  of  them.  For  wines  we  had  a  claret 
of  the  Tinto  brand  (Monte  Coella),  hock,  and  a 
dry  G.  H.  Mumm  champagne  of  '84.  General 
Diaz  is  a  moderate  eater  and  a  still  more  prudent 
drinker. 

After  dinner  a  tray  of  cigarettes  and  small 
cigars  {infanfos)  were  handed  round,  the  ladies 
not  retiring,  but  each  one  blowing  thin  vapory 
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clouds  from  |>itik  cigarettes,  and  eeemiag  to  eu- 
joy  tlie  iudiilgeuce.  I  obaervcd  tliej  were  all  tre- 
mendouBly  beringeil,  and  the  action  of  placiug 
the  cigarettes  between  tiietr  lips  afforded  brilliant 
opportunity  of  showing  off  their  diamonds.  At 
nine  o'clock  we  all  retired.  I  drove  to  the  theatre, 
where  I  heard  the  luat  act  of  about  the  silliest 
opera  bouffe  I  ever  listened  to.  Tlie  artists  were 
on  a  par  with  the  masic,  and  tlie  itnae  eu  scene 
woiild  have  thrown  my  good  friend  Mr.  Orau,  of 
the  Metropolitau  Opera  Uonae,  into  paroxysms  of 
unmitigated  disgust.  The  company  must  have 
been  compoBod  of  the  sweepings  of  the  Spanish 


pvoviiicea,  and  the  music  was  perhaps  by  an 
Iberian  Offenbach,  with  the  tunes  deplorably  di- 
luted. A  critic  once  caustically  and  unkindly  de- 
fined the  music  of  the  late  Adolphe  Adam  aa  the 
"  rinsings  of  Auber'a  bottlea."  The  music  I  heard 
must  have  been  the  result  of  one  of  these  rinsings 
with  a  still  further  accession  of  melodic  feeble- 
ness. No  wonder  the  drama  and  opera  do  cot 
flourish  in  Mexico;  and  now  I  quite  uoderstand 
that  when  La  Diva  Putti  condescends  to  visit  that 
far-oS  country  she  is  hailed  with  frantic  vivas, 
crowned  with  laurels,  pelted  with  roses,  and  re- 
warded with  sacks  of  gold. 
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AN    HISTORIC    GAME    OF   CHESS. 


By  G.  H.  D.  Gossip. 


Just  now,  when  so  much  is  being  written  about 
the  great  Napoleon,  it  may  be  here  stated  that  he 
was  very  fond  of  chess.  He  used  often  to  play 
the  game  at  that  well-known  chess  resort,  the 
Cafe  de  la  R^gence,  in  the  Rue  St.  Honor6, 
Paris ;  and  the  marble  table  on  which,  when 
First  Consul,  he  fought  his  mimic  battles  over  the 
checkered  board  is  still  preserved  and  shown  to 
visitors,  an  inscription  on  a  brass  slab  in  the  cen- 
tre recording  the  fact.  It  figures  among  the 
archives  of  the  establishment  along  with  the 
bronze  busts  of  tl\e  fiery  Labourdonuais  and  our 
great  Morphy  and  the  portrait  of  the  immortal 
Philidor — those  invincible  paladins  of  chess.  Not 
far  from  this  classic  chess  resort  is  the  historic 
Church  of  St.  Roch,  on  the  steps  of  which  a 
bloody  fight  took  place  when  Bonaparte  sup- 
pressed the  sections.  Chess  was  his  favorite 
])astime  in  his  rare  intervals  of  leisure  on  his 
German  campaigns,  during  which  he  once  gave 
un  audience  to  the  Persian  Ambassador  without 
interrupting  his  game  with  Berthier,  and  several 
iDf  his  officers  usodt;ii?eq«ie»4ly  to  have  the  honor 
bf  crossing  swords  with  the  conqueror  of  the 
Pyramids.  Chess,  too,  beguiled  the  tedium  of 
liis  voyage  to  St.  Helena,  and  during  the  weary 
years  of  his  monotonous  captivity  it  formed  his 
chief  recreation.  He  played  many  games  with 
General  Bertrand — one  of  his  **  faithful  few," 
wlio,  unlike  Bernadotte  and  Moreau,  stood  by  their 
ini])erial  master  when  his  star  was  on  the  wane. 
One  of  these  historical  games  has  been  recorded 
as  a  memento  of  the  groat  Corsican,  and  was  pub- 
lished with  notes  some  years  ago  in  the  London 
Chess  Monthly.  When  winning  a  game  he  did 
not  conceal  his  exultation,  and  taking  a  pinch  of 
snuflf,  would  say:  "Enfin,  yous  voil^  attrape, 
Bertrand  V*  to  which  his  adversary  would  reply, 
"C'est  vrai,  sire!" for  Bertrand  was  not  only  a 
faithful  servant,  but  a  good  courtier,  and  besides 
always  addressing  him  by  his  imperial  title,  used 
to  allow  him  to  win  a  good  many  games. 

Long  before  his  downfall,  when  First  Consul, 
Napoleon  often  played  chess  with  Mme.  de  R6- 
musat.  The  moves  of  his  tragically  historic 
game  with  her,  played  at  Malmaison,  on  the  eve 
of  the  execution  of  the  unfortunate  Due  d'En- 
ghien,  have  been  also  recorded  and  published  in  the 
)>eriodical  above  mentioned,  and  the  game  itself 
nmy  be  said  to  form  one  of  the  strikingly  dra- 
matic episodes  of  his  early  career,  before  "the 
hero  sunk  into  the  king."  In  fact,  his  real  decline 
may  be  said  to  have  begun  with  the  murder  of 
the  Due  d'Enghien  at  the  threshold  of  the  impe- 


rial  period,  and  with  his  subsequent  divorce  from 
the  amiable  and  enchanting  Josephine.  Mme. 
de  Remusat's  account  of  this  memorable  incident 
in  his  career  is  so  interesting,  so  full  of  pathos 
and  genuine  womanly  feeling  and  descriptive 
power — such  an  excellent  pen  picture — as  to  de- 
serve a  passing  notice.  In  her  *'  Memoirs  "  she 
says:  "On  the  Tuesday  morning  Mme.  Bona- 
parte said  to  me,  'AH  is  useless.  The  Duo 
d'Enghien  arrives  this  evening.  He  will  be  taken 
toVincennes  and  tried  to-night.  Murat  has  un- 
dertaken the  whole.  Ho  is  odious  in  this  mat- 
ter ;  it  is  he  who  is  urging  Bonaparte,  by  telling 
him  that  his  clemency  will  be  taken  for  weak- 
ness, that  the  Jacobins  will  be  furious  ;  and  one 
party  is  now  displeased  because  the  former  fame 
of  Moreau  has  not  been  taken  into  consideration, 
and  will  ask  why  a  Bourbon  should  be  differently 
treated.  Bonaparte  has  forbidden  me  to  speak 
to  him  again  on  the  subject.  He  asked  me  about 
you,^  she  added,  'and  I  acknowledged  that  I 
bad  told  you  everything.  He  had  perceived  your 
*  distress*     Pray  try  to  control  yotrrself.' 

''At  this  t  lost  all  self-restraint  find  exclaimed  : 
'  Let  him  think  what  he  likes  of  me.  It  matters 
little  to  me,  madame,  I  assure  you  ;  and  if  he  asks 
me  why  I  am  weeping  I  will  tell  him  that  I  weep 
for  him.'    And  in  fact  I  again  burst  into  tears. 

"Dinner  hour  came,  and  she  had  to  go  down 
with  a  composed  face.  Mine  was  quite  beyond 
my  control.  Again  Bonaparte  was  playing  chess  : 
he  had  taken  a  fancy  to  that  game.  Immedi- 
ately on  perceiving  me  he  called  me  to  him,  say- 
ing that  he  wanted  to  consult  me.  I  was  not 
able  'to  speak.  He  addressed  me  in  a  tone  of 
kindness  and  interest,  which  increased  my  con- 
fusion and  distress.  When  dinner  was  served  he 
placed  me  near  himself,  and  asked  me  a  number 
of  questions  about  the  affairs  of  my  family.  He 
seemed  bent  on  bewildering  me  and  hindering 
me  from  thinking.  Little  Napoleon  (the  son  of 
Hortense,  and  afterward  Napoleon  IIL)  had  been 
brought  down  from  Paris ;  and  his  uncle  placed 
the  child  in  the  middle  of  the  table  and  seemed 
much  amused  when  he  pulled  the  dishes  about, 
and  upset  everything  M'ithin  his  reach. 

"After  dinner  he  sat  on  the  fioor,  playing  with 
the  boy,  and  apparently  in  very  high  spirits,  but 
it  seemed  to  me  assumed.  Mme.  Bonaparte, 
who  was  afraid  that  he  would  have  been  angry  at 
what  she  had  told  him  about  me,  looked  from 
him  to  me,  smiling  sweetly,  as  if  she  would  have 
said, '  You  see,  he  is  not  so  bad  after  all ;  we  may 
make  our  minds  easy.' 
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'*  I  hardly  knew  where  I  was.  I  fek  as  though 
I  were  dreaming  a  bad  dream.  No  doubt  I  looked 
bewildered.  Suddenly,  fixing  a  piercing  gaze  on 
rae,  Bonapjirte  said  :  '  Why  have  you  no  rouge 
on  ?  You  are  too  pale.'  I  answered  that  I  had 
forgotten  to  put  on  any.  *  What !'  said  he ;  'a 
woman  forget  to  put  on  her  rouge  ?'*  And  then, 
with  a  loud  laugh,  he  turned  to  his  wife  and 
added,  '  That  would  never  happen  to  you,  Jose- 
phine.' 

*'  When  Bonaparte  was  in  high  spirits  he  was 
equally  devoid  of  taste  and  moderation,  and  on 
such  occasions  his  manners  smacked  of  the  bar- 
rack room.  He  went  on  for  some  time  jesting 
with  his  wife  with  more  freedom  than  delicacy, 
and  then  challenged  me  to  a  game  of  chess. 

**  He  did  not  play  well,  and  never  would  observe 
the  correct  moves.  I  allowed  him  to  do  as  he 
liked  ;  everyone  in  the  room  kept  silence.  Pres- 
ently he  began  to  mutter  some  lines  of  poetry, 
and  then  repeated  a  little  louder,  ^  Soyons  amis, 
Oinna,'  and  Guzman*s  lines  in  Act  V.,  Scene  7 
of  *  Alzire' : 

"  '  Des  dieax  que  nous  servons  connais  la  difference  : 
Les  tieus  t'ont  commaudd  le  menrtre  et  la  vengeance  ; 
Et  le  mien,  qaand  ton  bras  vient  de  m'assassiner 
M*ordonne  de  te  plaindre  et  de  te  pardonner.* 

''As  he  half  whispered  the  line,  '  Et  le  mien, 
qnand  ton  bras  vient  de  m'assassiner,'  I  could  not 
refrain  from  raising  my  eyes  and  looking  at  him. 
He  smiled,  and  went  on  repeating  the  verses.  In 
truth,  at  that  moment  I  did  believe  that  he  had 
deceived, his  wife  and  everybody  else,  and  was 
planning  a  grand  scheme  of  magnanimous  par- 
don. I  caught  eagerly  at  this  idea,  and  it  restored 
me  to  composure.  My  imagination  was  very 
juvenile  in  those  days,  and  I  longed  so  much  to 
be  able  to  hope. 

*' '  You  like  poetry  ?  Bonaparte  asked  me. 
How  I  longed  to  answer,  'Especially  when  the 
words  are  applicable ' !  but  I  did  not  dare  to 
litter  the  words.  I  may  as  well  mention  in  this 
place  that  the  very  day  after  I  had  set  down  the 
above  reminiscence  a  friend  lent  me  a  work  en- 
titled 'Memoires  Secretes  sur  la  Vie  de  Lucien 
Bonaparte.'  This  work,  which  is  probably  written 
by  a  secretary  of  Lucien's,  is  inaccurate  in  several 
instances.  Some  notes  added  at  the  end  are  said 
to  be  written  by  a  person  worthy  of  belief.  I 
found  among  them  the  following,  which  struck 
me  as  curious :  '  Lucien  was  informed  of  the 
ileath  of  the  Due  d'Enghien  by  General  Hullin,  a 
relative  of  Mme.  Jouberthon,  who  came  to  her 
house  some  hours  after  that  event,  looking  the 
image  of  grief  and  consternation.  The  military 
coancil  had  been  assured  that  the  First  Consul 


only  purposed  to  assert  his  authority,  and  fully 
intended  to  pardon  the  prince,  and  certain  lines 
from  ''Alzire,"  commencing,  "Desdieuxque  nous 
servons  connais  la  difference,"  had  been  quoted 
to  them.* 

"But  to  resume  :  We  went  on  with  our  game, 
and  his  gayety  gave  me  more  and  more  confi- 
dence. We  were  still  playing  when  the  sound  of 
carriage  wheels  was  heard,  and  presently  General 
Hullin  was  announced.  Bonaparte  pushed  away 
the  chess  table  roughly,  rose  and  went  into  the  ad- 
joining gallery.  There  he  remained  all  the  rest  of 
the  evening,  with  Murat,  Hullin  and  Savary.  We 
saw  no  more  of  him,  and  yet  I  went  to  my  room 
feeling  more  easy.  I  could  not  believe  but  that 
Bonaparte  must  be  moved  by  the  fact  of  having 
such  a  victim  in  his  hands.  I  hoped  the  prince 
would  ask  to  see  him  ;  and,  in  fact,  he  did  so, 
adding :  '  If  the  First  Consul  would  consent  to 
see  me  he  would  do  me  justice,  for  he  would 
know  that  I  have  done  my  duty."^  My  idea  was 
that  Bonaparte  would  go  to  Vincennes  and  pub- 
licly grant  the  prince  pardon  in  person.  If  he 
were  not  going  to  act  thus,  why  should  he  have 
quoted  those  lines  from  '  Alzire'  ? 

"  That  night,  that  terrible  night,  passed.  Early 
in  the  morning  I  went  down  to  the  drawing  room, 
and  there  found  Savary.  He  was  deathly  pale, 
and  I  must  do  him  the  justice  to  say  that  his 
face  betrayed  great  agitation.  He  spoke  to  me 
with  trembling  lips,  but  his  words  were  quite  in- 
significant. I  did  not  question  him,  for  persons 
of  his  kind  will  always  say  what  they  want  to  say 
without  being  asked,  although  they  never  give 
answers. 

"  Mme.  Bonaparte  came  in  and  looked  at  me 
very  sadly,  and  as  she  took  her  seat  said  to  Sa- 
vary :  ' W«ll,  so  it  is  done  ?*  'Yes,  madame,'  he 
answered.  'He  died  this  morning,  and,  I  am 
bound  to  acknowledge,  with  great  courage.'  I 
was  struck  dumb  with  horror. 

"Mme.  Bonaparte  asked  for  details.  .  .  .  The 
prince  was  taken  to  one  of  the  trenches  of  the 
ch&teau.  Being  offered  a  handkerchief  to  bind 
his  eyes  with,  he  rejected  it  with  dignity,  an3  ad- 
dressing the  gendarmes,  said  :  '  You  are  French- 
men ;  at  least  you  will  do  me  the  service  not  to 
miss  your  aim.'  He  placed  in  Savary's  hands  a 
ring,  a  lock  of  hair  and  a  letter  for  Mme.  de 
Rohan  ;  and  all  these  Savary  showed  to  Mme. 
Bonaparte.  The  letter  was  open  ;  it  was  brief  and 
tender.  I  do  not  know  whether  these  last  wishes 
of  the  unfortunate  prince  were  carried  out." 

Such  is  a  description  by  one  of  the  players  of 
the  most  tragic  game  of  chess  ever  played — of  ex- 
ceptional interest  from  the  historical  personages 
who  were  on-lookers. 
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Bv  Stouchton  Coolev, 


Ik  the  south  western  part  of  the  State  of  Loui- 
etaiin,  projecting  into  the  swamps  from  the  high 
western  plains,  is  a  narrow  tongue  of  land,  wliich, 
everything  considered,  is  the  most  uniqne  piece 
of  agricultnral  land  to  be  found.  Itie  not  more 
than  about  sixty  miles  in  length  and  from  tivo 
to  ten  miles  in  width,  but  it  is  unsurpassed  for 
fertility  and  for  simple  beauty.  It  is  the  sugar 
bowl  of  commerce,  the  Acadia  of  the  poets ;  the 
land  of  song  and  story,  stuig  by  Lougtelloiv  and 
told  by  Cable.  It  is  the  land  to  which  tlio  sim- 
ple-minded  peasants  from  storm-beaten  Nova 
Scotia  were  led — a  veritable  land  of  promise  after 
their  life  in  the  wthicrness.    It  ia  the  Techo. 

To  nnderstand  and  appreciate  this  little  Eden 
the  stranger  must  first  get  in  mind  some  idea  of 
the  general  topography  of  Lonisiatia.  A  great 
part  of  the  State  is  made  from  the  deposits  of  soli 
brought  by  the  Mississippi  from  the  North  and 
Nortliwest,  Now,  solid  matter  held  in  solution 
in  running  water  will  begin  to  settle  the  moment 
the  current  slackens  ;  hence  as  the  mnddy  waters 
of  tlie  Mississippi  struck  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  tlie 
dirt  settled  on  each  side  of  the  current.  And  as 
the  waters  held  most  sediment  when  they  first 
left  the  main  current,  the  land  thns  formed  was 
highest  on  the  bank  of  the  river  and  sloped  back 
on  each  side  to  tlio  deep  waters  of  the  Gulf. 
When  the  laud  so  formed  rose  above  the  surface 
of  the  water  it  was  immediately  taken  possession 
of  by  the  cruder  forms  of  vegetation,  the  swamp 
grass   and   weeds,   and    the   willow   trees.     Still 


the  landmaking  oontinned.  At  each  succeeding 
freshet,  or  overflow,  new  deposits  were  made, 
raising  the  liiud  higher  and  higher  until  only  the 
exceptional  floods  oonid  reach  it.  Meantime  the 
coarse  grass  maile  way  for  finer  kinds,  and  the 
mushroom  growtli  of  willows  was  replaced  by  the 
cypress,  the  pecan  and  other  trees  of  a  hardy 
growth.  It  will  be  seen  that  this  method  of  mak- 
ing land  has  a  tendency  to,  and"  in  fact  does, 
make  a  sort  of  aquedact  which  extends  far  out 
into  the  waters  of  the  Gnlf ;  and  the  water  (low- 
ing through  this  aqueduct  must  go  mnch  far- 
ther to  reach  the  level  of  the  Gulf  than  if  it  went 
throngh  the  artificial  banks  of  the  river  and 
reached  the  main  water  on  either  side.  Thus 
when  the  Mississippi  reaches  New  Orleans  it  la 
but  a  mile  or  two  from  tide  water,  but  it  must 
flow  on  nearly  a  hundred  miles  to  reach  that  level 
at  the  motith  of  the  river.  At  the  mouth  of  Red 
River  the  Mississippi  is  only  some  ninety  milca 
from  tide  water,  but  instead  oF  being  allowed  to 
reacli  its  destination  in  this  way,  it  is  compelled 
by  means  of  artificial  embankments  to  flow  threo 
hundred  miles.  This  peculiar  natural  formation 
of  tlie  laud,  and  the  artificial  supplement,  present 
a  rather  unique  appearance.  Whereas  rivers  are 
usually  found  running  t!i rough  valleys,  or  throngh 
tlie  lowest  parts  of  the  land  drained,  the  streams 
of  alluvial  Louisiana  flow  along  the  top  of  ridges 
which  are  higher  than  any  part  of  the  surround- 
ing country. 

There  are  three  ways  of  getting  to  the  Teche. 


A€ADIA    AND   BAYOU   TECHE. 


Tlio  traveler  may  go  from  New  Or- 
leans— everytliiiig  in  LouUiana  begins 
Hiid  ends  ill  N'uw  Orleans,  it  is  to  tlittt 
State  what  Pjiria  is  to  France— by 
ship  tlirongli  tlie  Gulf  to  Morgan 
City,  connecting  witli  the  Biiyou 
boats;  by  railroad  direct,  ami  by 
steamboat  by  way  of  tlio  mouth  of 
Red  Uive;-.  Those  who  are  in  a  hiiiry 
and  do  not  care  to  see  anything  take 
the  railroad ;  t!:ose  ivho  Icnotr  no 
letter  might  go  by  eteomship  ;  bnt 
the'  knowing  ones  go  by  steamboat. 

By  taking  passage  on  tlio  packet 
which  leaves  New  Orleans  every  ten 
days  the  traveler  can  get  more  for 
his  time  and  money  than  in  almost 
any  otiier  way.  To  begin  with,  she 
goes  np  the  MieeiEsippi  in  a  north- 
westerly direction  305  miles  to  the 
mouth  of  the  Red  River,  then  west 
through  Old  River  8  miles,  and  south 
down  the  Atchafalaya  75  miles.  Grand 
River  6   miles,  Bayou   La  Rompt  8 
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milea,  Littio  Devil  200  yards,  Big  Tens;i3  2 
miles,  Tensaa  Btiy  1  mile,  L:ike  Miinguwali  3 
milea,  Buyou  Clicne  5  miles,  Lake  Checot  6  miles, 
Cliecot  Pfias  1  mile,  Cypresa  Pass  half  a  mile,  Cy- 
press Lake  6  miles,  Grand  Lake  30  miles.  Lower 
Atchafalaya  4  miles,  nnd  northwest  again  in 
Bayou  Techo  to  New  Iberia  65  miles.  The  steam* 
er's  course  is  that  of  an  inserted  letter  N,  bo  that 
after  she  has  run  360  miles  she  comes  to  the 
mouth  of  Bayou  Teche,  which  is  only  80  milea 
from  Tfew  Orleans.  If  the  eteamer  does  not  get 
lost  in  any  af  the  thousand  and  one  stray  bayous, 
lakes,  passes,  bays  and  rivers  not  here  enumer- 
ated she  will  kake  you  back  to  the  starting  point 
for  the  paltry  snm  of  twelve  dollars,  which  must 
be  considered  dirt  cheap — especially  when  this 
crazy-qiiilt  route  is  supplemented  by  good  bed 
and  board.  It  is  cheaper  than  staying  at  home. 
And  as  steam  boatmen  are  proverbially  obliging, 
there  ia  no  doubt  that  should  any  passenger  com- 
plain that  he  had  not  had  the  worth  of  his  money 
the  captain  would  throw  in  a  dozen  or  twenty 
extra  bayous  which  are  lying  about  loose  in  the 
forest.  If  there  is  anything  that  the  State  of 
Ixiuisiana  lacks  it  is  not  bayous.  The  whole 
State  fairly  bristles  with  them ;  it  ia  a  veritable 
Venico  on  a  huge  scale.  Some  of  these  streams 
rnn  parallel  with  the  Mississippi,  and  some  at 
right  angles,  some  run  into  it  and  some  out, 
some  run  into  it  part  of  the  year  and  out  the 
rest;  some  of  them  are  navigable  in  low  water, 
any  of  them  conld  float  a  ship  iu  high  water. 

The  country  lying  between  New  Orleans  and 
the  month  of  Bed  River  compriaea  the  "coast," 
the    golden    coast    of    Longfellow,   the   "sugar 


coast"  of  commerce,  cousisting  of  large  sngar 
plantations  which  rival  in  extent  and  magnif- 
cence  the  lordly  estates  of  Europe.  But  after 
leaving  the  few  cotton  plantations  at  the  head  of 
the  Atchafalaya  the  boat  passes  through  miles 
upon  milea  of  desolate  swamp  land  covered  with 
a  thick  growth  of  moss-laden  trees.  The  land  ia 
a  few  feet  out  of  water  when  the  rivers  are  low, 
and  a  few  feet  nnder  when  they  are  high.  The 
forests  are  rich  in  cypress,  which  is  cnt  when  the 
water  is  tow,  and  floated  ont  when  it  is  high. 
Fish,  of  the  cat  and  buffalo  varieties,  abound. 
Game  ia  plentiful ;  waterfowl  of  all  kinds  are 
seen,  deer  are  common,  and  sometimes  bear  are 
found. 

Save  the  few  scattered  huts  of  the  fishermen 
there  is  absolutely  no  sign  of  human  habitation 
for  more  than  a  hundred  miles.  The  .\tchafaiaya 
is  what  the  boatmen  call  a  wicked  stream  ;  for 
through  it  the  waters  of  the  Missiasippi  and  Red 
Rivers  reach  tide  water  in  ninety  miles  when  they 
would  have  to  go  three  times  as  far  to  obtain  the 
same  fall  by  the  mouth  of  the  Missisatppi,  hence 
the  current  is  swift  and  the  river  crooked.  Heavy 
timber  overhangs  the  banks,  threatening  the 
cabin  and  chimneys  should  the  boat  approach  too 
near,  while  vicious  snags  lie  along  the  edges  of 
the  stream  to  bring  the  unwary  pilot  to  grief. 
But  the  boats  are  built  for  this  kind  of  work,  and 
so  are  the  pilots — they  seldom  have  any  trouble. 

In  this  region  the  traveler  can  behold  ftnd 
study  the  forest  primeval,  from  the  rank  growth 
of  the  willows  which  have  taken  possession  of  the 
newly  made  land  to  the  stately  cypress  that  lifts 
its  feathery  branches  far  above  the  surrounding 
trees.  Hero  and  there  the  magnolia 
and  holly  add  their  ahining  green  to 
the  sombre  gray  of  the  winter  forest, 
while  over  ull  and  through  all  hangs 
the  omnipresent  Spanish  moss,  sway- 
ing and  swinging  in  the  breeze,  or 
drooping  in  long  festoons  from  the 
forest  arches.  Now  and  then  the  eye 
catches  sight  of  the  scarlet  coat  of  the 
redbird  as  he  flits  from  branch  to 
branch  ;  tlie  ear  is  charmed  by  the 
silvery  note  of  the  mocking  bird  as  he 
sends  back  in  sweeter  tones  the  notes 
of  other  birds  of  the  forest.  They 
sing  on,  these  merry  songsters,  all  in 
blissful  ignorance  or  carelpps  disregard 
of  the  lands  of  the  frozen  North.  The 
tiny  black  squirrel,  startled  by  the 
noise  of  the  lioat,  scampers  to  the 
highest  Simb  and  shakes  his  tail  as  he 
biirks  defiance  at  the  steaming  mon- 
ster.    If  the  day  be  bright  nnd  warm 
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nlligatorB  may  be  seen  basking  in  the  sun  on  tlio 
banks,  vith  tlieir  lieads  toward  the  water,  reniJy 
Id  plDnge  into  the  Btream  at  the  approach  of 
danger.  S»ve  for  the  fiehennen's  huts  the  ooun- 
try  is  mnoh  the  same  sb  when  the  strong-armed 
Gabriel  in  his  tiny  boat, 

— "  Weary  with  wuting.  unhappj  and  reatleM, 
Songht   in   the  Weateni  wilds   oblivion   of   self  mtd  of 

vhile  Evangeline  slept  within  sound  of  his  oars. 

After  plunging  into  this  bank  nnd  that  for 
seventy-five  miles  the  Atchafalaya  seems  to  tire 
of  itB  single  water  way  and  bursts  into  a  perfect 
galaxy  of  bayous,  rivers  and  lakes.  There  prob- 
ably would  have  been  more  of  them  had  there 
been  more  room.  To  the  stranger  it  looks  as 
though  nature,  when  she  got  near,  the  end  of  her 
task,  had  a  miscellaneous  assortment  of  waters 
left  and  dumped  them  in  here.  In  reality  nil  this 
ronntry  was  once  covered  by  the  Gulf  of  Mexico. 
The  deposits  of  the  Mississippi,  Red,  Teche  and 
other  streams  gradually  filled  it  up,  appearing 
here  and  there  aa  islands,  which  as  they  grew  in 
extent  inclosed  lakes  and  left  connecting  bayous 
between.  -  .      ■  

As  the  muddy  waters  poured  into  these  great 
litkes  more  islands  appeared,  making  smaller 
lakes  connected  by  bayous.  The  process  can  now 
be  seen  in  operation  in  the  larger  lakes  which  re- 
main. Year  by  year  the  channel  is  narrowed  and 
the  ground  rises  higher  and  higher  on  either  side. 
Had  the  flood  waters  of  the  Mississippi  been  al- 
lowed to  spread  themselves  over  the  country  as 
they  did  before  the  era  of  levees  the  lakes  would 
-  now  be  fliled  and  the  conntry  round  about  would 
be  several  feet  higher.  But  nature  is  too  slow 
for  short-lived  man  to  wait  upon.  He  accepts 
the  land  already  mode,  and  drives  her  from  the 
workshop  before  her  task  is  finished.  But  nature, 
like  her  human  sisters,  is  not  easily  turned  from 
her  purpose,  tio  determined  is  she  to  complete 
the  work  that  it  requires  the  expenditure  of  vast 
sums  of  money,  under  the  direction  of  the  ablest 
engineers,  in  levee-ing  to  keep  the  waters  out,  and 
tlien  it  is  only  with  partial  success.  Such  a  mul- 
titude of  water  ways  make  possible  a  great  many 
combinations  of  routes  to  and  from  the  Teche  ; 
indeed,  if  the  government  would  put  locks  in  tlie 
levee  at  Plaquemine  the  boats  could  go  through 
the  bayou  of  that  name,  and  thus  save  a  fourtli  of 
the  total  distance.  It  was  through  Bayou  Plaque- 
miue  that  Evangeline  and  Father  Pelician  went 
with  their  party  of  exiled  Acadians  on  their  way 
to  the  Teche.  Once  through  the  bayou,  Evan- 
geline's party  followed  the  same  chain  of  lakes 
iind  bayous  that  the  steamers  now  do ;  and  it  is 


not  at  all  difRoult  for  the  mind  to  go  back  a  cent- 
ury  and  a  quarter  to  the  time  when  these  simple- 
minded  people  traversed  this  route.  The  forests 
and  the  waters  are  much  as  they  were  then. 

The  boat  darts  hither  and  thither  tlirough  the 
swift-running  bayous  into  eluggish  lagoons,  over 
broad,  sleepy  lakes  and  down  narrow  p.isses, 
finally  reaching  Grand  Lake,  a  body  ot  water 
twenty  miles  wide  by  tliirty  in  length.  At  the 
foot  of  Grand  Lake  evidences  of  civilization  are 
to  be  seen.  First  come  the  little  squatter  places, 
which  soon  are  followed  by  the  great  sugar  plan- 
tations of  tlic  Teche,  and  the  stranger  finds  him- 
self in  the  beautiful  Parish  of  St.  Mary's— St. 
Mary's,  the  pride  ot  the  Teche  and  the  envy  of 
the  State.  Here  the  traveler  finds  stretching  bo- 
fore  him  a  bayon  three  hundred  feet  wide  by 
eight  or  nine  feet  deep,  and  lined  upon  either 
side  by  a  succession  of  magnificent  sugar  plantn> 
tions. 

Bayou  Teche  has  done  in  a  small  way  what  the 
Mississippi  has  on  a  much  larger  scale.  Coming 
down  from  the  high  plains  of  AVestern  Louisiana, 
it  carried  the  sediment  in  a  southeasterly  direc- 
tion into  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  until  it  met  the  al- 
luvial deposits  of  the  MiBsisaippi.  A  few  years 
ago  the  npper  end  of  the  bayou  was  leveed  up, 
and  the  waters  which  fed  it  turned  into  a  stream 
running  north  of  it  which  was  supposed  to  be 
more  in  need  of  water.  This  leaves  the  Teche 
with  practically  no  current  at  all,  and  subject  to 
the  ebb  and  flow  of  tlie  tide  for  the  first  sixty-five 
mites.  It  rises  only  three  or  four  feet  in  the 
freshet,  and  overflows  its  banks  only  in  eome 
great  flood  like  that  of  1882. 

One  of  the  chief  charms  of  the  Teche  country  is, 
it  is  all  of  such  size  and  shape  that  it  can  be  ap- 
preciated by  the  traveler.  On  the  Mississippi 
the  passengers  on  board  boats  can  never  got  a  good 
view  of  the  country.  If  the  river  is  low  a  great 
high  bank  and  levee  obstruct  the  view ;  if  the 
river  is  high  there  is  a  guard  patrolling  the  levee 
with  a  rifle  on  his  shoulder,  compelling  the  steam- 
boats to  keep  the  middle  of  the  stream.  And 
even  should  the  boat  get  near  the  bank  the  stran- 
ger would  be  terrified  lest  tiie  Isvee  should  break 
and  the  boat  fall  down  into  the  plantation.  But 
on  the  Teche  no  great,  ngly  embankments  lie  be- 
tween the  boats  and  the  plantations.  The  land, 
which  at  its  highest  is  only  a  few  feet  above  tide 
water,  slopes  gently  down  to  the  edge  of  the 
stream,  as  though  it  were  laid  out  by  a  landscape 
gardener.  Nor  has  the  Teche  any  short,  ragged 
bends  like  those  of  the  swift-running  bayous,  but 
sweeps  along  in  graceful  curves  with  long  stretches 
of  river  between,  so  straight  as  to  tempt  the 
stranger  to  think  they  were  laid  out  by  the  hand 
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o(  man.  Qraea  covora  tlio  bntiks  tho  your  round  ; 
and  best  of  all,  both  banks  are  lined  with  magniF- 
iooiit  live  oaks,  which  are  a  sight  to  hehnlil. 
Wliether  standing  singly  or  in  cinsters,  tUeaa  oakd 
are  the  first  to  impress  the  mind  of  the  stninger, 
and  linger  longest  when  the  scenes  have  faded 
from  Bight,  They  are  as  the  ermine  that  borders 
the  royal  robe,  the  sun-tipped  edging  of  the  sum- 
mer cloud.  The  great  planters  have  them  all 
about  their  homes  ;  tho  poorer  people  hive  a  few 
tlio  negroes  often  having  a  hut  with  stick  chim 
ney  beneath  the  spreading  brunches  of  a  tieo 
which  would  be  the  envy  of  a  milliouairo  in  a 
colder  clime  ;  and  even  the  cattle  rest 
in  the  shade  of  these  noble  trees  iia 
tbey  chow  their  ends  and  gnzo  stoic- 
ally at  the  piissing  boat.  The  live 
oak  is  mognificent  alive  or  dead.  In 
its  prime  it  lifts  its  sturdy  form  uloft 
and  spreads  its  evorgrcen  branches  so 
fur  and  wide  that  a  small  village 
might  gather  in  its  shade.  From  its 
bonghs  hang  tho  great  foBtoons  of 
moss  that  wave  weirdly  in  the  passing 
breeze,  as  though  the  old  oak  were 
shaking  hia  head  at  tho  brevity  and 
uncertainty  of  the  life  of  man.  And 
when  time  has  been  fulfilled  and  the 
storms  have  done  their  work,  strip- 
ping the  lifeless  trunk  limb  by  limb 
antilonlynfew  broken  stumps  remain 


with  moss  clinging  to  their  shapeless  forms,  the 
oak  is  still  magnificent.  The  moss  which  adorned 
tlie  sturdy  fellow  in  his  strength  as  with  ribbons 
and  streamers,  in  his  decay  adorns  him  still,  as  if 
trying  to  hide  from  tho  world  the  wreck  of  time 
&Dd  storm. 

Time  was,  when  ships  were  made  of  wood,  that 
the  United  States  Government  iu  selling  these 
lands  reserved  tho  right  to  cut  tho  live  oak  for 
use  iu  its  shipyards.  Manya  noble  oak  has  served 
his  country  by  bearing  her  sons  to  victory  on  tho 
sea.  But  like  many  other  things  which  were 
oDce  thought  indispensable,  the  ribs  of  oak  which 
inspired  tlie  poet  havo  given  place  to  ribs  of  steel, 
and  the  grand  old  tree  is  allowed  to  retire  npnu 
his  laurels,  spreading  his  boughs  in  mute  bene- 
diction above  tho  lovers  who  stray  benoath,  over 
the  ehihiren  who  pruttlo  in  his  slude,  and  the 
grandstres  and  grandams  who  sit  by,  smUing 
at  the  present  and  dreaming  of  tho  long  ago. 
Yes,  the  live  oaks  are  a  noble  work  of  nature 
wherever  found  ;  bnt  when  seen  on  tlie  banks  of 
Bayou  Teche,  sUnding  like  giants  guarding  the 
wav  lo  thu  land  of  Acadiii,  they  uro  simply  ador- 
able. 

The  sugar  Lmds  oi  l)io  Teche  lie  below  New 
11>eria.  Above  thrtt  point  the  gronnd  rises,  and 
approacdu's  somewhat  the  natni-e  of  the  Tcs.w 
plainn.  Wliile  not  so  rich  as  the  soil  of  the  lower 
lands  these  plains  are  fertile,  making  good  cotton 
land  and  fine  pasturage.  It  was  in  this  country 
that  most  of  the  Acmlinns  settled,  making  the  old 
town  of  St.  Martinsville  their  centre.  Whether 
it  was  because  the  raising  of  sugar  had  not  then 
attained  such  political  importance  as  to  receive 
the  special  protection  of  the  government  or 
wliethei  the  simple  minded  peasints  accustomed 
as  they  weie  to  a  land  whcie  nature  seemed  to  be 
grudge  them  all  they  winng  from  her,  feared  the 


r  CLAY  SLEPT. 


ACADIA    AND   BAYOU   TECBE. 


soil  where  Tegetation  grew  so  luxiiriatitly  und 
passed  it  by  as  au  evil-intending  siren,  tlie  exiles 
moved  on  to  the  higher  pkine.  Possibly  it  was 
their  desire  to  hide  themselves  as  far  away  as  pos- 
sible from  the  meddlesome  hand  of  Qreat  Britain. 
Certain  it  is  that  they  secured  a  home  whicli  they 
long  kept  to  themselves,  and  from  which  they 
have  never  been  compelled  to  move.  Indeed, 
they  have  been  too  ninch  to  themselves ;  new 
blood  and  new  ideas  are  needed  to  improve  the 
enervated  race.  Botli  tliese  are  coming.  Farmers 
from  the  North  and  West  are  settling  among  them, 
giving  their  attention  to  the  raising  of  rice,  which 
is  sown  broadcast  lilce  wlieat  and  yields  ahnn- 
dantly.  In  the  lower  part  of  the  Tuche,  or  the 
sugar  country,  especially  in  the  towns  of  Franklin 
and  New  Iberia,  the  French  inflnenco  seerna  to 
be  dying  out.  People  of  three-score  and  ten,  who 
in  their  youth  learned  the  French  language  na  a 
necessity,  now  find  little  use  for  it.  Thus  is  the 
iiiQuence  of  the  market  greater  than  that  of  the 
court.  For  centuries  international  negotiations 
have  been  conducted  in  French,  bat  the  sturdy 
persistent  English  and  Yankee  traders  have  car- 
ried their  language  where  they  took  their  wares, 
until  to-day  the  courts  tliemselves  feel  called 
upon  to  use  the  language  of  the  market. 

The  natural  advantages  of  the  Teche  country 
are  almost  ideal.  Tlio  improvements  and  meth- 
ods of  operation,  however,  are  not  quite  up  to  the 
limit  of  perfection.  This  is  not  due  to  the  fault  of 
the  people,  but  rather  to  the  (ortunea  nf  ivui-  and 
such  accidents  as  are  beyond  the  control  uf  iintn. 
Prior  to  tlie  war  these  phintn- 
tioiis  were  in  tlio  hii^heat  statu 
of  cultivation  tlicn  known,  the 
buildings,  residences  and  sugar- 
houses  were  tlio  pride  of  the 
State.  The  Teclie  then  boasted 
a  society  as  cultured  and  ei- 
elusive  as  could  anywhere  bo 
found.  The  rich  owners  of 
lands  and  slaves  had  tlieir  sum- 
mer houses  on  tiie  islands  that 
lie  along  the  edge  of  the  Gnlf ; 
they  spent  the  winters  in  New 
Orleans,  if  not  in  Europe,  and 
enjoyed,  in  fact,  all  the  ease  and 
comfort  which  great  wealth 
brings.  But  the  change  came 
as  in  a  night.  The  war  took 
many  a  son  who  was  the  pride 
of  the  family,  and  the  emanci- 
pation reduced  every  planter's 
capital  from  one-third  to  one- 
half  its  original  proportions. 
When    the  war   was   over   the 


men  tried  to  operate  their  places  as  beet  they 
could  by  securing  loans  from  the  money  lenders 
of  the  cities.  Few  succeeded ;  the  high  rate  of 
interest  took  all  the  profits,  and  the  changed  con- 
ditions seemed  to  stun  and  bewilder  them.  Grad- 
ually one  plantation  after  another  has  gone  into 
the  sheriff's  hands,  until  now  there  are  very  few 
that  have  not  passed  out  of  the  families  that  held 
them  before  the  war.  From  the  close  of  the  war 
the  country  has  been  going  through  this  transition 
stage  from  the  old  to  the  new.  The  plantations 
passed  tiu'ough  various  hands  until  they  found 
an  owner  who  could  work  them  with  a  profit. 
Tills  has  brought  new  men  and  new  ideas  to  re- 
place the  old,  and  theae,  with  the  natural  advan- 
tages and  opportunities,  shonld  in  a  few  years 
evolve  a  state  which  will  surpass  anything  in  tho 
agricultural  line  to  be  found  elsewhere. 

Typical  of  the  best  jilacea  on  the  bayou  is  Oak 
Lawn.  This  place,  situated  some  seven  miles 
above  Franklin,  was  settled  in  1790,  being  then 
of  about  400  acres  in  extent.  Passing  through 
various  hands,  the  place  came  finally  into  the  pos- 
seaaion  of  Judge  Porter,  who  greatly  enlarged  the 
plantation  and  made  eitensivo  improvements  of 
all  kinds.  In  Judge  Porter's  time  the  place  wi» 
widely  known  for  its  regal  hospitality,  its  large 
house  with  immense  porticoes  of  classic  design. 
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and  its  magnificent  lawn  shaded  by  live  oaks  and 
ornamented  with  statuary.  Here  Henry  Clay 
was  entertained  in  the  good  old  days  before  the 
railroads  made  short  cuts  through  the  country  and 
robbed  travel  of  its  charm.  At  that  time  the 
place  had  about  350  slaves.  Oak  Lawn  now  be- 
longs to  Colonel  Bivers,  proprietor  of  the  famous 
St.  Charles  Hotel,  New  Orleans,  who  has  added 
one  place  after  another,  until  the  plantation  em- 
braces 10,000  acres.  The  statuary  which  once 
adorned  the  grounds  has  been  removed,  but  the 
moss-covered  live  oaks  are  more  magnificent  than 
ever.  The  house  stands  as  it  did  sixty  years  ago, 
and  in  one  of  the  rooms  is  still  preserved  the 
same  old  mahogany  bedstead  upon  which  the 
great  Harry  slept — ^a  bedstead  whose  posts  alone 
would  furnish  enough  material  for  a  whole  set  of 
modern  furniture.  Altogether  it  is  a  magnificent 
estate,  one  in  which  the  owner  is  literally  mon- 
arch of  all  he  surveys  for  some  miles  about.  The 
view  across  the  lawn,  through  the  live  oaks,  to  the 
beautiful  bayou  beyond,  is  one  to  inspire  a  painter 
and  fire  the  heart  of  the  minstrel. 

It  may  be  of  interest  to  the  economist  to  know 
that  Colonel  Rivers  now  makes,  with  the  aid  of 
fertilizers,  improved  machinery  and  free  labor, 
four  hogsheads  of  sugar  per  acre  upon  land  which 
yielded  with  slave  labor  but  one  and  a  half  hogs- 
heads. 

Besides  the  sugar  raising,  there  are  large  lumber 
interests  on  the  Teche.  There  are  some  mills  at 
Franklin  and  a  few  scattered  along  the  river,  but 
most  of  the  business  is  at  New  Iberia.  Frank- 
lin represents  the  old.  New  Iberia  the  new.  The 
one  is  made  up  largely  of  the  families  who  were 
impoverished  by  the  war ;  the  other  is  the  result 
of  the  enterprises  awakened  since  the  war.  A  few 
miles  south  of  New  Iberia  is  the  famous  Avery's 
Island  which  attained  such  importance  during 
the  wAr.  This  island  is  nothing  but  a  solid  block 
of  salt,  almost  chemically  pure,  and  during  the 
blockade  of  Southern  ports  it  was  the  only  source 
of  salt  supply  for  the  Confederacy.  To-day  the 
island  is  one  of  the  richest  salt  mines  in  the  world. 


and  rivals  in  extent  and  beauty  those  of  Europe. 
The  Southern  Pacific  Road  parallels  the  Teche  as 
far  as  New  Iberia,  so  that  freights  can  go  by 
boat  or  by  rail.  If  the  boats  could  come  into  the 
bayou  by  the  way  of  Plaquemine  they  could  af- 
ford to  cut  the  rates  considerably  more  than  they 
now  do.  Both  the  Southern  Pacific  and  the  Mor- 
gan lines  are  interested  in  keeping  the  boats  out, 
and  as  they  are  rich  and  well  organized,  while  the 
boatmen  are  neither,  it  is  very  likely  that  they 
will  prevent  the  putting  of  locks  at  Plaquemine. 
Another  source  of  trouble  to  the  steamboats  is  the 
lack  of  water  in  the  bayou  and  the  sunken  logs  in 
the  bottom.  The  dam  at  the  head  of  the  bayou 
shuts  off  nearly  all  of  the  supply  which  would  nat- 
urally come  down  that  way;  and  the  carelessness  of 
the  raftsmen  accounts  for  the  logs.  If  the  govern- 
ment were  to  devote  more  of  its  attention  to  com- 
mercial water  ways  and  less  to  political  creeks  it 
would  produce  better  results. 

As  all  the  tillable  land  lies  in  two  narrow  strips 
along  each  side  of  the  bayou,  most  of  the  planta- 
tions extend  across  the  stream,  and  are  connected 
by  small  white  bridges  constructed  of  piling,  with 
pontoon  draws  to  admit  of  the  passage  of  the 
steamers.  The  quiet  stream  stretching  away  like 
a  silvery  thread,  bending  in  long,  graceful  curves 
between  the  grass-covered  banks,  the  live  oaks 
upon  either  side,  and  the  little  wooden  bridges, 
all  tend  to  make  one  think  of  a  pleasure  park 
rather  than  a  place  where  commerce  and  industry 
hold  sway.  And  as  the  boat  bears  the  stranger 
from  the  scene  of  simple  beauty  his  thoughts  iu> 
voluntarily  go  back  to  the  time  when  the  outcast 
Acadian  voyagers  first  beheld  this  fairyland.  Still 
stand  the  bearded  live  oaks  that  welcomed  the 
wandering  exiles  from  bleak  Nova  Scotia ;  an<l 
from  the  waving  grass  and  perfumed  fields  comi  s 
the  same  soft  breeze  that  whispered  to  the  sleep- 
ing Evangeline,  '*  Gabriel  is  near."  The  kildeer 
pipes  his  melancholy  note  beside  the  beaatiful 
bayou,  while  the  mocking  bird  pours  out  melody 
in  mad  profusion.  It  is  the  ideal  of  the  poet,  the 
land  of  ever-plaisance — Acadia. 
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By  Samuel  Mintuhn  F£CK. 


Lnrr,  all  ye  merry  Brownies 
That  froUo  in  the  glen! 
A  flower  hath  strayed 
And  turned  a  maid 
To  witch  the  hearts  of  men. 
8ay,  missed  ye  not  a  wild  rose  wot 

l^th  dew  when  mom  began  ? 
Perchance  she  was  a  violet, 
Hy  little  sweetheart  Nan. 

Scarce  nxteen  shine  hor  summers, 
Her  life  is  like  a  song. 
Above  her  head 
Hang  roses  red, 
And  birds  with  carols  throng. 
And  when  her  loyers  fondly  sue 

With  all  the  art  they  can. 
She  laughs  and  breaks  their  hearts  in  two- 
My  little  sweetheart  Nan. 

'Tis  shocking  how  sly  Cupid 

Works  mischief  with  her  glanoc ; 
\  The  saucy  boy, 
»Tis  e'er  his  joy 
In  softest  beams  to  dance. 
He  could  not  choose  a  sweeter  nook 

His  cruel  plots  to  plan, 
Than  in  the  soul-bewitching  look 
Of  little  sweetheart  Nan. 


I  shudder  at  the  hayoo 

Her  smiles  had  wrought  of  old. 
When  chargers  daaked 
And  lances  crashed, 
And  knights  in  amor  |X>lled. 
No  minstrel  lips  had  then  been  weaBt^ 

Each  trouv^,  to  a  maa. 
With  throbbing  heart  had  swept  Us  late 
In  praise  of  sweetheact  Kaa. 

I  long  to  be  the  rosebud 
She  culls  with  tender  care.. 
I  envy,  too. 
The  knot  of  blue 
That  uf'stles  in  her  hair. 
To  see  that  winsome  ribbon  wave 

Had  charmed  e*en  Caliban; 
Miranda  would  have  lost  her  slave 
To  little  sweetheart  Nan. 


Alas !  my  locks  arc  frosty, 
Tm  neither  rich  nor  wise, 
And  beauty's  foe. 
The  spiteful  crow, 
Now  promenades  my  eyes. 
A  fig  for  that !     Bid  sorrow  flee. 

She  lets  me  hold  her  fan! 
And  oh,  what  smiles  she  gives  to 
My  little  sweetheart  Nan ! 


I  know  my  chance  is  ghostly ; 
Some  younger  man,  I  know, 
Will  lead  my  sweet 
With  trembling  feet 
Where  orange  blossoms  blow. 
Tet  in  her  heart  one  tiny  9pot 

Be  mine  where  none  may  scan  ; 
Your  fond  old  beau,  foiget  bim  not, 
My  little  sweetheart  Nan. 


AN   EGYPTIAN    LOVE   SONG. 

By  Lolxie  Belle  Wylie. 


I  PRAT  that  thy  wonderful  spirit,  Albine, 
Like  the  lotus  that  blooms  by  the  Nile, 

Might  pass  in  thy  sleep  from  its  temporal  screen 
That  debars  it  from  heaven's  sweet  smile  I 

Divine  is  the  amorous  song  of  the  night. 

The  ibis  plaints  sadly  and  low. 
Where  willow  boughs  bend  with  supernal  delight 

To  the  waters  where  silver  stars  glow  I 


The  sweet  dews  of  twilight  are  falling,  AIUiMy 
They  are  fragrant  as  wine  in  a  rose, 

And  I,  with  a  heart  full  of  love  for  my  queen, 
Am  guarding  thy  sinless  repose  I 

Sleep  I  sleep  in  thy  ivory  oouoh  while  the  moon 
Has  her  face  veiled  in  envy  and  shame  1 

And  all  the  bright  planets  have  sunk  in  a  swoon 
As  I  worship  while  breathing  thy  name ! 


"SBB  OJlVK  one  look  at  it,  AKD  TtlEK  FELL  BACK, 
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It  promise)]  to  l>c  n  beaiititiil  September  even- 
ing, cool  niicl  bright ;  already  tbo  moon  wan  ris- 
ing abovo  the  wooded  bills  and  Eilvenng  tbo 
waters  of  tlic  little  Ailiroiidoclc  litke.  Madge,  na 
she  stood  on  the  broad  pinzza  eiirroniiding  tbo 
cottage,  and  looked  out  over  the  forest,  tbought 
it  jnst  the  evening  for  a  rule  on  horseback.  Slie 
called  to  Rufe,  the  guide  and  man  of  all  work, 
nbo  was  sitting  on  the  bock  porcb,  smoking  his 
after-supper  pipe. 

"Oh,  Rufo,  I  want  Alva  saddled  !     I'm  going 
for  a  ride  up  the  mountain  road." 
VoL  XXXVin.,  No.  3-32. 


s  S.  Palmer, 

Thongh  Uiife  may  have  had  doubts  as  to  its 
being  qnite  pvoi>er  for  a  gill  of  eighteen  to  take 
solitary  nioonligiit  rides,  ho  did  not  delay  doing 
what  his  independent  young  miatresa  bad  or- 
dered ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  bay  marc,  each 
slender  limb  quivering,  and  as  eager  as  tbo  girl 
for  a  dash  through  tho  woods,  was  in  readiness. 
Madge,  now  clad  in  her  riding  babit,  sprang  to 
tiie  saddle. 

For  some  time  after  leaving  the  cottage  Alva, 
the  mare,  galloped  on  with  that  light,  springy 
motion  which  every  rider  knows  bow  to  prize  ; 
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then  she  was  made  to  walk  while  Madge  turned 
on  the  saddle  to  look  about  her.  The  road  wound 
up  the  side  of  a  mountain,  and  to  the  right,  over 
the  tree  tops,  she  got  a  glimpse  of  the  lake  ;  on 
the  other  side,  to  the  north,  stretched  the  plains 
of  Canada,  and  across  them,  even  in  the  moon- 
light, she  thought  slie  could  make  out  the  glitter- 
ing line  which  marked  the  course  of  the  broad  St. 
Lawrence  River. 

The  girl  drew  in  long,  deep  breaths  of  the 
mountain  air,  and  was  enjojing  every  moment 
of  her  ride.  ^Mounted  on  the  fleet  mare,  she  felt 
no  fear  of  man  or  beast.  Slie  decided  to  liave  one 
more  gallop  before  turning  toward  home,  and, 
loosening  the  rein,  she  let  Alva  leap  forward. 
Suddenly  the  mare  bounded,  snorting,  to  one 
side,  with  a  spring  which  would  have  unseated 
even  a  better  rider  than  Madge.  Tlie  girl  was 
tlirown,  and  fell  upon  some  low  bushes  by  the 
roadside  ;  in  the  meanwhile  Alva,  neighing  with 
fright,  went  galloping  up  the  road. 

Fortunately  the  bushes  had  broken  her  fall, 
and  Madge  was  unhurt;  but  it  was  not  pleasant 
to  think  how  far  she  must  go  to  catch  the  panic- 
stricken  horse.  As  she  sat  there,  among  the  weeds 
at  the  side  of  the  road,  she  heard  a  large  animal 
go  crashing  off  through  the  bushes ;  this  must 
have  been  the  creature  that  had  frightened  the 
mare. 

Madge  struggled  out  of  the  bushes  and  began 
walking  up  the  road  in  the  direction  the  runaway 
had  taken.  Soon  she  saw  a  horse  coming  toward 
her.  It  was  Alva,  and  on  the  mare's  back  rode  a 
young  man. 

'*  Thank  you  so  much  for  stopping  my  horse,'* 
said   Madge.     *'  She   got   frightened   and  threw 
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**  Never  mind  thanking  mo,'*  he  replied,  qui- 
etly, and  Madge  saw  that  his  pale  face  was  very 
serious.  **  The  truth  is,  I've  got  to  ask  you  to 
i;ive  me  a  ride  on  this  mare — a  long  ride.  I'm 
not  exactly  a  horse  thief,  but  this  mare  must  take 
me  to  Canada  to-night.  I  suppose  you  prefer  go- 
ing, too.  Will  you  let  me  help  you  on  ?  I'll  ride 
behind." 

Madge  stood  still  and  stared  while  he  juoiped 
off ;  yet  she  did  not  hesitate  very  long.  Evidently 
he  was  in  no  mood  for  trifling,  though  there  was 
nothing  really  threatening  in  his  manner.  Hav- 
ing helped  her  to  tlie  saddle,  he  leaped  upon  the 
mare's  back  behind  her.  She  recovered  herself 
sufficiently  to  protest.  *'  You  ought  not  to  make 
me  go  !  My  family  will  be  very  anxious,  for  it'll 
take  a  long  time  to  go  to  Canada  and  back.  The 
line  is  about  fifteen  miles  away." 

"  Perhaps  I  ouglit  to  explain  a  little,"  he  said, 
after  a  pause.   .  *'  This  morning  I  had  notice  that 


I  must  cross  the  border  before  sunset ;  if  taken  in 
Franklin  County  it  would  be  a  very  serious  thing 
for  me,  and  I  was  warned  that  Canada  was  the 
safest  place.  I  won't  go  into  my  reasons  ;  but,  at 
any  rate,  I  thought  it  best  to  obey.  I  drove  part 
way  to  the  line  ;  then,  as  there  seemed  plenty  of 
time  and  I'm  fond  of  tramping,  I  sent  back  my 
horse,  intending  to  walk  the  remaining  distance. 
However,  as  I  don't  know  the  northern  part  of 
the  county,  I  got  lost  in  the  woods,  and  here  I 
am,  still  fifteen  miles  away,  and  tired  out.  I 
wouldn't  trouble  you  if  I  had  any  other  way  of 
reaching  the  border  before  daylight  to-morrow. 
Giving  me  this  ride  puts  you  in  no  danger,  even 
if  I  should  be  caught.  Some  day  I'll  try  to  ex- 
plain it  all." 

At  first  Madge  was  indignant  at  the  cool  way 
he  had  taken  possession  of  her  horse,  and  her 
black  eyes  had  snapped  angrily.  But  somehow 
her  independence,  on  which  she  prided  herself, 
was  overawed  in  the  presence  of  this  quiet  man. 
She  let  Alva  start  off,  without  making  the  sharp 
■  reply  she  had  intended  to  make. 

Moreover,  there  was  something  about  jiim 
which  inspired  her  with  confidence — which  made 
her  sure  that  he  would  act  in  good  faith.  She 
grew  strangely  submissive,  and  was  only  wonder- 
ing if  there  would  be  time  to  go  to  the  Canada 
line  and  get  home  again  before  the  moon  went 
down,  when  she  heard  a  shout.  A  man  stepped 
into  the  middle  of  the  road  a  few  yards  in  froiU 
of  them. 

'*  Stop,"  he  commanded,  *'or  I'll  shoot  I" 

Madge  underwent  the  unpleasant  experience  of 
seeing  a  rifle  barrel  leveled  at  her,  and  she  lost 
no  time  in  checking  Alva.  The  man  in  the  road 
came  close  to  them  ]  but  he  did  not  lower  liis 
weapon. 

"  My  old  friend  Davis  !"  exclaimed  Madge's 
companion.    ''You  one  of  them  !" 

"  Yes,  I  am  ;  and  I'm  sorry  to  see  you,  for  I  ' 
suppose  it's  my  business  to  take  you  to  headquar- 
ters."    He  thought  a  moment,  and  then  asked  : 
'*  Are  }^u  on  your  way  to  Canada,  to  leave  here 
for  good  ?" 

The  man  on  the  horse  nodded  assent. 

'' Well,  see  here,"  said  the  other,  ''that's  all  I 
want.  I'm  not  one  of  those  that  care  to  see  you 
punished  ;  only  don't  come  back.  The  people 
don't  take  any  stock  in  you.  Look  out  for  your- 
self to-night ;  we  heard  you  were  in  no  hurry  to 
obey  the  committee's  orders,  and  the  boys  are  all 
out  looking  for  you.     Go  on." 

He  lowered  his  rifle  and  permitted  them  to 
2^ass.  ifadge  was  beginning  to  feel  a  dread  of 
the  mysterious  person  behind  her,  bat  he  did  not 
try  to  explain. 
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For  half  an  hour  they  galloped  on  in  silence, 
and  now  were  not  more  than  three  miles  from 
the  border.  Ahead  of  them  was  a  '' four-cor- 
ners/' made  by  another  road  crossing  the  one 
they  were  on.  As  they  reached  the  point  where 
the  roads  met  six  or  eight  men  on  horseback  gal- 
loped out  from  the  crossroad  and  called  to  them 
to  stop.  Madge  drew  up  the  rein  to  obey  ;  but 
the  troop  of  fast- moving  horses  had  excited  Alva, 
and  it  hardly  needed  a  quick  blow  from  the  man 
astride  on  her  back  to  make  the  mare  spring  for- 
ward and  dash  on  like  a  race  horse. 

There  was  a  shouting  and  a  confusion  of  tram- 
pling feet.  But  the  pursuers,  though  they  had 
fresher  horses,  were  chasing  a  Kentucky  thor- 
oughbred. Stretching  out  her  long  neck,  the 
bay  mare  seemed  to  fly  over  the  ground,  gaining 
at  every  leaj">. 

As  they  shot  forward,  Madge,  startled  yet  in- 
spired by  this  burst  of  speed,  bent  over  Alva's 
neck  as  jockeys  do  in  a  race.  Thinking  they  were 
past  all  danger  of  being  overtaken,  she  was  just 
putting  out  her  hand  to  pat  the  good  horse,  when 
there  sounded  the  spiteful  reports  of  pistols,  and 
she  heard  the  whiz  of  bullets. 

''The  stupid  rascals!"  muttered  her  compan- 
ion. ''  rd  have  given  myself  up  if  Td  supposed 
they'd  shoot.''  Then  he  spoke  to  the  girl : 
''Don't  mind  it ;  they're  only  firing  in  the  air  to 
frighten  us." 

In  ten  minutes  the  noiso  of  galloping  horses 
had  ceased  ;  Alva  flew  over  the  road,  victorious. 

Madge  sat  up  straight  in  the  saddle  and  took  a 
long  breath  ;  those  bullets,  whistling  through  the 
air,  had  badly  frightened  her.  Yet  sh^  felt  some- 
thing of  the  joy  of  victory  which  made  the  mare 
snort  and  put  back  her  ears.  As  Madgo  stroked 
the  glossy  neck  she  felt  that  her  hand  was  moist ; 
a  littlo  stream  was  trickling  down  the  wrist.  She 
gave  one  look  at  it,  and  then  fell  back,  fainting. 
One  of  their  pursuers  had  not  fired  into  the  air. 

«  4:  «  «  4c  ♦ 

iVhen  Madge  regained  consciousness  she  was 
lying  on  the  sofa  in  the  sitting  room  of  a  farm- 
bouse.  A  kind-looking  woman  was  bandaging 
the  injured  arm. 

"It's  just  the  least  bit  of  a  scratch,  my  dear," 
she  assured  the  girl,  "so  don't  worry  about  it. 
The  young  man  who  brought  you  here,"  con- 
tinued the  woman,  "tied  the  horse  in  the  barn, 
and  when  ho  saw  you  weren't  badly  hurt  he  went 
off.  He  said  you'd  understand  why  he  went  and 
left  you  here.  You  two  weren't  running  away  to 
Canada,  were  you,  to  get  married  ?  lie  seemed 
awful  tender  of  you  and  sorry  to  go.  lie  seemed 
a  very  nice  fellow  ;  and  I  don't  blame  you  if  you 
were  running  away  with  him,"  she  added,  as  the 


girl's  face  flushed.   "  But  I  don't  see  why  he  went 
off  and  left  you." 

Madge  told  as  much  of  her  meeting  with  the 
s,tranger  as  she  thought  necessary.  That  night, 
as  she  lay  awake  in  the  guest  room  of  the  farm- 
house, she  laughed  to  herself  at  the  good  woman's 
suspicions.  Yet  she  could  not  help  feeling  a 
strong  interest  in  her  late  companion.  Who 
could  he  be  ?  and  should  she  ever  see  him  again  ? 
He  did  not  look  a  criminal,  and  yet  his  hurrying 
to  Canada  was  suspicious.  In  her  dreams  she 
was  still  wondering  about  him. 
.  In  the  morning  she  rode  home  to  the  cottage — 
a  ride  of  twelve  miles.  Ever  since  midnight  a 
party  of  men  under  Kufc's  direction  had  been 
hunting  for  her. 

Her  father  heard  her  story. 

"  Probably  some  desperate  criminal — the  most 
desperate  ones  are  often  the  most  gentlemanly  ; 
and  the  men  who  met  you  may  be  members  of 
some  secret  society,  who  are  bound  to  punish 
him,  though  there  is  no  legal  proof  against  him. 
The  safer  way  is  to  say  nothing  about  your  ad- 
venture. But  I  hope  it  has  cured  you  of  fond- 
ness for  moonlight  rides  !" 

A  few  weeks  later,  when  Madge  had  returned 
to  her  city  home,  there  was  sent  to  her  a  copy  of 
a  Franklin  County  newspaper,  and  this  para- 
graph was  marked : 

**The  person  who  set  the  many  fires  that  have  troubled 
the  Tillages  in  this  region  has  been  discovered.  These  were 
the  crimes  of  which  Mr.  James  Blakely — the  young  artist 
who  has  spent  the  past  year  revisiting  his  father's  old  farm 
in  the  southern  part  of  the  county — was  so  strongly  sus- 
pected. Legal  proof  was  lacking ;  but  a  number  of  citi- 
zens, calling  themselves  *  Regulators,'  believed  him  guilty, 
and  ordered  him  to  leave  the  county.  A  few  weeks  ago, 
learning  that  he  was  again  here,  they  threatened  to  catch 
him  and  make  him  repent  disregarding  their  orders.  It  is 
rumored  that  on  one  moonlight  night  they  actually  fired  at 
him  as  ho  was  escaping  toward  Canada.  Tlie  confession  of 
the  real  criminal  shows  that  Mr.  Blakely  was  completely 
innocent. 

**The  community  owes  him  an  apology.  It  is  to  bo 
hoped  that  this  will  put  an  end  to  all  the  so-called  *■  Itegu* 
lators.'" 

In  the  same  mail  came  a  note  to  Miss  Madgo 
Bradley : 

**  I  have  learned  your  name  and  address,  and  take  the 
liberty  of  sending  you  a  newspaper.  The  paper  may  ex- 
plain  my  reasons  for  asking  a  ride  to  Canada ;  but  I  feel 
that  nothing  cuu  quite  excuse  me  for  exposing  you  to  those 
bullets.  May  I  come  in  person  to  excuse  myself  in  the  best 
way  I  can,  and  to  bog  forgiveness  for  all  my  rudeness  on 
that  moonlight  evening  ?      Yours,  with  much  remorse, 

**  Jakes  Blaxslt.'' 

And  Madge  wrote  to  the  address  he  gavc^  and 
told  him  he  might  come. 


« 


COURSING    ON    THE    PRAIRIES. 


i    MORF.AU    ItARCRR. 


The  Wert  ia  ()iiick  to  seize  llic  eports  as  well  :is 
tlic  inventions  and  i-eGuementB  of  tlio  Kaat.  Trol- 
ley cars  mill  caMe  linos  traTersed  wide  reaches  of 
"addilioiis"  to  prairie  towns  before  tliey  wevc  in- 
troduced to  Broadway.  It  is  not  nncominon  for 
a  settler's  family  to  buy  an  organ  before  clmngiiig 
their  residence  from  n  dngont  or  sod  lionsc  to  a 
cabin.  The  luxuries  of  civilizntion  are  secured 
before  all  the  necessities  nro  attained,  simjily  be- 
cause the  average  dweller  on  the  plains  has  had 
luxuries  some  time  back  in  tliat  Tost  region  filled 
with  so  much  that  ia  cherislied  and  bo  many  hal- 
lowed memories  for  the  frontiersman — the  K;ist. 

To  this  feeling,  as  well  as  to  tlie  opportunity 
and  advantage  given  by  stretching  leagues  of 
level  sod,  unniarred  by  fence,  ravine  or  shrub,  is 
due  the  modern  interest  among  Western  sports- 
men in  coursing. 

Coursing  is  a  very  old  amnsemynt.  It  13  fnlly 
described  by  Arriau,  150  A.l).,  and  there  13  tittle 
doubt  but  that  it  was  practiced  by  the  Egyplians 
ten  centuries  earlier.  Several  Greek  and  L:itin 
authors  refer  to  it.  and  describe  it  much  as  it  U 


enjoyed  to-day  ;  and  the  fact  that  the  doga  ran  hj 
sight,  instead  of  smell,  is  mentioned  frequently  in 
occoniits  of  contcflta. 

During  the  Middle  Ages  very  little  attention 
wa3  ]i.i(d  to  it,  but  a  conraing  club  waa  organized 
by  Ijord  Oxford  in  177C.  Since  then  its  popular- 
ity has  rapidly  increased  throughout  Europe,  and 
baa  spread  to  this  side  of  the  Atlantic.  Tlie  dif- 
ficulty of  procuring  a  aufficiency  of  hares  has 
limited  the  field  trials  in  England  and  the  Eaat- 
ern  States,  while  there  has  been  a  constantly  di- 
minishing supply  of  eligible  coursing  grounds. 

A  complete  code  of  rules  obtains  under  the 
sanction  of  the  national  association,  and  six  gen- 
eral points  are  considered  by  the  jndgos  in  mak- 
ing up  tlieir  verdict :  Speed  ;  the  go-by,  or  one 
dog  passing  another ;  the  turn,  when  a  I'abbit 
tiirna  more  than  a  right  angle  ;  the  wrench,  when 
tlic  turn  13  Ices  than  a  right  aiigb  ,  (ho  kill ,  the 
attempt  to  kill,  but  unsuccessful.  The  detailed 
rules  aroqiiite  lengthy,  and  specify  many  minor 
points  in  scoring. 

The  sport  has  always  received  favor  among  the 
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aristocratic  classes,  nml  U  to  an  esiunt  of  royal 
parentage.  Still,  tlio  small  cspcuso  coni]iurcd 
iritli  horse  racing  at  which  it  cun  bo  iiidiilgctl  in 
has  brought  around  its  standard  oa  its  dovotees 
many  from  the  middle  walks  of  life- 
Coursing  upon  tlie  prairies  is  hut  half  a  dozen 
years  old,  and  only  during  the  post  three  seasons 
has  there  been  any  decidedly  general  recognition 
of  it.  Time  has  been  required  to  make  those  who 
should  be  interested  in  it  see  its  good  points. 

Tlie  BeoBou  begins  September  1st,  and  lasts  un- 
til winter.  The  American  Coursing  Club,  includ- 
ing among  its  inembera  men  prominent  in  busi- 
nesa  and  social  circles  in  Boston,  New  York,  Chi- 
cago, St,  Louis  and  other  Eastern  cities,  with 
guests  at  its  annual  meets  from  across  the  Atlan- 
tic, has  located  all  its  field  trials  upon  the  prairies, 
and  its  annual  meeting  in  the  Arkansas  Valley,  in 
Southern  Kansas,  is  the  most  important  sporting 
event  of  each  year  in  the  Sunflower  State. 

A  coursing  meeting  upon  the  plains  presents 
many  interesting  and  unique  features.  It  is  held 
in  the  early  fall,  just  as  the  fine,  hairlike  ]>rairie 
gross  has  turned  from  green  to  grayish  brown. 
The  location  of  the  American  Cotirsing  Club's 
trials  is  in  what  are  known  as  the  Cheyenne  bot- 
toms, a  few  miles  from  Great  Bend.  Some  time 
this  piece  of  prairie  was  a  hike  bottom.  The 
bluffs  of  the  shore  line  can  bo  discerned  in  the 
distance,  bnt  for  a  space  of  three  by  fifteen  miles 
there  is  scarcely  the  indentation  of  a  footprint. 


It  is  like  the  bottom  of  a  giant  platter, 

and  covered  as  it  is  with  a  firm,  smooth 

sod,  it  makes  an   ideal  racing  ground. 

Wliile  Ih.^  giitss  is  liigh  cuoiiL-li  lo  hide 

'-'  liio  game,  tliere  nia  uo  fences  or  copses 

to  impede  the  view  or  bewilder  dog  or 

rider.     The  referees  have  an  unlimited 

range  for  their  telescopes,  and  the  true  metal  of 

pursuers  and  pursued  is  tested  thoroughly  and 

fairly. 

Tliat  tlio  people  enjoy  and  appreci-itc  the  sport 
is  proved  by  the  crouds  that  attend  from  all  the 
neighboring  counties.  Sportsmen,  of  course,  are 
there  from  cities  as  far  aw.iyas  the  Atlantic  coast, 
and  it  is  not  nncommou  to  find  English  titles  at- 
tached to  tlie  names  of  visitors,  for  the  owners  of 
miues  and  ranches  in  the  Northwest  enjoy  u  side 
trip  to  siiow  what  their  greyhounds  can  do  on  a 
prairie  field  trial. 

The  picture  presented  at  tho'  trials  is  nniqae. 
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Stretched  in  a  long  line,  reaching  for  a  mile  or 
more  across  the  bottoms,  are  the  visitors  and 
the  spectators.  They  are  in  carriages,  on  horse- 
back and  on  carts,  while  here  and  there  tlie 
poke-bonnetlike  top  of  a  white-sheeted  '*  prairie 
schooner'*  is  seen  among  the  array. 

Held  by  fancy  leashes  are  the  greyhounds,  slen- 
der, graceful  creatures,  almost  wasplike  in  their 
long,  lithe  forms.  By  twos  they  are  fastened, 
paired  off  by  lot  for  the  trials  which  are  soon  to 
be  run  for  high  stakes  or  expensive  medals  offered 
by  the  association.  Many  of  the  dogs  are  of 
royal  lineage,  as  canine  family  trees  go.  Their 
descent  can  be  traced  back  to  the  noble  dog  fam- 
ilies of  Europe — principally  England — and  their 
pedigrees  certified  to  beyond  question.  They  are 
cjircd  for  better  than  most  people,  and  travel  in 
all  the  luxury  enjoyed  by  a  2: 14  trotter.  Indeed, 
few  horses  are  valued  higher  or  win  more'  money 
for  their  owners  than  the  best  of  these  grey- 
hounds. With  their  beautifully  sleek  coats,  their 
intelligent  eyes  and  proud,  aristocratic  carriage, 
they  are  worthy  of  admiration.  The  greyhound 
has  figured  in  poetry  and  prose,  from  Scott,  who 
lauded  his  faithful  Maida,  down  to  the  present ; 
and  the  handsome  animals  deserve  all  their  praise. 

The  judges  and  owners  of  the  contestants  are 
mounted  on  fleet  Western  ponies,  and  are  prepared 
to  follow  as  close  as  mav  be  behind  the  racers. 
Field  glasses  will  enable  them  to  keep  an  accurate 
watch  on  the  proceedings. 

Second  only  to  the  hounds  in  the  estimation  of 
the  long  line  of  spectators  are  the  yet  invisible 
beings  which  are  to  furnish  the  great  reason  for 
the  meeting — the  jack  rabbits.  For  months  am- 
bitious boys  have  brought  in  rabbits  of  all  sizes 
and  conditions  and  states  of  fright. 

These  have  been  turned  loose  upon  the  Cheyenne 
bottoms  until  tfie  grass,  which  spreads  away  so 
delicately  brown,  shelters  hundreds  of  the  little 
creatures.  As  they  lie  at  rest,  their  grayish-brown 
coats  blending  with  the  hue  of  the  buffalo  grass, 
their  limbs  tucked  under  their  bodies,  the  long, 
darkly  veined  ears  lying  along  the  back,  almost 
from  the  lazily  blinking  eyes  to  the  stump  of  a 
tail,  one  would  scarcely  think  the  jack  rabbit  capa- 
ble of  great  speed.  They  are  cunning,  too,  and 
will,  if  they  think  themselves  undiscovered,  let 
the  hunter  stumble  over  them  before  moving^ 
and  many  a  one  has  waited  until  it  was  too  late. 
Once  started,  however,  and  thoroughly  frightened, 
as  they  are  sure  to  be  at  a  field  trial,  there  is  fun 
ahead  before  the  race  ends.   . 

They  are  odd  creatures,  long,  slender  and  mus- 
cular— the  equals  of  the  hounds,  according  to 
their  size.  Their  ears  reach  half  the  length  of 
their  bodies,  and  when  raised  to  their  full  height 


give  an  impression  of  weirdness.  Their  hind  legs 
are  twice  the  length  of  the  fore,  giving  a  kan- 
garoo effect.  With  these,  while  running,  they 
make  quick  jumps  which  propel  their  bodies  for- 
ward and  upward  like  an  immense  "  hippity- 
hop."  Their  speed  is  something  marvelous.  No 
prairie  animals  except  the  antelope  and  coyote 
can  exceed  it.  The  dog  which  has  coped  with 
only  the  common,  or  cotton  tail,  rabbit  is  glori- 
ously deceived.  The  faster  he  runs  the  more  the 
rabbit  gains  on  him,  apparently,  and  unless  he  is 
a  thoroughbred  like  the  hounds  at  the  coursing 
meeting  he  is  sure  soon  to  find  himself  alone  in 
the  midst  of  the  prairie,  wondering  whence  the 
game  has  fled. 

At  the  trials  the  dogs  are  matched  two  and  two 
and  leashed  together.  In  the  hands  of  an  assist- 
ant, or  "  slipper, *'  they  are  led  forward,  evidently 
fully  understanding  what  is  wanted  of  them. 
The  line  of  vehicles  and  spectators  at  the  word 
advances  slowly.  It  is  not  long  before  somewhere 
along  the  front  springs  a  rabbit  from  the  grass 
where  he  has  been  concealed. 

Like  a  flash  the  leash  is  dropped  and  the  dogs 
are  off,  with  the  judges  clattering  along  behind  to 
follow  the  points  made.  At  first  the  jack,  think- 
ing he  has  ordinary  curs  behind  him,  skips  lazily 
along,  his  head  half  turned,  as  if  to  say :  "  Come 
on  !  I'd  as  soon  have  some  fun  this  morning  as 
not." 

As  he  looks  he  sees  that  there  is  something  un- 
usual  about  these  dogs.  They  cover  a  great  deal 
of  ground  at  a  leap.  The  smile  fades  from  his 
features  and  he  stops  looking  over  his  shoulder  ; 
but,  fixing  his  eyes  steadily  on  the  farthest  point 
of  the  blushing  horizon,  he  attempts  with  all  the 
strength  of  his  lithe  body  to  get  there  as  soon  as 
possible.  With  a  straight  run  nothing  is  pret- 
tier. The  hare  bounding  in  advance,  followed  by 
the  sleek,  struggling  hounds,  and  the  eager  horse- 
men, fast  falling  behind,  make  a  picture  that  must 
excite  the  interest  of  every  sportsman. 

But  the  race  is  not  long  straight.  Tired  Bunny, 
realizing  that  the  wide-open  mouths  of  the  dogs, 
which  to  him  seem  to  fill  all  the  rear  horizon,  are 
drawing  nearer,  seeks  to  escape  by  turning, 
which,  later,  will  become  a  quick  doubling  and 
dodging. 

With  these  pursuers   this   ruse  will   not  sue 
ceed.     The  eager  followers  are  racing  on,  deter 
mined  and  fierce  for  the  capture.     As  the  hare 
turns  the  course  of  the  dogs  is  closely  watched. 
All  along  the  track  they  have  been  scrutinized  b^ 
the  judges  for '*  points '*  to  be  included   in  the 
schedule  at  the  end  of  the  contest.     Now.  if  one 
dog  follows  the  rabbit's  trail  as  if  by  smell  only 
while  the  other  cuts  across  the  arc  of  the  circle 
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being  described  and  so  gains  on  his  competitor, 
tbia  is  noted  to  the  discredit  of  the  former. 

The  end  is  approaching.  Bunnj  realizes  it  and 
pitifully  peers  this  tvny  and  that  with  his  great 
gray  eyes,  as  if  hoping  that  some  loophole  of  es- 
cajm  might  be  providentially  opened  to  him.  But 
none  appears,  and  with  a  quick  snap  and  toss  the 
Dearer  greyhound  sends  the  little  racer  high  into 
air,  tumbling  over  and  over  aa  he  goes.  A  mo- 
ment later  the  dead  body  lies  upon  the  grass  and 
the  winner  is  being  petted  by  the  judges,  who 
pronounce  it  a  "fair  catch." 

The  race  may  have  been  only  a  couple  of  hun- 
dred yards  or  it  niay  havo  been  a  mile  and  a  half, 
according  to  the  skill  of  the  jack  in  evading  his 
pursuers  and  the  excellence  of  the  dogs.  The 
value  of  the  hounds  depends  as  much  upon  their 
quickness  to  take  the  trail  and  seize  every  possi- 
ble advantage  within  the  coursing  rules  as  upon 
actual  rapidity  of  their  running.  Doga  come  to 
the  annual  meet  which  have  won  firat  prizes  for 
several  years  in  succession,  and  rightly  enough 
their  owners  are  very  proud  of  them. 

The  winners  io  each  contest  are  kept  by  them- 
selves until  all  entries  have  had  a  trial,  when  they 
are  matched  against  each  other.  The  winners  in 
this  contest  run  again  with  each  other,  until  but 
two  dogs  remain.  When,  as  is  often  the  case, 
these  are  closely  matched  and  the  prize  is  a  large 
one  the  interest  grows  intense  and  the  crowd  of 
spectators  cannot  cheer  the  final  winner  enough. 
He  is  for  a  time  a  canine  king. 


The  success  of  the  coursing  meetings  in  the 
Arkansas  Valley  have  inspired  other  lovers  of 
good  sport  to  arrange  for  meets.  The  Cowley 
County  (Kan.)  Coursing  Club  has  a  good  ground, 
and  promises  an  interesting  session  during  the 
coming  fall.  At  Goodland,  in  the  northweslern 
portion  of  the  State,  where  the  level  pniirie 
reaches  for  miles  on  uncounted  milea  without  a 
dip  or  depreaaion,  is  to  be  held  another  coursing 
meeting.  The  dogs  to  run  at  this  contest  are  all 
from  Indiana  and  Illinois.  Nebraska  has  also 
organized  couraing  cluba,  and  there  aeenis  to  be  a 
disposition  to  increase  the  interest  in  tliU  enjoya- 
ble kind  of  racing. 

Coursing  in  the  West  can  never,  perhaps,  be- 
come what  it  has  been  in  Britain,  or  even  in  the 
Eastern  States,  before  settlement  of  every  possible 
acre  drove  out  the  lovers  of  greyhound  and  horse. 
The  people  of  the  West  have  neither  money  nor 
leisure  for  the  indulgence  in  amusement  tliat 
their  wealthier  cousins  have  been  blessed  with, 
and  by  the  time  they  are  able  to  reach  the  re-, 
quired  financial  condition  there  will  be  in  the 
West,  OS  in  the  East,  too  little  open  space  for 
successful  racing.  Then  the  coursing  meetings 
will  he  driven  to  the  Southwest  and  the  thorough- 
bred doga  will  take  their  rapid  course  over  the 
plains  of  Kew  Mesico  and  Arizona, 

It  would  be  better  for  Western  lovers  of  sport 
if  thej  would  pay  more  attention  to  this  enticing 
method  of  attaining  it,  for  it  takes  the  place  to  a 
very  great  extent  of  the  pleasure  which  is  rapidly 


TUB  riHlSEL 


344 


TBE  CITY  OF  PEKING. 


becoming  obsolete — hunting.    There  ia  to-day  no  Indian  Territory  the  hunter  will  find  little  to  at- 

riiLch  gnmc  ou  the  prairies  as  existed  one  or  tiro  tract  lum  except  in  small  local  territories  east  of 

ilecades  ago.     The  bnOtalo  lias  become  areniiniit-  the  Rocky  Mountain  foothills, 
ceiice,  the  wild  horse  seldom  comes  north  of  Ko        For  this  reason,  as  well  Us  because  of  its  iq- 

Man's  Land,  the  prairie  chicken  and  duck  each  trinsic  pleasure,  coursing  is  likely  to  .become  one 

year   becon^o  less  plenty.     The  "man  with  the  of  tiie  West's  favorite  pleasures,  and  a  steadily  in- 

plow  "is  conquering  the  habitations  of  game,  and  creasing   interest  in   its  attractions  may  be  ex- 

with  the  opening  of  the  remaining  lands  of  the  pected  from  dwellers  on  prairies. 


THE  HA-TA  KEN  (CtTT  OATB). 
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A  LOKO,  black  line  of  sombre  wall,  a  splendid 
tower  rising  high  above  it,  a  narrow  dark  entrance 
approached  by  a  rugged  road  of  clumsy  slabs  of 
stone,  a  jostling  of  carta  and  horses  and  long 
strings  of  tawny  camels  ;  above,  a  sky  of  faultless 
blue,  that  perfect  sky  of  Northern  China;  in  the 
distance,  towers  and  minarets,  and  far  beyond, 
the  purple  of  the  Western  Hills — ^tliat  was  my  first 
and  most  enduring  impression  of  Peking.  Once 
within  the  city,  the  broad,  dusty  streets,  lined 
with  low  shops  and  houses,  the  crowds  of  brown- 
faced,  slovenly  clad  humanity,  the  snarling  dogs, 
the  filth  and  horrible  smells,  belied  the  grandeur 
of  the  city  from  without. 

At  first  approach  Peking  is  striking  in  the  ex- 
treme.    The  traveler's  journey  of  one  hundred 
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and  twenty  miles  from  Tientsin,  through  endless  ■ 
wheat  fields  continuing  almost  to  tlie  city  gates, 
has  not  prepared  him  for  the  vision  of  this  truly 
noble  capital.  There  are  none  of  the  Buburbaa 
features  characteristic  of  great  cities  in  the  West, 
no  vast  outskirts,  no  handsome  houses  and  gnr- 
dens  lining  the  highways  of  the  environs.  Tho 
great  city  wall  rises  from  the  plain  like  the  ram- 
part of  a  fort;  within  is  the  city,  without  is  the 
country,  no  gradual  merging  of  the  one  into  the 
other. 

Peking,  in  fact,  is  like  a  fort  in  many  respects, 
or  rather  like  a  huge  market  town  in  an  open 
plain  and  surrounded  by  protecting  walls.  Manj 
centuries  before  it  became  a  capital  the  spot  on 
which  it  stands  was  the  site  of  a  populous  city. 
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This  city  stood,  as  it  wefe,  on  debatable  ground, 
a  sort  of  an  outpost  of  Chinese  power  subject  to 
the  inroad  of  barbarian  invasion  from  the  north 
and  to  recapture  by  the  powerful  nations  at  the 
.south.  This  precarious  position,  washed  by  the 
flood  of  contending  arms,  accounts  for  the  many 
changes  in  the  city's  name  and  in  its  status,  now 
a  capital,  now  a  jnarket  town,  and  then  again  a 
military  post. 

Three  thousand  and  thirteen  years  ago,  under 
the  name  of  Chi,  it  was  the  capital  of  a  fief  given 
to  a  lineal  descendant  of  the  Emperor  Hwang-ti. 
Four  centuries  later  Chi  appears  in  Chinese  his- 
tory as  the  capital  of  the  independent  kingdom  of 
Yen.  In  the  year  221  B.C.  the  Emperor  Shih 
Hwang-ti,  the  greatest  of  all  China's  emperors, 
he  who  welded  the  independent  principalities  of 
China  into  a  united  kingdom  and  built  the  Great 
Wall  to  protect  its  northern  boundary,  overcame 
Yen  and  destroyed  its  capital.  Six  hundred 
years  later  Chi  is  again  the  capital  of  a  Tartar 
kingdom.  After  many  further  vicissitudes  and 
changes,  during  which  it  was,  under  various 
names,  the  seat  of  a  military  governor  of  the 
Tang  Dynasty,  the  capital  of  the  kingdom  of 
Liao,  a  prefectural  city  of  the  Sung  and  a  capital 
of  the  Chin  Tartars,  it  became,  in  1264,  the  seat 
of  government  of  the  great  conqueror  Kublai 
Khan,  and  one  of  the  most  noted  capitals  of  the 
world. 

It  was  under  this  monarch  that  Peking,  under 
its  Mongol  name  of  Khanbaligh — "  the  City  of 
the  Khan'' — first  became  known  to  Europe, 
through  the  visit  of  the  celebrated  Venetian, 
Marco  Polo.  From  this  time  on,  with  one  short 
interruption,  Peking  has  continued  the  capital  of 
China.  The  name  Peking  is  from  the  Chinese 
Pei-chi7ig,  or  '*  Northern  Capital."  This  name 
was  in  vogue  during  the  fifteenth  century,  when 
the  Jesuit  missionaries  first  arrived  in  China. 
Adopted  in  their  geographical  writings,  it  is  now 
definitely  established,  though  Peking  is  more 
usually  spoken  of  to-day  by  the  Chinese  as  Ching- 
cheng,  or  Cliing-tu — the  Capital. 

Peking  is  composed  of  two  distinct  cities,  known 
as  the  Tartar  and  the  Chinese  cities,  or  more  usu- 
ally the  "inner"  and  the  *' outer"  cities.  These 
two  cities  are  so  built  one  against  the  other  that 
the  southern  wall  of  the  Tartar  city  forms  the 
northern  wall  of  the  Chinese.  When  Kublai,  in 
the  thirteenth  century,  took  possession  of  the  an- 
cient Yenking  he  wasjnformed  by  his  astrologers 
that  this  city  would  prove  rebellious  and  raise 
disorders  against  his  authority.  He  accordingly 
erected  another  city  adjoining  it  on  the  north, 
into  which  he  moved  most  of  the  people.  As  it 
was  not  large  enough  for  them  all,  however,  they 


settled  around  the  southern  wall.  When  the 
Ming  Dynasty  came  to  the  throne  this  suburb  was 
very  largo,  and  in  the  year  1554  was  surrounded 
by  a  wall  somewhat  smaller  than  the  old  wall  of 
Khanbaligh.  Hence  the  somewhat  curious  spec- 
tacle of  two  walled  cities  so  close  to  one  another 
as  to  form  but  one  in  reality. 

Marco  Polo's  description  of  the  city  walls  and 
streets,  though  written  600  years  ago,  would  do 
very  well  for  to-day.  He  says :  '*  There  are  twelve 
gates,  and  over  each  gate  there  is  a  great  and 
handsome  palace,  so  that  there  are  on  each  side 
of  the  square  three  gates  and  five  palaces  :  for  (I 
ought  to  mention)  there  is  at  each  angle  also  a 
great  and  handsome  palace.  In  those  palaces  are 
vast  halls,  in  which  are  kept  ijie  arms  of  the  city 
garrison.  The  streets  are  so  straight  and  wide 
that  you  can  see  right  along  them  from  end  to 
end  and  from  one  gate  to  the  other.  And  up  and 
down  the  city  there  are  beautiful  palaces  and 
many  great  and  fine  hostelries  and  fine  houses  in 
great  numbers." 

The  beauties  of  these  '^ palaces"  and  ''fine 
houses  in  great  numbers"  are  not  so  striking  to 
the  modern  tourist  as  to  the  Venetian  wanderer 
of  600  years  ago.  The '*  palaces  "  over  the  city 
gates  still  remain,  and  are  striking  and  majestic 
edifices ;  but  Peking's  claim  to  distinction  conld 
scarcely  be  founded  on  her  architecture.  The 
city  is  laid  out  with  great  regularity  square  with 
the  points  of  the  compass,  an  oblong,  the  great- 
est length  being  north  and  south.  The  main 
highways,  as  well  as  smaller  streets  and  alleys,  run 
east  and  west  and  north  and  south,  crossing  one 
another  at  right  angles.  Broad  streets  lead  from 
the  gates  on  one  side  straight  across  the  city  out 
through  the  gates  on  the  other.  The  whole  plan 
reveals  the  dictates  of  a  conqueror,  of  a  man 
whose  word  was  law.  It  is  evident  that  the  com- 
mands of  the  Great  Khan  superseded  the  chance, 
the  slow  growth  of  centuries,  which  determine  the 
topography  of  other  capitals.  In  one  respect,  how- 
ever, his  successors  frustrated  his  design.  When 
the  Ming  emperors  had  overthrown  the  decaying 
Mongol  dynasty  they  found  the  northern  end  of 
Peking  deserted,  and  built  a  new  wall  across  the 
city,  reducing  its  dimensions  one-third  in  length. 

Inside  the  city  of  Peking,  having  its  walls  par- 
allel with  the  outer  walls,  lies  the  ''imperial 
city"  or  'Miwang  cheng,"  the  residence  of  the 
immediate  followera  of  the  Emperor.  This 
''hwang  cheng"  incloses  another  walled  inclos- 
ure,  the  ''prohibited  city,"  the  home  of  the  Em- 
peror, his  wives,  his  concubines,  his  countless 
eunuchs.  Within  its  inclosure  are  many  splen- 
did palaces  whose  curving  eaves  imitate  the  tents 
of  his  Tartar  ancestry,  whose  roofs  of  glittering 
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tiles  reflect  the  Biin,  making  them  vtBible  miles 
away,  and  proclaiming  the  residence  of  the  "Son 
of  HeaTen."  Yellow  is  tlie  imperial  color,  ex- 
clii^^ely  rescired  for  the  Emperor  in  his  gar- 
ments of  yellow  silk,  his  cliair  covered  with  yel- 
low satin,  his  roofs  of  yelloir  tiles,  and  even  in 
the  yellow  earth  with  which  are  covered  the  roads 
his  majesty  travels  on  the  rare  occasions  when  he 
goes  beyond  his  city.  Inside  this  "prohihited 
city  "are  the  halls  where  the  Emperor  receives 
his  ministers  of  state  and  gives  banquets  to  feuda- 
tory princes.  Besides,  it  contains  extensive  and 
beautiful  pleasure  grounds,  witli  artificial  lakes 
and  mountains,  the  highest  development  of  the 
Chinese  art  of  landscape  making,  fantastic  and 
picturesque. 

The  street  sights  of  Peking  are  extremely  novel 
and  interesting.  They  are  thronged  in  the  busier 
tboronghfares  with  a  motley  crowd  of  passers-by 
difficult  to  equal  elsewhere.  There  are  Chinese, 
Manchus,  Coreans,  Mongols  on  stalwart  camels, 
Mohammedans  from  Central  Asia,  and  many 
other  types  of  Asiatic  humanity.  Wedding  pro- 
cessions, with  the  bride  borne  in  a  closed  red 
chair,  preceded  by  a  long  proceBsion  of  barbarous 


music  and  waving  banners,  file  by,  encountering 
frequently  a  funeral  cortege,  the  dead  carried  in 
a  gigantic  coffin  covered  with  gaudy  embroid- 
eries, escorted  also  by  mnsicianB  whose  notes  are, 
presumably,  suited  to  the  occasion,  but  do  not 
seem  to  differ  in  kind  from  those  of  the  gayer 
rival. 

The  motley  crowds  of  naked,  ragged,  sore  and 
filthy  beggars  are  one  of  the  moat  picturesque,  if 
least  pleasant,  siglita  of  Peking.  The  Peking  beg- 
gar is  a  philosopher ;  whether  smitten  by  disease 
and  scarcely  able  to  drag  his  loathsome  body 
along  the  roadside,  oryonng  and  fat  and  healthy, 
running  beside  some  cart  or  pedestrian  lustily 
asking  alms,  he  seems  in  either  ease  to  be  acting 
from  conviction,  to  be  a  beggar  becanse  that  Is 
his  vocation,  and  to  have  no  intention  of  being 
anything  else. 

One  of  the  most  curious  featurea  of  Peking  beg- 
gar life  is  the  organization  of  this  vast  army  of 
ragamnflinB  into  a  guild.  This  is  the  higheat  de- 
velopment of  the  Chinese  talent  for  combination. 
Tliere  are  guilds  in  every  trade  and  occupation — 
gnilds  of  water  carriers,  gnilds  of  tea  merchants, 
guilds  of  boatmen,  guilds  of  wheelbarrow  coolies. 
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lu  tliG  krge  citiee  nlso  tliere  are  guilds  for  nearly 
every  province,  wliero  visiting  merclianU  and  other 
travelers  of  the  provinces  are  received  in  a  chib- 
JioiiBC  kept  by  tlieir  follow  provinciiila.  For  ex- 
ample, tlie  people  of  C:iiiton  are  great  mercliaiita, 
whose  wide-extended  business  takes  them  to  all 
corners  of  the  empire,  and  the  Canton  guild  in 
Peking  is  one  of  the  largest  and  most  nninerous 
organizations  in  the  city.  Btit  n  guild  of  beg- 
gars seems  siicl'  an  anomaly,  Euch  a  curious  in- 
stitution, as  to  arrest  at  once  the  attention.  Aa 
a  matter  of  fact,  however,  the  Peking  bcggura  de- 
rive great  strength  and  many  advantages  from 
their  organization.  They  have  a  chief  known  as 
the  "  hnatzn  tou,"  or  "  head  of  the  beggars."  Ho 
assigns  his  subordinates  certain  localities  in  which 
they  are  to  exercise  their  profession,  if  profession 
it  may  be  called.  He  composes  rhymes  and  verses 
which  they  may  sing  on  special  occasions,  as,  for 
instance,  when  begging  from  a  wedding  party,  or 
from  a  newly  ojiened  shop,  or  before  a  house 
where  a  sou  has  just  been  born.  He  arranges 
witli  the  proprietors  of  certain  shops  for  tlie  pay- 
ment of  an  annual  or  a  monthly  contribution,  in 
consideration  of  which  they  may  be  exempt  from 
molestation  by  his  all-pervading  ewarm  of  fol- 
lowers. 
Should  a  shopkeeper,  whose  patience  had  been 


exhausted  by  some  unusually  importunate  beggar, 
resort  to  violenco  ho  would  soon  find  the  folly  of 
the  deed.  The  victim,  re-ontorced  by  others  of  hia 
class,  would  renew  hia  importunities,  and  in  a 
gradually  increasing  crowd  so  hem  in  the  offend- 
ing shop  that  the  shopkeeper,  driven  to  despera- 
tion, would  be  happy  to  buy  release  from  these 
trade  destroyers. 

The  public  bnihlinga  of  Peking,  except  the 
yellow-tiled  buildings  in  the  imperial  city,  are 
not  remarkable.  The  "Six  Boards,"  the  Board 
of  War,  of  Works,  of  Uevouue,  of  Punishment, 
etc.,  are  shabby,  half-ruined  buildings,  utterly 
out  of  keeping  with  their  high-sounding  names 
and  the  importance  of  the  business  transacted  in 
them.  In  fact,  after  a  complete  examination  of 
Peking  in  general,  the  one  word  which  would 
seem  more  applicable  to  it  in  every  way  than  any 
other  is  the  word  "shabby."  Bombastic  titles, 
shabby  realities.  Tlie  "Nest  ot  Ten  Thousand 
Compartments"  dwindles,  on  examination,  into 
a  shabby  shop  of  half  a  dozen  miserable  rooms. 
The  "  Hall  of  Myriad  Virtues,"  an  investigation 
forces  us  to  recognize,  is  scarcely  what  wc  would 
call  a  hall  and  has  no  discoverable  virtue.  The 
Chang  An  Cliich — "Street  ot  Perpetual  Peiwje," 
truly  a  grand  name  for  a  street — is  a  broad  and 
dreary  expanse  of  dust,  where  the  foul  odors  of 
ruined  a  n  d  half- 
opened  sewers  con- 
test pre-eminence 
with  the  effluvia 
from  piles  of  filth 
and  the  decaying 
carcasses  of  deceased 
animals.  ThestKet^ 
of  Peking,  due  to  the 
utter  want  of  muni- 
cipal control  and  to 
the  disgusting  habits 
of  the  people,  are  the 
greatest  trial  to  the 
foreign  resident. 
This  could  be  made 
a  charming  capital. 
The  situation  in  a 
broad  plain,  sur- 
rounded by  a  semi- 
circlo  of  liills,  is  pict- 
uresque and  attract- 
ive. But  man  has 
set  to  work  to  over- 
come all  the  advan- 
tages of  uatui-e,  and, 
it  must  be  admitted, 
has  met  with  unqual- 
ified success. 


LUCULLUS    IN    MOSCOW. 


Cy  Captain  Alfred  Thompson. 


The  flutter  of  interest,  reprehensible  iis  it  may 
have  been  in  many  ways,  over  the  sinuous  dances 
licensed  in  the  Chicago  Fair,  and  so  recently  for- 
bidden by  the  New  York  police,  brings  to  my 
memory  a  dance  which  I  once  witnessed  in  con- 
nection with  the  most  lavish  entertainment  I  have 
ever  enjoyed.  For  the  enjoyment  was  intellectual 
as  well  as  sensuous. 

The  Lucullus  in  question  was  an  eminent  law- 
yer of  St.  Petersburg,  as  wealthy  as  lie  was  hos- 
pitable ;  and  not  even  in  New  York,  the  city  of 
elaborate  banquets,  have  I  ever  heard  of  sucli  a 
supper  as  the  one  I  shall  describe  as  taking  place 
during  my  visit  to  Russia. 

It  was  during  the  magnificent  coronation  re- 
joicings in  the  early  summer  of  1883  that  the  al- 
mighty press  was  first  acknowledged  as  a  power 
by  Muscovite  authorities  at  any  Russian  cere- 
mony. Certainly  on  no  occasion  has  so  much 
been  done  in  any  country  to  make  the  position  of 
Special  Correspondent  so  much  envied  ;  and  at  no 
time  has  greater  care  been  taken  to  assist  the  rep- 
resentatives of  the  first  journals  of  the  world  in 
their  enterprise. 

Having  lived  many  years  in  Paris,  I  was  per- 
haps more  intimate  with  the  French  correspond- 
ents than  with  the  English,  though  I  was  the 
fortunate  emissary  of  one  of  London's  best- known 
papers.  Anyway,  I  was  the  only  Englishman  at 
the  supper  given  to  the  French  press  by  our  host, 
and  as  all  Russians  of  any  pretension  to  society 
speak  French  fluently,  there  was  no  Anglo-Saxon 
stiffness  to  check  the  flow  of  spirits  and  raillery. 

It  was  at  Moscow,  given  at  a  noted  restaurant 
called  the  Ayr,  in  the  park  outside  the  city,  near 
the  Winter  Palace,  that  this  feast  was  given. 

Lucullus  had  asked  some  thirty  foreigners  in 
all  as  his  guests  ;  and  though  the  cost  of  his  ban- 
quet must  have  been  fabulous,  it  was  not  the  lav- 
ish expense  which  makes  its  memory  remarkable. 

I  had  been  kept  some  hours  at  the  wires  send- 
ing my  correspondence  to  London,  so  that  when 
I  had  dressed  for  the  evening  and  arrived  some- 
where about  nine  o'clock  at  the  restaurant  only 
one  or  two  stragglers  remained  to  complete  the 
list  of  invited. 

Nothing  could  outdo  the  courteous  reception 
accorded  to  all  and  each ;  and  I  was  soon  com- 
fortably ensconced  on  an  Oriental  ottoman,  with 
Albert  Wolff,  the  lamented  critic  of  the  Figaro, 
next  me,  and  other  well-known  Parisians  ou  all 
sides. 

This  8alo7i,  beautifully  furnished  with  the  varie- 


gated woods  of  the  Caucasus,  was  large  enough 
to  hold  more  than  the  party  of  guests.  A  large 
table  stood  nearly  m  the  centre,  on  which  was 
hissing  the  silver  samovar,  surrounded  by  many 
known  liqueurs,  the  finest  brands  of  cigars  and 
cigarettes,  besides  strawberries  and  cream,  and 
ices  of  orarious  kinds.  On  the  other  side  of  the 
table,  at  a  convenient  distance,  when  I  arrived, 
was  a  fiue  Hungarian  band  in  full  Magyar  uni- 
form, playing  as  nsual  without  written  music,  and 
led  by  the  conductor  on  his  violin. 

Every  now  and  then  some  plaintive  strain  of 
Hungarian  melody,  or  the  exciting  dash  of  the 
csardas  quickstep,  would  stay  the  conversation, 
while  the  ears  listened  and  the  eyes  twinkled  with 
pleasure.  Then  the  conversation,  principally 
about  the  gorgeous  scenes  and  ceremonies  wit- 
nessed during  the  day,  varied  with  the  amusing 
incidents  personal  to  this  or  that  journalist  in 
connection  with  the  day's  experiences,  would 
drown  the  tinkle  of  the  cymbalon  and  bring  a 
look  of  reproach  into  the  Budapest  Damrosch's 
eyes.  But  wit  and  imagination  sparkled  more 
brightly  among  these  Boulevardiers  than  even  in 
the  crystal  notes  of  the  Magyar  orchestra ;  and 
as  the  Hungarians  had  been  met  in  London, 
Paris  and  New  York  before,  it  was  not  their 
charm  that  could  hypnotize  our  party. 

Lucullus  saw  this  with  his  clear  perception,  for 
he  had  an  eye  and  an  answer  to  every  sally  and 
every  desire,  and  coming  up  to  us  said  :  **  Let 
us  try  something  else.  We  will  send  away  the 
Hungarians.  Qn*eti  dites  vouh  ?"  And  at  a  sig- 
nal the  orchestra  bowed,  the  cvmbalon  was  re- 
moved,  and  the  band  filed  out  to  give  plxicc  to  a 
Ilussian  chorus.  There  have  been  Russian  cho- 
ruses in  New  York  sintje,  as  in  Paris  and  London, 
but  at  this  date  I  doubt  if  any  well-trained  Mus- 
covite singers  had  ever  left  their  country. 

There  must  have  been  between  forty  and  fifty, 
in  the  national  moujik  dress — the  long  gabar- 
dine over  the  elegant  tunic  sashed  round  the 
waist  with  crimson  silk  ;  the  toque  with  its  aigrette 
of  peacock  feathers;  and  tlie  wrinkled  Hessian 
boots,  over  the  tops  of  which  fell  the  full  red 
knickerbockers  ;  all  the  men  with  full  beards,  and 
hair  rolled  back  over  the  ears  and  cut  straight 
over  the  forehead. 

h\  all  slave  lands — and  the  atavism  of  the  serfs 
as  well  as  the  inherent  tyranny  of  a  despotic 
government  throw  a  sadness  ever  round  the 
pleasures  of  the  Russian  peasants — the  music 
bears  the  imprint  of  melancholy  throughout. 
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That  is  the  prevailing  character  of  the  Russian 
singing,  even  when  heard  in  the  chants  of  tl)e 
Cossack  cavalry  upon  the  march.  And  the  jig 
dancing,  to  the  rapid  measures  all  remember  who 
Lave  once  heard  them,  seems  to  conceal  a  wailing 
protest  against  jollity  being  admissible  even  for 
8nch  a  dance  as  theirs. 

But  their  jig  dancing  throws  all  the  break- 
downs, plantations  and  kangaroos  into  the  shade. 
Young  boys  seem  to  be  the  most  nimble,  and 
nothing  can  be  more  picturesque  than  the  half- 
Circassian  costume  worn  by  these  dancers,  with 
their  hands  gracefully  planted  on  the  hips  and 
the  head  thrown  back.  The  walk  round,  which 
is  done  with  the  right  arm  in  the  air,  is  effected 
with  a  glide  and  rapidity  that  make  the  dancer 
look  as  if  he  AVere  on  skates  ;  and  when  he  returns 
to  the  centre  and  begins  his  cuts  and  springs  into 
the  air,  now  bending  the  limbs  at  the  knees  till 
the  heels  touch  beneath  him,  now  doing  the 
split  'in  the  air  before  he  returns  to  the  ground, 
and  all  with  an  elasticity  that  I  have  never  seen 
equaled  elsewhere,  no  wonder  the  singers  add  fire 
to  their  chorus  and  press  the  time  in  their  ex- 
citement. The  dance  is  the  only  thing  besides 
vodka  that  seems  to  fetch  any  enthusiasm  out  of 
the  moujik. 

Then  suddenly  the  dancer  finishes,  without 
appearing  the  least  out  of  breathy  the  allegro 
changes  to  an  adagio  ;  and  the  dirge  that  follows 
seems  fraught  with  remorse,  until  another  dancer, 
silently,  like  an  Indian  brave,  comes  out  into  the 
circle  to  show  his  stylo  of  dance.  But  these  were 
not  the  climax  of  our  concert.  By  no  means. 
They  bowed  themselv*es  out,  evidently  well  pleased 
with  their  gratuities,  a^id  in  their  place  arrived 
far  the  most  interesting  and  novel  item  on  our 
programme,  the  Russian  gypsies. 

It  is  strange  how  the  gypsy  tribes,  separated 
and  widespread  as  the  Jews,  are  to  be  met  and 
recognized  in  all  quarters  of  the  globe.  The  type 
here  in  Moscow  is,  perhaps,  more  truly  Egyptian 
— that  is,  more  resembling  the  types  of  physiog- 
nomy on  the  Karnak  temples — than  among  the 
Hungarian,  Spanish  or  English  Romany ;  but 
the  olive  comjilexion,  the  flashing  black  eye,  the 
raven  hair,  are  the  same  throughout.  There  were 
probably  ten  women  to  twenty  men  ;  and  the 
women,  most  of  them  young,  some  two  or  three 
not  more  than  sixteen,  sat  down,  while  the  men 
stood  round,  swarthy  and  fiendish  in  their  looks. 

The  women  without  exception  wore  flowers  in 
their  black  wavy  hair,  hanging  over  the  left  ear, 
camellias  or  roses,  with  a  few  coins  glittering  here 
and  there,  and  colored  shawls,  much  like  the 
cigarmakers  in  Seville,  over  their  shoulders. 
Their  music,  accompanied  by  a  guitar,  a  zithern. 


three  violins  and  a  cello,  is  much  like  the  Hun- 
garian gypsy,  with  a  memory  almost  of  the  gitano 
of  Spain  breaking  in  at  intervals.  They  began 
with  a  cantata  called  **  Moskwa,"  of  which  they 
seemed  very  proud  as  a  composition,  but  I  am 
bound  to  say  it  seemed  long  and  rather  tedious. 
But  what  followed  was  a  compensation  such  as 
Salvini  might  be  after  a  lay  sermon  by  Ibsen,  or 
a  monologue  of  Sarah  Bernhardt  after  a  funeral 
comedy  of  Maeterlinck's. 

One  of  the  gypsy  women,  who  played  the  guitar, 
announced  a  dramatic  ballad. 

This  woman,  though  not  in  her  2^^omierejeii' 
nesse,  being  probably  nearer  forty  than  thirty,  was 
strikingly  handsome,  with  more  of  the  beauty  of 
Ristori  than  of  any  other  actress  I  remember, 
but  with  a  power  of  dramatic  expression  and  a 
pathos  that  ought  to  have  carried  her  out  of  this 
gypsy  band  on  to  her  country's  stage. 

Since  I  saw  her  I  have  seen  Duse,  the  Italian, 
and  the  actress  in  her  best  moments  forcibly  re- 
called this  zingara  Rachel. 

The  ballad  was  a  legend,  our  host  told  us — for 
none  of  us  knew  more  Russian  than  woula  order 
a  dinner  or  direct  a  coachman — recording  tho 
story  of  a  gypsy  princess  wlio  loved  a  foreigner, 
and  was  waiting  for  him  to  come  to  her  arms, 
when  his  rival  attacked  him,  and  she  became  a 
widow  before  they  were  married.  The  tragedy 
was  not  very  new  or  original,  but  the  singer — who 
could  scarcely  be  said  to  sing,  for  it  was  more  in 
the  nature  of  a  modulated  recitation  accompanied 
by  the  strings — put  such  profound  melancholy, 
such  hopeless  despair  and  such  touching  passion 
into  her  chant  that  everyone  present  was  carried 
away  by  the  startling  impression  her  acting  made. 

When  she  concluded  I  was  as  bubbling  over  as 
any  Parisian  could  be  with  admiration,  and  tear- 
ing my  bouquet  from  its  buttonhole,  threw  it  at 
the  artist's  feet.  , 

It  looked  like  a  signal,  for  all  the  Paris  jour- 
nalists rose  and  followed  suit,  those  who  had  no 
boutonnieres  to  throw  waving  their  handkerchiefs 
and  shouting  "^rat;o"and  ''Bis''  till  the  poor 
woman  was  overcome  with  her  success.  She  red- 
dened with  pleasure,  and  a  tear  stood  in  each  eye 
as  she  smiled  her  thanks. 

After  that  the  only  thing  that  could  change  the 
high-strung  chord  was  a  violent  climax.  This 
came  in  the  dance  which  I  started  by  saying  was 
far  more  remarkable  than  any  clause  du  ventre 
ever  exhibited  at  Cairo  or  Chicago,  at  the  sama 
time  without  the  offense  of  the  almoes. 

A  gypsy  girl,  seventeen  or  eighteen  years  of 
age,  stood  out  in  front  of  the  singers,  and  was 
immediately  acclaimed  by  her  tribe,  as  well  as  by 
our  host,  with  shouts  of  welcome.     Though  her 
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costume  was  ratlier  European  than  Oriental,  be- 
ing a  dark  silk,  close-fitting  corsage,  opening  bo- 
low  the  bosom  OA'er  a  fine  white  silk  shirt  that 
welled  gracefully  over  a  kilted  skirt  coming  to  her 
ankles,  beneath  which  French  slippers  and  pink 
silk  stockings  were  occasionally  visible,  there  was 
Bometh'ing  in  the  general  outline  that  suggested 
more  than  in  the  others  the  priestess  of  Isia  seen 
on  the  temples  of  the  Nile. 

Her  e^ea  were  splendid,  and  shone  like  the 
onyx ;  her  blue-black  hair  waved  in  astrakhan 
ripples  over  her  low  forehead  ;  the  face  was  a  pure 
ovoid,  and  more  brown  tlian  olive,  but  with  a 
natural  carmine  glowing  through  the  chocks  and 
lips.'  The  nose,  as  in  most  of  the  daugliters  of 
the  Pharaohs,  was  too  long  when  seen  in  profile  ; 
but  i\\\i  did  not  detract  from  the  girl's  beauty 
w^hen  facing  ns.  A  yellow  rose  and  many  coins 
were  in  her  hair,  which  hung  in  one  long  plait 
behind. 

After  she  had  gone  through  Some  simple  mo- 
tions, bending  the  knee  and  tripping  round  her 
own  ground,  changing  feet  and  raising  her  arms, 
bare  from  the  elbow  only,  and  half-covered  with 
bangles  of  the  Caucasus,  she  seemed  to  poise  her- 
self like  a  serpent  before  it  springs,  while  her 
eyes  dilated  and  her  bosom  heaved.  Then  there 
came  an  expression  over  her  face  such  as  must 
have  appeared  on  the  brow  of  the  pythoness  when, 
seated  on  her  tripod,  the  first  intimation  of  the 
oracle  formed  itself  on  her  brain. 

The  feet  beat  time  to  the  music,  which  throbbed 
and  pulsated  with  increasing  fervor;  there  was 
noticeable  a  vibrating  motion,  which,  commenc- 
ing almost  in  her  splendid  hair,  passed  over  her 
features  to  her  shoulders,  gathering  power  as  it 
grew,  fluttering  round  her  breast,  and  at  last  cul- 
minating in  the  motion  of  the  entire  body,  till 
her  form,  from  shoulders  to  knees,  was  quivering 
in  well-defined  rhythmic  undulations  that  looked 
like  the  paroxysms  of  tetanic  frenzy,  and  yet  so 
perfectly  under  control  that  the  girl's  beauty  only 
increased  by  the  hectic  color  in  her  face,  with 
nothing  intervening  to  suggest  pain  or  disgust. 

That  the  girl  was  specially  endowed  with  this 
remarkable  power  of  muscle  motion  was  i)roved 
by  anotlier  who  took  her  place  while  she  reposed 
before  she  could  accept  an  encore.  The  second 
girl  succeeded  m  giving  some  oscillation  to  her 
shoulders,  but  was  as  far  in  skill  from  her  sister 
gypsy  as  tlie  first  was  superior  in  grace  and  ele- 
gance to  those  around  her. 

I  have  seen  dances  of  almost  every  nationality ; 
among  the  various  tribes  of  European  zigenner, 
gitanos  or  zingari  ;  among  the  almees  of  Egy2)t 
and  the  Nautch  troupes  of  Ilindostan,  Ceylon 
and  Java ;  but  I  have  never  seen  such  marvelous 


muscular  vibration,  so  rapid,  so  accentuated,  and 
yet  so  classical,  as  in  this  Moscow  gypsy  at  tliat 
banquet  of  our  Lucullus. 

The  Parisians,  with  that  admiration  of  all  that 
is  feminine  so  oj^en  in  them,  burnt  their  flatter- 
ing incense  before  the  little  priestess  of  Isis  till 
everything  else  was  forgotten  ;  for  she  spoke  some 
French,  and  understood  most  of  what  was  said 
in  that  language.  So  that  when  our  host,  think- 
ing the  bouquet  of  his  entertainment  was  reached, 
invited  us  to  supper,  I  was  not  surprised  to  see 
the  little  Egyptian  smuggled  into  the  supper 
room  between  two  of  the  best-known  Paris  jour- 
nalists. Yes,  our  concerts  and  our  coffee,  our 
string  bands  and  our  strawberries,  our  choruses 
and  cigarettes  were  only  the  overtures  to  the 
banquet  our  Lucullus  had  prepared. 

We  Avere  ushered  by  a  waiter  in  the  pictur- 
esque moujik  dress,  with  white  sleeves  and 
knickerbockers  and  a  blue  sash,  to  a  grand  sa- 
loon hung  with  rich  ruby  brocade.  Here  was  a 
long  table  inclined  much  to  groan  beneath  its 
lavish  display  of  sweets  and  silver  service.  At  the 
end  of  tlie  room  v/as  the  sakoitska,  the  appetizing 
buffet  of  hops  iV(euvres  and  tasty  snacks  which, 
witli  a  glass  of  vodka,  always  form  the  prelude  in 
Russia  to  a  dinner. 

Caviare  from  the  Volga,  prawns  from  the  Cas- 
pian, unwholesome-looking  mushrooms  fronl 
Nijni,  and  every  kind  of  pickle,  preserve  or  pi- 
mento that  can  induce  dyspepsia  or  encourage 
digestion,  are  there  ;  while  a  thimbleful  of  spirit, 
be  it  the  national  vodka,  or  the  aromatic  alasch, 
potato  brandy,  or  the  more  aristocratic  chartreuse, 
is  a  sine  qua  non  for  the  security  of  your  stom- 
ach before  attacking  the  sterlet  and  the  rabchik, 
the  salmon  and  the  wild  duck  awaiting  you. 

Here  we  were  soon  seated  (for  foreigners  seldom 
follow  suit  at  the  sakouska,  where  Itussians  be- 
have like  American  tramps  at  a  free  lunch),  dis- 
cussing not  only  the  splendid  supper  and  its  con- 
comitant champagne,  but  the  arts  of  dance  and 
song,  the  creeds  of  musical  nations  and  the  origin 
of  the  gypsies. 

A  trait  in  their  character  had  been  scarcely 
mentioned  relative  to  tlie  jealousy  with  which 
their  women  were  "guarded  when  a  curious  illus- 
tration was  brought  to  ns  under  the  very  nose  of 
Lucullus  himself.  The  2)retty  little  vihron  who 
had,  after  her  fascinating  convolutions,  been  smug- 
gled into  the  salon,  was  laughing  and  joking  at 
the  top  of  the  table  with  the  host  and  guests  near 
her  over  a  goblet  of  Porier-Jouet  when  the  gypsy 
impresario  entered  without  much  ceremony,  and 
in  a  few  incomprehensible  words,  which  made 
the  poor  girl's  cheek  pale,  bade  her  come  to  her 
tribe.     We  all  wanted  her  to  accept  gifts,  but  the 
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grand  Lucullus  would  not  hear  of  her  receiving 
except  from  his  purse,  and  after  he  had  given  the 
gypsy  as  good  as  he  gave  in  straight  Hussian,  tlie 
gyrating  heroine  of  the  Romany  tribe  left  us  with 
a  look  of  regret,  as  her  champagne  glass  was  still 
half  full. 

I  have  reason  to  believe  after  all  that  the  girl's 
services  were  required  at  another  banquet,  and 
that  it  was  business  more  than  jealousy  that  called 
her  away.  Anyway,  it  was  an  amusing  interlude, 
and  not  soon  forgotten  by  the  correspondent  who 
had  been  absorbed  in  her  black  eves  and  bewitch- 
ing  naturalness.  Wo  were  soon  so  engrossed  with 
ourselves,  our  host's  fabulous  hospitality  and  our 
plates  that  we  had  not  noticed  the  entrance  of 
another  spectacle  engaged  for  our  better  enter- 
tainment. 

Suddenly  a  chorus  from  Offenbach's  *'  Belle 
Helene"  struck  up,  and  looking,  we  saw  ranged 
along  the  end  of  the  saloon  opposite  the  buffet 
fifteen  young  Viennese  girls  in  white  and  gold 
Ai:strian  uniform,  with  scarlet  boots  and  short 
satin  skirts  that  reached  just  below  the  knee. 
All  the  singers  were  of  that  beautiful  blond  type 
so  often  seen  on  the  stage  in  Vienna,  with  perfect 
forms  and  a  chic  that  is  only  found  away  from 
France  among  these  Wiener  Schwalben  ;  for  among 
German-speaking  nations  the  Viennese  resemble 
most  the  Parisians. 

After  listening  and  applauding  several  of  the 
best-known  numbers  of  Strauss's  and  Lecoq's 
operas,  the  idea  of  making  women  stand  up  while 
we  were  feeding  was  too  Oriental  for  Frenchmen, 


so  chairs  were  called  for,  and  all  the  pretty  Vien- 
nese came  in  to  supper. 

I  was  fortunate  in  finding  the  prettiest  of  these 
soubrettcs  between  myself  and  my  neighbor, 
speaking  French  as  well  as  she  did  German,  and 
seemingly  well  pleased  with  the  tour  she  was 
making.  It  seems  that  her  manager  engaged 
them  all  under  contract  from  the  Viennese  Folk- 
theatres  during  the  summer  to  sing  at  the  big 
cities  in  Russia,  Poland  and  North  Germany. 
Sometimes  they  appeared  at  variety  halls,  some- 
times in  the  open-air  gardens,  and  still  oftener 
at  private  parties.  They  had  a  multitude  of  cos- 
tumes as  bright  and  brilliant  as  tiio  one  they  wore, 
which  certainly  looked  as  if  it  had  only  been  just 
taken  out  of  their  trunks,  so  clean  and  fresh  did 
they  all  look.  As  few  Parisians  speak  German, 
and  Olga,  as  she  called  herself,  spoke  excellent 
French,  the  little  soubrette  was  much  in  demand  : 
So,  as  it  was  three  o'clock  a.m.,  and  I  had  to  be  at 
a  review  the  next  morning,  I  excused  myself, 
and  after  repeated  expressions  of  thanks  on  my 
side  to  Lucullus,  and  protestations  of  his  devotion 
on  the  other,  I  managed  to  escape  to  my  drosky 
waiting  outside,  that  was  soon  rattling  my  bones 
over  the  stones  of  the  worst-paved  (yes,  worae 
than  New  York  I)  city  in  the  world.  As  1  jumped 
out  at  the  door  of  the  Slav jansky- Bazar,  the  best 
hotel  in  Russia,  Albert  Wolff  sprang  out  of  an- 
other drosky,  and  as  we  compared  notes  over  a 
hot  samovar  in  the  smoking  room  both  agreed 
that  our  Lucullus  had  given  us  a  banquet  worthy 
of  his  great  predecessor.   ^ 
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By  Norman  Galk. 


I  BOWLED  three  sanctified  fiouls 

With  three  conseculivo  balh! 
What  do  I  cnre  if  inoudin  trod 

Over  Niagara  Falls  ? 
"What  do  I  care  for  the  loon  in  the  Pit, 

Or  the  gilded  earl  in  the  Stalls? 
I  bowled  three  curates  once 

With  three  consecutive  balls ! 


I  caused  three  Protestant  "dncks" 

V/ith  three  consecutive  balls  I 
Poct.s  may  rave  of  lily  girls 

Dancing  in  marble  halls! 
Y/hat  do  I  care  for  a  bevy  of  yachts 

Or  a  dozen  or  so  of  yawls  ? 
I  bowled  three  curates  once 

With  three  consecutive  balls! 


I  bowled  three  cricketing  priests 

With  three  consecutive  balls! 
Vvlmt  if  a  critic  jwuuds  a  book, 

What  if  an  author  squalls? 
What  do  I  care  if  sciatica  comes, 

Elephantiasis  calls? 
I  bowled  three  curates  once 

With  three  consecutive  balls! 
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In  two  lionra  I  start  for  tlio  island  home  of  my 
yonth,  but  it  is  far  from  my  intention  to  leave 
WcBtern  civilization  witliout  at  least  an  efTort  to 
juBtify  myself  before  those  who  wonld  brand  me 
with  the  mark  of  Cain,  In  the  room  at  my  hotel 
I  Bhall  deposit  this  paper,  careless  as  to  tlie  hands 
into  which  it  may  fall,  and  knowing  well  that  the 
excitement  of  my  crime  will  aroiiso  sufficient  in- 
terest in  the  confession  of  it  to  insure  the  pres- 
ervation of  this  defense.  The  leopard  cannot 
change  his  apota,  nor  can  the  lion  be  tamed. 
Vol.  IIXVIII  ,  No.  3—23. 


words  I  will  begin  my 


With  thoae  explanatory 
storv. 

Born  of  a  Swedish  father  and  a  dark-skinned 
Fijian  mother,  I  first  opened  my  eyea  to  the  light 
in  the  little  sea-bound  island  of  Tana).  High 
mountains,  abrupt  precipices  and  peaks  shattered 
into  strange  forms  like  ancient  battlements  sur- 
rounded the  grove  of  cocoannt  trees  which  formed 
my  playground,  and  the  wild  music  of  some  tur- 
bulent stream  dashing  headlong  over  bare  rocks 
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which  refused  it  a  channel  sonnded  in  my  infant 
ears  from  dawn  to  sunsot.  No  softening  influ- 
ences tamed  the  blood  which  coursed  through  my 
veins,  and  my  sole  id(»a  of  a  deity  was  the  fierce 
god  Ndengi,  whose  thirst  for  human  sacrifice  wa^ 
an  unquenchable  flame. 

Inheriting  from  my  sailor  father  the  fair  hair 
and  Northern  features  that  have  been  my  ruin,  I 
was  made  strong  and  muscular  by  the  sap  which 
flowed  from  a  savage  and  cruel  fount.  You,  sons 
and  daughters  of  a  tmnquil  land,  are  taught  to 
whisper  your  prayers  at  a  gentle  mother's  knee ; 
but  I,  the  son  of  a  woman  whose  ancestors  were 
linrtured  in  the  lair  of  cannibalism,  was  fbrced  by 
cruelty  to  be  cruel,  was  made  to  practice  the  hor- 
ror of  life  taking,  while  your  happier  ffeet  fol- 
loAved  in  the  steps  of  One  whose  motto  was  Peace. 

Such  was  I  at  the  age  of  twelve  years,  when  a 
missionary  from  Mbau  sent  me  to  Ix)ndon,  that  I' 
miglit  be  fitted  to  return  and  dispel  the  darkness 
of  ignorance  among  my  people. 

As  a  thirsty  man  imbibes  water  from  a.  spar- 
kling spring,  so  did  I — child  of  darkness^— open 
my  mind  to  partake  with  feverish  zest  of  the 
tree  of  knowledge,  basking  in  sunny  skies  to 
which  I  was  an  alien,  and  dropping  link  by  link 
from  my  limbs  the  outward  fetters  that  had 
bound  me  to  wild  beasts. 

As  time  {lussod  I  attracted  the  attention  of  a 
young  man  named  Carlyle  Rodman,  who,  having 
some  influence  and  more  money,  turned  my  steps 
from  their  intended  channel,  and  inflamed  my 
imagination  by  the  El  Dorados  of  social  success 
to  which  he  could  lead  me.  Having  a  natural 
aptitude  for  learning,  and  incited  to  climb  by  the 
applause  of  men  well  up  the  ladder  of  fame, 
I  worked  day  and  night,  till  at  last,  under  the 
adopted  name  of  Horace  Chippendale,  I  rose  by 
mighty  effort,  like  the  Phenix,  from  the  ashes 
of  an  obscure  past,  and  soaring  in  the  blue  ether 
of  my  profession,  became  a  star. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  I  met  Lady  Caven- 
dish, then  the  most  fashiomible  woman  in  Lon- 
don, as  well  as  the  most  cultivated  and  charming 
of  conversationalists.  Her  beauty  attracted  my 
eye,  her  wit  and  accomplishments  wooed  my 
heart,  and  I  threw  myself  into  the  vortex  of  so- 
ciety, clinging,  in  the  mad  whirl  that  followed,  to 
Rodman  as  a  sinking  man  to  a  straw,  while  all 
the  instincts  and  impulses  of  my  new  life  clash(3d, 
in  eternal  conflict,  with  the  passions  and  vices  of 
the  old,  and  my  soul,  in  its  moral  seesaw,  wavered 
between  Olympus  and  Hades. 

Can  you  realize  the  temptations  whicli  befell 
such  a  man  as  I  was  ?  Nurtured  in  the  vices  and 
superstitions  of  my  forefathers,  inheriting  from 
them  nothing  more  powerful  than  a  fear  (which 


I  could  not  overcome)  of  a  heathen  deity,  and  a 
thirst  for  human  blood  which  came  over  me  at 
times  with  the  force  of  an  imperious  passion,  and 
ov^r  whose  flood  gates  of  carnal  appetite  the  mere 
varnish  of  civilization  had  no  power,  I  spent  long 
hours  in  the  solitude  of  my  room  fighting  out 
with  deadly  hatred  the  enemy  which  was  gnawing 
at  my  very  vitals. 

It  was,  as  I  said,  at  this  time  that  I  met  Lady 
Cavendish,  and  the  manner  in  which  I  maile  my 
dilnit  in  her  drawing  room  was  as  follows  : 

Rodman  returned  to  the  suite  of  rooms  which 
we  occupied  in  partnership,  one  night,  in  unusu- 
ally high  spirits. 

"ChippendaliB  !" cried  he,  seating  himself  upon 
a  piano  stool,  *'your  star  is  in  the  ascendant,  old 
boy.  I'm  going  to  make  you  one  of  Lady  Caven- 
dish's pet  lions." 

"  Lady  Cavendish  !*'  I  exclaimed,  glancing  up, 
somewhat  irritably,  from  my  book.  "  Who  may 
she  be  ?' 

"She'fi  the  open  sesame  which  leads  into  the 
paradise  of  good  sociiBty,''  returned  Rodman,  with 
nnru filed  gdod  hamon  "Not  to  know  her  argues 
yourself  unknown ;  but  once  cross  the  magic 
threshold  of  Leigh  ton  Court  and — piff-I — there 
you  are,  hobnobbing  with  people  who  have  grand- 
mothers. Ah,  I  see  you  are  puzzled.  Chip.  In 
the  South  PacifilR  one's  grandmother  may  be  a 
necessary  evil,  but  among  the  hon  ton  of  London 
she  proves  that  your  pedigree  does  not  begin  witli 
yourself." 

I  stared  at  my  friend  somewhat  curiously. 

'*It  strikes  me,'*  I  said,  with  blunt  truthful- 
ness, '*  that  there  is  a  certain  amount  of  obscurity 
about  your  own  forbears.  May  I  inquire,  then, 
how  you  obtained  admittance  to  this  charmed 
circle  ?" 

"Oh,  that's  funny  enough/"  replied.  Rodman, 
twisting  himself  round  and  round  by  rapid  evolu- 
tions of  the  piano  stool.  ''You  must  know. 
Chip,  that  Lady  Cavendish  demands  your  talents, 
and  not  your  pedigree,  as  a  passport.  Being  a 
friend  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  she  can  afford  to 
have  fads.  Gibson  (you  have  heard  me  speak  of 
him)  was  already  on  his  feet  at  Leigh  ton  Court, 
and  making  quite  a  score  on  his  expedition  into 
Central  Africa,  when  he,  one  day,  drew  his 
charming  hostess  aside. 

"'I  want  to  beg  a  favor,'  whispered  he,  slyly. 
'I  have  a  friend  named  Rodman,  who  would  be  a 
great  addition  to  the  galaxy  of  talent  in  your 
drawing  rooms.  May  I  bring  him  next  Tues- 
day ?' 

*'  Her  ladyship  raised  to  Gibson's  face  a  pair  of 
interested  blue  eyes. 

'* '  What  can  he  do  ?'  asked  she,  behind  her  fan» 
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"CTiarlle  flinched;  the  fact  being  tliat  I  was 
at  that  time  a  mere  deadhead. 

'' '  Do  V  he  stammered,  floiinderingy  like  a  fish 
on  the  end  of  a  hook,  after  an  idea.  *  Why,  lie 
— he — he — is  the  most  delightful  amateur  clog 
dancer  in  America.* 

'*  *  How  amusing  V  cried  the  hostess ;  '  and  such 
a  novelty  !     Bring  him  by  all  means.' 

'^ '  Well,  that's  a  fine  snarl  you've  got  mo  into,' 
I  protested,  when  Gibson  informed  me  of  his  as- 
ini^iity.     'I  can't  shuffle  a  step.' 

'*  'By  George,  you've  got  to  !'  roared  he  ;  and. 
Chip,  npon  my  word,  it's  the  biggest  joke  on  rec- 
ordy  but  I  took  lessons  in  clog  dancing  at  a  Hay- 
market  Tariety  theatre,  to  be  subsequently  intro- 
duced in  Lady  Cavendish's  salon  as  an  American. 
Not  only  that,  but  within  a  month  I  had  a  basket- 
ful of  pink  and  blue  notes  from  the  prettiest 
girls  in  Belgravia  asking  me  if  I  would  not  teach 
them  a  few  steps  of  my  *  delightful  shuffle.'" 

Rodman  finished  this  story  amid  peals  of  laugh- 
ter, while  the  piano  stool  squealed  as  if  in  sym- 
pathetic appreciation  of  the  joke. 

"  A  fine  figure  I  would  make  in  a  salon  /"  I 
mattered,  grimly.  *'  You'd  best  be  content  with 
my  reputation  as  a  lawyer,  wliich  requires  nothing 
beyond  semi-civilization." 

"Get  up,  get  up,  man  alive  !" urged  my  friend, 
eagerly.  *'Look  at  yourself  in  that  full-length 
mirror,  and  see  if  you  are  not  as  well-looking  as 
any  kniglit  of  the  nineteenth  century.  By  George, 
Chip,  your  physique  is  superb  !  A  modern  Her- 
cules come  to  Belgravia  !  Look  at  your  eyes — 
shooting  stars,  my  boy,  if  you  train  yourself  to 
use  them.  I'll  wager  that  within  a  month  you 
will  be  the  most  popular  man  in  the  set,  and  that 
even  Eunice  Armstrong,  the  latest  bud,  will  offer 
incense  before  the  new  shrine." 

*' And  on  what  pretense,"  I  asked,  contemplat- 
ing myself,  with  surly  ill  humor,  in  the  glass, 
** shall  I  obtain  admittance?" 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  while  Rodman 
bit  the  ends  of  his  tawny  mustache  in  meditation. 

"As  a  cannibal !"  cried  he.  "Great  Scott,  you 
would  bring  down  the  house  !" 

Like  a  lion  about  to  spring  I  turned  suddenly 
and  faced  Rodman.  In  the  mirror  I  caught  sight 
of  my  own  eyes.  Shooting  stars  had  he  called 
them  ?     Demon  stars,  rather  ! 

Then,  ere  I  could  resist  the  impulse  which 
prompted  it,  I  had  sprung  forward  to  grasp  his 
arm  with  trembling  rage.  He  flinched  slightly, 
avoiding  the  baneful  light  of  my  angry  eyes. 

"Sit  down  !"  pleaded  he,  soothingly.  "Calm 
yourself,  Chippendale." 

"  t)on't  do  that  1"  I  cried.  "  Don't,  flinch,  Rod- 


man. 


» 


His  face  paled  with  the  surprise  of  fear  as  he 
withdrew  still  further  from  my  grasp. 

"See  here,"  burst  from  my  lips;  "you  have 
garbed  me  in  a  dress  suit,  and  have  taught  me 
the  A,  B,  C's  of  culture,  but  have  you  changed  my 
heart  ?  Can  jou  tame  a  lion  ?  Hah  !  Yes,  you 
may  teach  him  to  assume  the  nature  of  a  lamb, 
but  do  you  dare  to  turn  your  back  upon  him  ? 
Can  you  afford  to  let  him  learn  that  he,  and  not 
yourself,  has  the  virile  power  ?  Be  master,  Rod- 
man, or  turn  me  from  your  doors  an  outcast  and 
an  alien.  There  is  between  the  brute  and  the 
Christian  an  insurmountable  barrier.  Keep  your 
bars  up — do  you  hear  me  ? — keep  your  bars  up." 

An  hour  later,  however,  my  friend  had,  with 
his  usual  nonchalance,  forgotten  my  outbreak, 
and  we  (were  chatting  as  amicably  as  ever  over 
our  cigars  before  the  open  grate  fire  in  the  din- 
ing room. 

♦  **««« 

It  was  a  few  weeks  later  that,  with  Lady  Cav- 
endish on  my  arm,  I  wandered  through  her  con- 
servatory, fragrant  with  the  odor  of  a  thousand 
flowers  and  melodious  with  the  song  of  birds. 

"  Does  not  this  remind  you,  a  little — oh,  a 
very  little — of  your  own  charming  islands  in  tlie 
South  Pacific,  Mr.  Chippendale  ?*'  asked  she, 
smiling,  and  playing  with  a  gorgeous  diamond 
locket  that,  in  the  light  cast  by  colored  lamps, 
had  blushed  a  rosy  pink. 

"A  little,  as  you  say,"  I  replied,  striving  to 
subdue  an  impulse  which  beset  me  to  fiy  from 
the  restraint  of  her  presence,  the  noise  of  the 
Hungarian  Band  and  the  oppressive  languor  of 
the  flower-scented  air. 

But  even  as  I  spoke,  longing  for  freedom, 
there  fell  upon  me  the  fetters  of  a  chain  of  gold, 
and  I  stood  rooted  to  the  spot  by  the  magic  spell 
of  a  woman's  beauty,  which,  inthralling  my 
senses,  sent  my  blood  coursing  through  its  veins 
like  streams  of  molten  fii*e. 

Beauty  ?  Ah,  I  had  seen  handsome  women, 
and  it  may  be  that  by  the  order  of  fate  this  meet- 
ing was  decreed.  I  only  know  that,  pausing  for  a 
moment  beside  a  crystal  fountain,  shaded  by  date 
palms,  I  heard,  as  in  a  dream,  the  voice  of  my 
hostess  exclaim,  laughingly  : 

"  Wiiy,  Eunice,  you  here,  and  alone  ?  Pray, 
where  is  your  partner  ?" 

Then  raising  my  head,  I  beheld  standing  be- 
fore us  the  fairest  flower  upon  which  my  eyes  had 
ever  rested. 

Kot  an  exotic,  but  a  field  flower,  a  wild  rose,  a 
symphony  in  tender  pink,  with  pale  sweet  checks 
and  starry  violet  eyes,  framed  by  a  halo  of  golden 
hair. 
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You  have  seen  snch  girls  ?  Perhaps.  I  had 
not ;  and  so  intense,  so  overpowering  was  my 
admiration  that  I  looked  down  with  reverential 
adoration  upon  the  white  hand  which  Lady  Cav- 
endish transferred  to  my  arm  as  a  thing  too  frail 
and  delicate  to  touch. 

Then  my  eyes  wandered  again  to  her  face,  and 
I  saw  she  was  smiling  at  me. 

That  evening  passed  in  a  whirl  of  feverish  ex- 
citement, in  which  I  danced  waltz  after  waltz 
with  Eunice  Armstrong,  or  sat  by  her  side 
(through  long  qnadrilles)  under  the  date  palms  of 
the  conservatory ;  then,  feeling  unable  to  bear 
Rodman's  jollity,  walked  home  alone,  beneath  a 
canopy  of  twinkling  stars,  and  dreamed  of  heaven. 

That  night,  as  I  bade  Lady  Cavendish  adieu, 
she  tapped  me  playfully  with  her  fan. 

'*I  cannot  permit  Eunice  to  monopolize  my 
new  lion,''  laughed  she.  "  Any  man  who  has  fa- 
miliarized himself  with  the  flora  and  fauna  of  the 
South  Pacific,  and  intends  to  enrich  the  world 
by  a  book  thereon,  must  be  public  property.*' 

I  scowled.  So  this  was  the  lie  which  had 
opened  the  doors  of  Leighton  Court  for  mo  to  en- 
ter, and  a  flood  of  angry  protest  bubbled  in  my 
heart.  But  ere  the  words  of  denial  had  reached 
utterance  they  died  upon  my  lips — to  close  those 
magic  gates  would  be  to  bar  me  out  from  para- 
dise ;  and  bending  low  over  her  ladyship's  hand, 
I  smiled,  murmuring  my  thanks  for  a  delightful 
evening. 

Shall  I  draw  up  the  curtain  which  fell  to  merry 
music  in  my  last  chapter  and  reveal  the  •hideous 
sequel  of  the  following  ten  weeks?  Yes;  you 
shall  have  it  in  all  its  harrowing  details.  I  have 
set  my  face  to  the  plow  and  will  not  turn  back. 

As  a  moth  hovers  near  the  flame  so  did  I,  in 
the  delirium  of  awakened  passion,  linger  near  the 
girl  whose  fatal  beauty  had  enslaved  my  fancy. 
Some  men  love,  but  I  adored,  I  worshiped.  To 
mo  there  was  but  one  woman  in  the  world,  and 
iH  the  light  of  her  violet  eyes  and  dazzling  smile 
I  walked  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice  from  the 
further  side  of  which  she  beckoned. 

Over  and  over  again  I  asked  myself :  Can  she 
love  me  ?  Is  this  lily,  this  white  rose,  for  my 
plucking  ?  May  I  hope  to  gather  to  my  hungry 
heart  the  fairest  flower  in  a  land  of  flowers  ? 
But  the  question  admitted  of  no  reply.  My  nat- 
ure revolted  at  the  mere  suggestion  of  failure, 
and  even  while  I  doubted  I  knew  that  disappoint- 
ment would  mean  death  to  Eunice  or  to  me  ;  and 
as  suspense,  like  the  sword  of  Damocles,  overhung 
my  fate,  I  wondered  grimly  which  of  us  might 
bear  the  penalty  of  her  denial. 

Last  night — ah  !  my  soul  writhes  in  agony  as  I 


remember  it — Eunice  and  I  met  for  the  fiftieth 
time  at  a  garden  party  given  by  Mrs.  Sinclair,  a 
newly  risen  star  on  the  Cavendish  horizon. 

Miss  Armstrong  was  more  than  ever  lovely  that 
evening,  and  looked  like  a  sea  nymph  in  a  pale- 
green  gown,  with  pond  lilies  at  her  bosom  and 
nestling  starlike  in  her  yellow  hair.  A  slave  to 
the  witchery  of  her  voice,  I  followed  her  about, 
watching  an  opportunity  to  breathe  the  story  of  a 
love  which  must  burst  its  barriers. 

At  last  it  came.  We  were  alone  in  a  rose-cov- 
ered arbor,  through  which  the  light  from  colored 
lanterns  peeped  like  twinkling  jewels,  and  over- 
head the  full  moon  hung  as  a  golden  apple  from 
the  sky.  Through  the  flower-scented  air  came 
the  languorous  music  of  a  waltz,  mingled  with 
laughter  of  merry  voices. 

Eunice,  flushed  by  excitement,  leaned  back 
against  the  garden  seat,  watching  with  dreamy 
eyes  the  fair  seductive  moon,  while  a  tender  smilo 
trembled  upon  her  lips.  The  spell  of  silcnco 
seemed  upon  us,  and  in  my  folly  I  dreamed  that 
her  heart  throbbed  responsive  to  my  own. 

** Eunice!" — my  impetuous  words  cut  the  air 
like  a  scimiter — *'do  you  know  that  I  must  learn 
my  fate  to-night  ?  Is  it  life  or  death  ?  A  man's 
existence  hangs  upon  a  thread,  and  mine  upon 
your  words.  Do  you  love  me  ?  Eunice,  Eunice, 
my  soul,  my  very  spirit,  end  the  misery  of  this 
suspense,  and  bless  me  by  your  promise  !" 

The  flood  gates  of  my  passion  were  beyond  con- 
trol, and  through  them  my  heart  in  the  energy  of 
hope  poured  its  love  words  at  her  feet,  as,  casting 
myself  upon  my  knees,  I  seized  the  white  hand, 
which  lay  within  my  reach,  to  cover  it  with  fer- 
vid kisses. 

With  a  cry  of  terror  she  snatched  it  from  me, 
and  her  face  paled  beneath  my  glance. 

"Love  V*  she  exclaimed.  *'  You  are  mistaken, 
Mr.  Chippendale.  I  did  not  dream  nor  think 
you  were  so  serious.  I  am  used  to  admiration. 
I  hoped— I " 


The  words  quivered  unfinished  upon  her  lips, 
and  before  the  thunderstorm  of  my  coming  rage 
her  slender  form  trembled  like  an  aspen  leaf. 

"  What !"  cried  I  between  set  teeth,  and  hold- 
ing myself  in  check  as  a  race  horse  is  reined  in 
before  the  start.  **  What !  You  have  been  play- 
ing with  edged  tools — amusing  yourself  by  rous- 
ing passions  which  you  are  incapable  of  under- 
standing !  What  have  you  to  offer  me  in  exchange 
for  my  ruined  life  ?" 

She  shivered  again,  drawing  still  further  within 
the  embrace  of  the  intruding  rose  branches  as, 
like  a  giant  awakened  to  fury,  I  rose  to  my  feet, 
and  folding  my  arms,  stood  before  her  immoyable 
and  stolid. 


UNE  BIENHEUREU8E. 
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Eunice  misunderstood  me.  She  thought  I  was 
overcome  by  pain  only.  Her  courage  revived  and 
a  cruel  laugh  showed  her  pretty  white  teeth. 

"  Come,"  she  said,  **  let  it  be  forgotten.  Do  you 
think  that  a  girl  of  my  associations  could  seriously 
think  of  marrying  you — almost  a  savage  ?" 

It  was  a  poor  joke.  Even  she  perceived  that, 
and  her  starlike  eyes  drooped  as  they  caught  the 
li'jht  that  flashed  from  mine. 

Tiien —  Have  you  ever  beheld  the  destruction 
which  has  followed  those  hidden  forces  in  nature, 
those  avalanches  thnt  come  rolling  down  giant 
mountains,  and  the  floods  of  molten  lava  that, 
bursting  through  the  trembling  earth,  precipitate 
thems3lve8  in  streams  of  liquid  fire  ? 

**  Savage  I"  The  word  was  as  spark  to  powder. 
For  this,  then,  she  had  lured  me  on  to  the  bitter 
end  !     I  leaned  over  ber^  my  hot  breath  fanning 


her  cheek  like  a  breath  from  the  Libyan  Desert, 
and  seized  her  arm.  She  did  not  scream,  for  fear 
had  paralyzed  her.  But  with  the  mark  of  my 
avenging  teeth  upon  her  wbite  flesh  che  fell  at 
my  feet  like  a  broken  lily. 

«  «  *  *  *  * 

"You  know  the  story  of  Cain?  Like  him  I 
turned  and  fled  blindly,  not  caring  whither  my 
footsteps  carried  me  so  long  as  I  could  escape 
from  the  accusing  voices  which  threatened  to 
craze  my  brain.  On,  on,  through  the  darkness  I 
ran,  while  the  very  stones  sought  to  hinder  my 
flying  feet  by  cries  of  "  Blood  !" 

Judge  me  fairly  !  Adjust  the  scales  according 
to  the  case.  Can  you  change  the  leopard's  spots  Y 
Can  vou  tame  a  lion  ?  From  the  ocean-tossed 
reefs  of  my  island  home  the  winds  shall  carry  this 
prayer  to  your  ears.    Judge  fairly. 


A  CONNACHT    LOVE    SONG. 


Hy  grief  on  the  sea, 

How  the  waves  of  it  roU ! 
For  they  heaye  between  me 

And  the  love  of  my  soul. 

Abandoned,  forsaken, 
To  grief  and  to  care, 

Win  the  sea  ever  waken 
BeUef  from  despair? 

My  grief,  and  my  trouble  I 
Wonld  he  and  I  were 

In  the  Province  of  Leinster 
Or  Connty  of  Glare. 


Were  I  and  my  darling — 
Oh,  heart-bitter  wound! — 

On  board  of  the  ship 
For  America  bound. 

On  a  green  bed  of  rushes 
All  last  night  I  lay, 

And  I  flung  it  abroad 

With  the  heat  of  the  day. 

And  my  love  came  behind  me- 
He  came  from  the  South  ; 

His  breast  to  my  bosom, 
His  mouth  to  my  mouth. 


UNE    BIENHEUREUSE. 

{After  a  Pain/in^  hy  Courtois.) 
By  Lillian  Whiting. 


Ths  lilies  of  eternal  peace 

Fragrant  and  fair  above  her 
Bend  o'er  the  lips  that  thrill  no  more 

To  kiss  of  friend  or  lover. 
Tb3  eyes  forever  closed  on  earth 

Have  caught  the  heavenly  vision ; 
The  feet  that  turn  from  toilsome  paths 

Now  tread  the  Fields  Elysian ! 


The  slender  hand  lies  motionless, 

But  in  its  clasp  there  lingers 
The  seal  and  sign  of  faith  divine. 

Held  in  the  death-chilled  Angers. 
Oh,  fortunate,  indeed,  to  clasp 

The  crucifix  whose  seeming 
Transcends  all  change  of  time,  of  death, 

Eternal  in  its  meaning! 


Oh,  fortunate  I     Oh,  fortunate ! 

The  midnight  lamp  is  burning; 
But  she  has  gone  beyond  the  stars. 

The  Sunrise  Land  discerning. 
The  strange,  sweet  mysteries  of  life 

Unfold  to  her  their  story, 
Hold  her  in  holy  rapture  there 

In  the  enchanted  glory. 


RrcHUOND  and  Petersburg  fell  together.  We 
of  tlie  Army  of  the  Potomac  who  rushed  bo  ea- 
gerly into  Petersburg  on  the  morning  of  April 
3d,  1865,  were  emulated  by  the  Army  of  the 
Jitmes,  who,  under  General  Godfrey  Weitzci, 
poured  into  Kichmond  eoou  after  the  break  of 
dawn.  Strange  it  was  that  tliis  i-ebellion  which 
lind  its  beginning  in  human  slavery  should  liavc 
met  its  practical  end  at  the  hand  of  liberated 
Blaves.  For  the  troops  of  Weitzel  that  first  in- 
vaded Richmond  were  the  black  brigades  of  the 
Army  of  tlie  James. 

When  the  news  of  the  fall  of  Richmond  reached 
Petersburg,  a  short  hour  after  the  occupation. 
General  Grant  ordered  it  spreail  witli  all  speed 
for  the  cheer  of  the  army.  What  a  cry  of  glad- 
ness went  up  on  every  hand  !  Grant  and  his  gen- 
erals Bet  off  at  once  on  the  track  of  tlie  retreating 
I..ee,  to  join  whom  Ewcll  and  Ins  command  had 
evacuated  Riclimond.  My  only  thouglit  was  to 
reach  Riclimond.  Lee  might  get  away.  Even  if 
a  battle  were  fought  it  was  of  no  consequence  to 
nn  illustrated  newspaper  in  comparison  with  the 
captured  Confederate  capital. 

Tliere  were  wdd  rumors  that  Ewell  in  Ins  flight 
had  set  tlie  city  on  fire,  and  had  also  burned  tlie 
cotton  and  military  stores.  Vague  and  exciting 
rumors  were  plentiful.  I  made  haste  to  get  away, 
and  sought  for  traveling  company.  The  walking 
was  bad,  and  the  country  thronged  with  mixed 
and  dangerous  characters.  I  crossed  the  Ap- 
pomattox to  Pocahontas,  a  tiny  Virginia  hamlet 
abounding  in  negro  cabins.  The  colored  popula- 
tion had  saved  small  portions  of  their  poultry  and 


pork  by  hiding  them  in  haymows  and  under  beds, 
but  with  tho  retreat  of  Lee  had  veutured  to  let 
them  ont.  This  was  a  mistake.  The  liberating 
conquerors  were  just  as  hungry  for  flesh  and  fowl 
as  their  foes,  and  they  raided  the  hencoops  and 
pigpens  as  thoroughly  as  the  meanest  rebel  bush- 
whacker might  have  done.  There  was  much 
wailing  among  the  despoiled  negroes,  bnt  it  failed 
to  move  the  stony  hearts  of  tlie  Yankee  foragers, 
who  shot  and  bayoneted  until  a  regular  baftue 
was  in  progress. 

Four  specimens  of  the  genus  straggler  were 
dozing  under  some  trees  in  Pocahontas  when  I 
got  along.  They  were  extremely  ill-favored,  and 
I  sat  dowu  near  them  to  make  up  my  miud  about 
selecting  them  for  society. 

While  I  lounged  under  the  trees  with  the  strag- 
glers a  squad  of  five  horsemen  in  bine  came  can- 
tering down  the  road,  Tliey  were  members  of 
tlie  Lincoln,  otherwise  the  First  Kew  York  Cav- 
alry, and  were  Germans.  The  man  in  the  van 
held  high  up  by  the  neck  a  cadaverous  goose,  the 
tieaanre  of  some  cabin.  The  skinny  bird  did  not 
look  as  though  it  had  been  fed  for  a  week,  and 
its  eyes  were  red,  presumptively  with  weeping 
over  the  lost  cause.  The  fat  colored  woman  in 
an  adjacent  cabin  was  wasliiiig  clothes  in  a  wash 
boiler.  She  was  easily  jiersuaded  to  take  the 
garments  out  of  the  steaming  boiler  and  replace 
them  with  the  hastily  picked  and  drawn  goose. 
Satisfied  with  the  culinary  arrangements,  the 
troopers  picketed  their  horses  and  sat  down  to 
enjoy  a  game  of  pinocle.  The  goose  bubbled 
and  boiled  in  the  wash  boiler,  sending  out  now 


and  then  &  whiS  of  odor  that  seemed  grateful  to 
my  friends  the  str^glers.  It  had  cooked  for 
nearly  an  hour,  when  three  of  the  latter  arose  Uni 
wandered  oft  in  a  leieurelj  manner  acroes  a  rough 
and  much-fenced  piece  of  ground  toward  the 
near-by  woods.  The  one  who  remained  yawned 
and  dawdled.  The  colored  woman  was  hanging 
out  clotlies,  and  the  tiermaos  were  absorbed  in 
their  card  game.  He  got  up  and  slipped  around 
the  cabin.  There  was  a  half-door  in  the  rear 
within  easy  reach  of  the  wash  boiler.  In  another 
moment  he  had  grabbed  the  bird  by  one  of  its 
bobbing  drumsticks  «tid  woe  making  safe  and 
rapid  retreat  toward  the  direction  of  hia  com- 
rades. The  conspiracy  was  plain,  but  as  it  was 
none  of  my  affair  I  affected  indifference.  Wlien 
Aunt  Chloe  went  in  to  inspect  tlie  pi-ogrcsa  of  the 
cookery  she  tossed  up  her  nvma  and  acreamed 
that  the  goose  was  gone.  Tlie  troopers  dropped 
their  cards  in  haste  and  grasped  the  situation, 
but  too  late.  They  threw  tiiemselvea  on  tlieir 
horses  and  went  off  headlong  in  the  direction 
taken  by  the  robbers,  but  the  gronnd  was  too 
rough  tor  them.  I  saw  them  return  to  the  road 
and  drift  off  toward  the  army  lines  in  a  drooping, 
dispirited  way.  Men  who  lind  come  to  detest 
hard'tack  and  whose  mouths  liad  been  watering 
for  goose  could  not  be  blamed  for  feeling  low- 
spirited. 

I  moved  on  after  this  episode,  taking  the  main 
road  from  Pocahontas  to  Richmond.  What  was 
left  of  the  Richmond  and  Danville  Road  had  a 
station  at  Pocahontas,  but  railroading  was  some- 
what irregular  in  Virginia  at  thaf  time.  Several 
fltragglers  joined  me,  and  as  they  seemed  to  be 
good  fellows  we  kept  together 
until  nightfall,  when  we  came 
upon  an  old-fashioned  man- 
sion with  its  village  of  negro 
cabins  in  the  rear.  These 
huts  and  the  house  were  filled 
with  soldiers.  They  lay  in 
heaps  upon  tlie  floor,  broken 
bits  of  regiments,  worn  out 
with  campaigning,  but  bound 
to  get  to  Richmond.  Some 
of  tJiem  were  members  of  the 
Army  of  the  James,  and  they 
were  trying  to  catch  up  with 
"Weitzel.  The  Army  of  the 
Potomac  in  its  main  body  was 
hunting  Lee,  but  most  of  the 
chasing  was  done  by  Slieridan 
anil  his  cavalry,  and  the  in- 
fantry felt  instinctively  the 
relii.Tatiou  of  the  approaching 
end. 


We  tried  to  find  a  soft  spot  on  tne  floor  of  a 
cabin  overcrowded  with  men,  and  having  par- 
tially succeeded,  snuggled  up  for  sleep.  But  hero 
was  no  place  for  slumber.  Newcomers  were  con- 
stantly intruding  themselves,  and  the  noise  was 
intolerable.  Bad  as  it  was,  worse  was  coming. 
A  half-drunken  soldier  stumbled  in  and  set  up 
what  appeared  to  be  meant  for  a  howl  of  rejoic- 
ing. It  did  not  seem  to  excite  enough  attention 
to  suit  him,  so  he  did  something  radical.  He 
took  a  handful  of  ball  cartridges  out  of  his  pouch 
and  dropped  them  on  the  flumes  in  tlie  o[teu  fire- 
plnce.  A  shower  of  bullets  followed  this  delicate 
bit  of  humor.  We  sprawled  flat,  and  luckily 
escaped  unliurt,  as  did  everyone  else ;  but  as  he 
was  bent  on  repeating  the  performance  I  told  my 
companions  that  it  was. altogether  too  hot  for  me, 
and  we  loft.  It  was  dark  as  pitch,  AVe  groped 
along  the  roa^l  .until  songs  of  praise  fell  upon  our 
ears.  They  came  from  a  negro  cabin  that  had 
not  been  abandoned  by  its  original  inhabitants. 
Here  we  found  au  old 'Uncle  Tom  and  an  Aunt 
Dinah  arid  a  lot  of  little  pickaninnies. 

"  Have  you  got  any  hoecake,  uncle  ?"  I  asked. 

Ho  had  none.  Neither  was  there  a  grain  of 
meal  in  the  hut.  He  thought  it  he  had  a  dollar 
he  could  get  the  material  for  a  cake.  Hy  com- 
panions had  but  twenty-five  cents  between  them, 
so  I  put  up  the  remaining  seventy-five,  and  he 
departed  in  quest  of  the  meal.  In  a  little  while 
he  came  back  with  a  small  parcel  of  coarsely 
ground  corn  and  brought  out  an  old  dish  pan  in 
which  to  mis  it.  He  succeeded  in  forming  the 
paste  into  a  wad  and  prepared  for  the  baking. 
Long  years  of  barefooted  labor  on  tlie  plautatiou 
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had   covered  liis  aoled  with  »  sniiJii'  of  chIIuhs    tliiii  as  n  garnisli  we  devoured  the  boecake,  and 
akiii.    Viiih  Ilia  bare  foot  he  curelc^ly  kicked  the    to   palates   long  weary  of  liard-tack   it  woB  de- 

liciuiis.  We  eat  on  the  floor  aiul  ate  this  rude 
meal,  while  oni-  hosts  &ing  plantation  hymns  with 
much   fervor  and   considerable    melody.      Then 


coftls  away  nnd  dusted  o(I  the  ashed  with  his  toes. 
Then  he  laid  the  cake  i>ti  the  hearth,  patted  it 
into  symmetry  with  thu  tint  of  his  foot  and  cov- 
ered it  lip.  The  turiiiiig,  recovering  and  liiiul 
resurrection  were  accniniilidhcil  in  the  same  k&\. 
A  little  bacuii  flit  WHS  funnd  and  molted.     With 


wo   lay  down  and  slept  for  the  night.     In  the 
early  morning  I  puelied  on  for  Richmond.     This 
was  the  4th  of  April.     A  donhle  pontoon  bridge 
had  been  tlirown  across  the 
J.imes  Kiver  at  Mauchestei', 
:  and  heic  a  great  gatliering 

;  of  soldiers  and  refugees  hswl 

assembled,  eager  tu  get  into 
the  city.  I'eopio  who  had 
ilcd  in  panic  when  warned 
of  llie  evacuation  were  now 
only  desirons  of  getting  back 
again  after  a  few  hours  of 
experience  in  the  desolated 
country.  Tlio  wandering 
detachinents  of  soldiers 
were  rt^ually  desirous  of 
setting  foot  in  the  rebel 
capital,  for  which  they  bad 
BO  valiantly  set  out  four 
years  befcro,  but  had  found 
a  little  inaccessible. 

The  provost's  oftico  was  in 


a  8  m  a  1 1  two>story 
building  and  upsUirB, 
The  hend  of  tlio  line 
was  kept  in  check  by 
a  colored  sentry,  who 
acted  his  part  well.  I 
WHB  burning  to  get 
across  the  rirer,  bnt 
could  not  get  on  the 
bridge  without  a 
special  pass.  To  await 
my  turn  meant  the 
loss  of  hours  of  pro- 
ciona  time.  I  could 
sec  the  smoke  of  blaz- 
ing warehonsee  across 
tbo  stream,  and  felt 
instiactively  that 
miicli  was  going  on 
that  I  should  see.  I 
took  to  scanning  the 
black  sentinel.  Some- 
thing about  his  face 
seemed  familiar.  A 
moment  mora  and  I 
had  recalled  him  fnlly.  I  walked  up  to  him  and 
said,  briskly  :  "Hello,  Joe  Jackson  !"  He  nearly 
dropped  bis  gun.     "  Don't  you  remember  mo  ?" 
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"  Can't  place  you,  boss,"  he  replied. 
"  Think  a  little,"  I  snggested.     "  If  you  don't 
know  me  I  know  you.     Aren't  you  Joe  Jackson, 
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waa  not  snrprised  at  find- 
ing  a  frieod  in  the  negro 
guard.  He  acted  as  an  old 
acquaintance  shonld,  and 
brushed  back  the  crowd 
enough  to  give  me  first 
place  in  the  line.  My  cre- 
dentials were  satisfactory  to 
the  clever  young  officer  in 
ciinrge,  and  in  a  few  niin- 
utea  I  waa  in  the  Confeder- 
ate capital. 

My  memory  of  the  fallen 
Confederate  capital  at  the 
distance  of  tweiuy-nine 
vpitra  is  a  medley  of  nnirch- 
ing  cohimuB  of  white  and 
black  aoldiery,  silent,  fright- 
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■who  used  to  live  on  Gni 
sylvania?" 

"  I'b  Joe  Jackson,  sure  'iiongli, 
in  a  puzzled-  way  ;  "but  I  don't  kr 

"  Don't  you   renieinber  Joe  Bei 
to  fly  kites  with  yon  on  Gninea  Hi 

He  did,  indeed.  Guiuea  Hill 
f^narter  in  the  Penn- 
sylvania mining  town 
where  I  had  spent  my 
boyhood.  It  is  tho 
highest  point  of  land 
in  the  town,  and  was 
a  centre  of  attraction 
in  kite  time.  Potta- 
ville  was  very  patri- 
otic. Its  "  First  De- 
fenders" Bi-e  famous 
in  history  as  the  first 
body  to  reach  Wash- 
ington after  Sumter 
waa  fired  upon  ;  and 
a  Pottsvilte  colored 
man,  Nicholas  Biddle, 
was  the  first  man  hurt 
in  the  war.  He  was 
a  company  servant, 
and  the  brick  that  hit 
him  when  they  were 
piiBsing  throngh  the 
rity  of  Baltimore  drew 
the  first  Uood  of  the 
great  rebellion.     So  I 


street  confusions  of  various 
sorts    under    a    canopy   of 
smoke   from  the  fires  kin- 
dled by  the  rebels  as  they 
evacuated  the  city.     Above 
Hitl,  PottsvilJe,  Penu-    all  was  tlic  wild  glee  of  the  liberated  negroes  who 
had   been   waiting   with    strain'.ng  eyes   for   tho 
coming  of  the  blessed  day  of  freedom.    They  hail 
vague  and  confused  ideas  as  to  what  was  to  be 
r,  who  used    their  portion.     It  has  proved  to  be  little  enough, 
"  but  then  their  hearts  swelled  with  gladu' 

the  colored    were  like  little  children  in  their  glee. 


he  answered, 
)w  yon,  sab." 


They 
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The;  svartned  in  drovee  around  the  pickets  of 
black  soldiers  in  nnntterable  amazement  at  the 
epectacls  of  armed  and  uniformed  ex-slaves,  but 
I  recall  that  they  crowded  most  thickly  on  the 
little  green  in  front  of  the  Capitol  bnildtng. 
Here  no  member  of  their  race  except  a  colored 
niiree  witli  a  white  child  in  charge  could  enter 
before  that  diiy,  and  the  wliolo  £tliiupi!in  painiln- 
tion  of  Richmond  seemed  bent  on  feeling  tho 
saci'cd  sod  under  their  ample  feet. 

Tiie  streets  in  front  of  the  Confederate  Treas- 
ury building  were  littered  witli  government  bonds 


and  every  troop,  white  or  black,  that  passed  g:ive 
them  a  cheer.  The  Stars  and  Bare  had  been  low- 
ered, never  to  rise  again. 

Along  the  water  front  vast  qnantities  of  valua- 
ble cotton  were  ablaze,  and  the  warelionses  whicli 
held  it  and  munitions  of  war  were  also  burning. 
The  soldiers  were  busy  clic^king  the  (lamea.  Libby 
Prison  bud  lieeih  emptied,  so  the  joy  of  freeing 
its  nnbiippy  victims  was  denied  the  eager  Yan- 
kees. 

The  wisdom  of  my  prompt  advance  on  Rich- 
mood  was  justified  early  in  the  day  when  Prcsi- 
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and  currency,  now  not  worth  the  paper  upon 
wliich  they  were  printed.  Bonfires  of  these  de- 
based securities  were  blazing  all  abont,  I  gath- 
ered np  enough  bonds  to  make  me  a  millionaire 
on  paper,  and  sent  them  North  as  mementos. 
Some  appreciative  person  afterward  robbed  me  of 
all  this  seeming  wealth,  [wssibly  under  an  impres- 
sion that  it  was  real. 

The  Stars  and  Strijws  were  floating  over  the 
Capitol,  where  they  had  been  raised  the  morning 
before  by  Lieutenant  Jolinston  Livingston  dc 
Peyster,  who  had  carried  the  colors  around  his 
body  for  a  week  with  this  purpose  iu  bis  mind, 


dent  Lincoln  arrived  from  City  Point,  only  a  short 
railway  ride  distant,  although  the  Army  of  the 
James  had  been  a  long  lime  coming  from  there 
to  Kichmotid,  the  seat  oC  the  Confederacy.  lie 
rode  freely  around  the  city — part  of  the  time  with 
General  Weitzcl,  but  not  heavily  guarded.  The 
wondering  crowd  of  negroes  who  lookud  for  the 
first  time  upon  the  face  of  Father  Abraham  was 
ncrer  absent,  and  ho  was  content  with  this  body- 
guard. He  wore  a  hat  of  singular  tallnesa.  His 
face  was  worn  and  sad.  I  think  ho  felt  that  the 
responsibilities  of  the  |>eace  were  to  be  oa  great  as 
thos<4  of  tlie  *»*"'.  HiiH  that  he  had  only  shifted 
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burdens — not  laid  them  down.  I  followed  for  a 
time  beside  his  carriage  as  he  went  from  the 
Capitol  to  Libby^  bnt  ho  did  not  smile.  He 
looked  with  grave  benignity  upon  the  black,  shin- 
ing faces  clustered  about  him — ^and  a  trifle  won- 
der ingly. 

Meanwhile  the  crumbling  had  turned  into  col- 
lapse. Lee^s  plan  to  make  good  bia  escape  and 
edcct  a  junctioa  with  Joe  Johnston  and  carry  on 
the  rebellion  in  the  Fax*  South  had  come  to 
naught  before  the  swift  vigilance  of  Sheridan* 
There  was  a  possibility  of  one  more  battle,  but 
even  this  did  not  come.  The  negotiations  begun 
on  the  7th  o£  April  ended  with  the  surrender  at 
'Appomattox  on  the  9th.  On  the  XOtli  Lee  bade 
farewell  to  his  brave  army — all  that  was  left  of  it 
— and  gatlapod  away  to  Richmond.  It  was  my 
fortune  to  be  one  of  the  few  persons  who  saw  him 
at  the  end  of  this  ride.  I  had  arisen  early  in  the 
morning  to  make  some  sketches  of  the  smolder- 
ing ruins,  and  had  wandered  around  the  town. 
By  chance  I  reached  tlic  old  Lee  mansion  in 
Franklin  Street  just  as  the  rapid  clatter  of  hoofs 
sounded^  in  the  distance.  I  turned  curiously  to 
note  the  neAvoomers,  and  saw  General  Jjee  in 
company  with  an  aid  and  an  orderly. 

He  wore  the  fine  uniform  in  which  he  appeared 
at  Appomattox,  but  it  was  hidden  at  first  by  a 
coarse  gray  waterproof.  It  had  drizzled  during  the 
night.  General,  aid  and  orderly  showed  that  they 
had  ridden  long  and'  hard.  The  orderly  led  tlie 
liorses  around'  to  the  stable,  while  the  general 
went  slowly  up  tlie  walk  to  the  house.  The 
sound  of  the  horses'  feet  had  brought  people  to 
their  doors,  and  the  rapid  word  went  around  that 
'* Uncle  Robert*'  had  come  back.  Before  lie 
could  fairly  dismount  a  little  crowd  had  gathered 
of  men,  women  and  children.  The  women  wept 
and  crowded  around  the  splendid  figure  of  the 
great  commander  as  he  stood  for  a  few  moments 
on  the  doorstep  to  greet  his  old  neighbors  and 
friends.  Some  of  the  women  caught  his  hand 
and  kissed  it. 

His  face  was  grave,  strong  and  calm,  but  that 
it  hid  a  great  emotion  was  soon  seen.  He  had 
withdrawn  half  a  step  on  the  porch  toward  the 
door,  when  a  patrol  of  some  Union  soldiers  under 
a  young  lieutenant  came  marching  rapidly  along. 
The  officer  recognized  Lee.  He  gave  a  low,  sharp 
command,  and  witli  a  prompt  **  right  shoulder 
shift"  the  troops  came  to  a  salute,  wliich  the  lieu- 
tenant led  with  his  sword.  General  Lee  returned 
it  with  grace  and  dignity,  and  then,  as  if  his 
heartstrings  were  snapping,  turned  and  entered 
the  door  of  the  home  from  whicli  he  liad  been  so 
long  absent,  to  lay  aside  the  trappings  of  war  and 
become  a  simple  citizen  of  a  reunited  nation.       i 


The  return  of  Lee  exhausted  Richmond  forme, 
and  I  decided  to  get  a  few  last  glimpses  of  the  capt- 
ured Confederate  army.  By  foot  and  rail  I  made 
my  way  to  the  Appomattox,  and  found  the  Army 
of  the  Potomac  and  the  Army  of  Northern  Vir- 
ginia fraternizing  in  the  country  around  Burke- 
vilie  station*  Tliere  was  plenty  of  picturesque 
material.  The  disai*ming  had  been  going  on  for 
some  days.  Such  arms  as  they  were  !  The  for- 
lornness  of  the  Southern  troops  had  never  been 
so  apparent  before  as  when  their  poor  accoutre- 
ments where  piled  up  in  heaps  before  their  cap- 
tors. Such  battered,  shattered  and  twisted  guns  ! 
How  they  could  sl^oot  at  alt  was  a  mystery.  Bay- 
onets bent  in  many  a  desperate  charge,  and  swords 
that  could  not  be  forced  intk)  their  scabbards  ! 
Yet  what  Titanic  fighting  had  been  done  with 
these  now  wretched  weapons!"  The  rolls  of  Chan- 
cetrorsville,  tlieTVilderness,  Spottsylvania,  Peters- 
burg and  Cold  Harbor  tell  the  story. 

**  In  a  battle,^  said  Napoleon,  *'  men  are  noth- 
ing. A  man  is  everything.*'  This  was  not  true 
of  the  Army  of  Northern  Virginia.  The  men 
were  everytiiing.  The  world  cannot  show  a 
grander  record  for  steadfast  valor  than  they 
made.  When  our  soldiers  saw  these  wretched 
equipments  and  their  miserably  attired  and  scan- 
tily fed  owners  I  think  their  respect  for  their 
former  antagonists  was  immensely  increased. 

I  was  interested  in  a  big  heap  of  band  instru- 
ments collected  at  Burkeville  station.  It  was  the 
sorriest  collection  of  sounding  brass  I  ever  be- 
hold. Battered  old  tubas,  twisted  trombones, 
French  horns  punched  full  of  bullet  holes,  patched 
and  cracked  drums  and  worn-out  fifes  were  its 
features.  It  did  not  seem  possible  that  they  could 
ever  have  produced  a  musical  sound.  And  yet 
how  the  old  grayback  bands  could  play  ''  Dixie  *' 
on  these  used-up  instruments !  They  made  up 
in  inspiration  and  lung  power  what  they  lacked 
in  brass.  I  had  heard  them  play  when  the  lines 
were  near  together,  and  knew  that  these  things 
were  the  instruments  used. 

General  Granb-had  sent  rations  for  25,000  men 
to  Lee's  troops  as  soon  as  possible  after  the  sur- 
render. It  Avas  three  or  four  days  after  the  capit- 
ulation when  I  reached  the  armies,  but  this  food 
distribution  was  still  going  on.  The  rough  kind- 
liness of  the  Union  troops  was  everywhere  appar- 
ent. No  Coiifederates  went  unprovided  for  wlio 
came  after  provisions.  Tons  upon  tons  of  army 
rations  were  dealt  out  to  them.  The  camp  fires  were 
always  flaming,  and  of  cooking  and  eating  there 
was  no  end.  The  transition  from  corn  meal  and 
little  of  it  to  army  bread  and  mess  pork  and  beef 
without  limit  was  the  only  cheerful  circnnistanre 
of  their  plight. 


SUCCESS. 


367 


The  rebels  had  become  exhausted  physically 
under  the  strain  of  the  retreat  before  Sheridan's 
fierce  pursuit.  They  were  bivouacked  for  miles 
around  Biirkevillo,  utterly  used  np,  and  lying 
upon  the  ground  like  men  who  did  not  feel  that 
they  ever  cared  to  get  up  again. 

As  fast  as  the  men  could  be  paroled  they  were 
allowed  to  drift  away.  It  took  time,  however, 
for  the  formalities  and  to  gain  strength  for  travel. 
I  remained  until  the  IGth  of  April,  when  the  news 
of  President  Lincoln's  assassination  hurried  me 
to  Washington,  and  I  bade  the  brave  old  Army 
of  the  Potomac  and  its  Virgiaifta  foe  farewell 
forever. 

Here,  then,  was  the  end.  The  feeling  on  the 
Northern  side,  I  know,  was  one  of  exultant  relief 
— not  the  glow  of  glory,  but  the  joy  of  peace. 
But  I  do  not  think  there  was  even  relief  in  the 
hearts  of  Lee's  army.  The  dullness  of  despair 
was  there,  and  the  doggedness  that  had  become 
part  of  their  natures.  The  Northern  soldier  had 
but  to  step  back  into  his  old  life  iu  factory,  field 


and  office,  but  the  Southerner  went  back  to  noth- 
ing. Better  words  than  mine  caii  be  used  in  con- 
clusion— the  words  of  the  lamented  Henry  W. 
Grady  at  the  New  England  banquet  in  New  York 
in  December,  1886  :  **Let  me  picture  to  you  tlje 
footsore  Confederate  soldier  as,  buttoning  up,  iu 
his  faded  gray  jacket,  the  parole  which  was  to 
bear  testimony  to  his  children  of  his  fidelity  and 
faith,  he  turned  his  face  southward  from  Appo- 
mattox in  April,  1865.  Think  of  him  as,  ragged, 
half  starved,  heavy-hearted,  enfeebled  by  want 
and  ^rounds,  having  fought  to  exhaustion,  he 
surrendei^s  his  gun,  wrings  the  hands  of  his  com- 
rades in  sileD<se,  and  lifting  his  tear-stained  and 
pallid  face  for  the  last  time  to  the  graves  that  dot 
the  old  Virginia  hills,  pulls  his  gray  cap  over  his 
brow  and  begins  the  slow  and  painful  journey. 
....  T%it  soldier  stepped  from  the  trenches  into 
the  furrow ;  horses  that  had  charged  Federal 
guns  marched  before  the  plow,  and  fields  that  ran 
red  wi'th  human  blood  in  April  were  green  with 
the  harvest  iu  June.^ 
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(AS   SHE    IS    MADE). 
By  Gkorgie  Lamson. 


It  is  a  synonymic  word,  indeed,  bearing  much 
upon  the  character  of  the  individual  who  inter- 
prets it.  In  my  experience  of  human  nature  it 
has  seemed  as  if  the  following  recipe  had  been 
most  largely  used — if  one  might  put  the  subject 
that  way:  Four-fifths  of  "self -infallibility '' and 
inordinate  conceit,  the  complement  to  be  made 
np  in  liberal  portions  of  atrocious  nerve,  adaman- 
tine susceptibilities  and  undaunted  persistence. 
Mix  wdll  over  a  slow  fire  of  optimism,  and  there 
yon  are  ! — for  a  time  at  least.  It  makes  a  palatable 
dish — your  friends  are  invited  to  the  feast,  and 
not^withstanding  numerous  moires  at  the  season- 
ing, it  is  pronounced  a  bonne  louche  and  discussed 
as  a  consequence  rather  than  a  result. 

In  a  delightful  state  of  recipiency  you  accept 
the  comments  passed  upon  your  feast,  good,  bad 
or  indifferent,  with  the  most  seraphic  compla- 
cency, the  stings  under  the  pretty  wings  of  de- 
voted admiration  being  entirely  unobserved,  and, 
of  course,  unfelt. 

And  so,  serene  in  your  self-enthronement,  a 
confidence  unsurpassed,  yon  have  reached  your 
goal,  have  grasped  your  future  !  For  you  life's 
work  is  done  and  holds  no  more  possibilities ; 
jour  soul  is  satisfied  in  the  mighty  present.     The 


echoes  of  immortal  voices  telling  of  their  endless 
tasks  in  the  unseen  find  no  place  in  your  hearr. 
To  you  the  pinnacle  of  a  moment  means  more 
than  the  hardly  gained  monument  of  a  lifetime  ; 
you  rest  on  it,  little  molecule  that  you  are,  until 
some  slight  disturbance  in  the  propping  take.^ 
place,  and  alas  !  down  you  come,  and  find  your- 
self alone,  sitting  at  your  empty  board,  hardly 
enough  left  of  your  epicurean  dish  for  even  you 
to  subsist  upon — and  in  this  case  th«t  is  saying  a 
good  deal. 

But  I  have  heard  that  results  have  been  reached 
by  the  following  directions  by  a  venturesome 
few  :  Equal  portions  of  modesty  and  genius,  or  if 
the  latter  is  not  available  the  same  quantity  of 
natural  cleverness  used  with  discretion  ;  an  omni- 
presetit  sense  of  what  you  have  not  accomplished 
and  eagerness  to  grasp  the  same ;  a  retirement 
from  adulation  rather  than  forcing  it,  and  a  de- 
sire to  be  sought  rather  than  to  discover ;  to  an- 
swer to  the  demands  of  your  inmost  soul  rather 
than  to  the  empty  babble  of  a  fickle  crowd,  and 
never  to  reach  the  heights — paradoxical  as  this 
may  seem — but  always  feeling  the  invisible  throng 
drawing  you  to  an  endless  goal,  and  with  the  fi- 
nite ever  seeking  the  infinite. 


THE  DOVES.— ritOH  THK  YAI 


MAKING    A    RAISE. 


I. 


"'TaK  progregs  of  a  grent  Iotb  is  like  the  escape  of  a 
flood  through  a  fiaaore  Id  an  embaukmeat ;  at  first  alight 
and  hardly  peiceptibte.  it  gathers  atrength  as  it  flows,  ualil 
it  ultimaCvljr  sveeps  all  before  it,' 

"That  will  answer  for  the H'eciii/  Fami!)/  He- 
j'uvejiafor,"  said  the  young  man,  laying  down  liis 
pencil,  and  reading  it  over.  "Count  Boscobello 
is  on  his  knees,  and  he  gets  this  o£F  to  Musidora 
Stockshnres,  in  her  father's  palatial  palace  on 
FiftU  Avenue,  with  a  view  to  matrimony,  as  the 
advertisements  read,  I  mnst  raise  my  tariff  on 
the  Rejuvenator.  Two  dollars  a  thousand  words 
does  not  compensate  me  (or  these  strains  of  my 
invention  consequent  upon  writing  Tales  of  the 
Aristocracy." 

"  Mr.  Engee,  I  mnst  ask  you  about  your  board 
bill." 

V«U  ISXVm.Ko.  3-24. 


Reginald  Engee  looked  up.  He  hod  been  writ- 
ing on  a  table  in  Mrs.  TiiSstake's  parlor. 

Mrs.  Honora  Ttiffstake  was  a  boarding-house 
keeper,  and  not  the  moat,  or  the  least,  hopeful  of 
her  class.  She  had  fought  the  battle  of  life  alone, 
and  at  odds,  during  more  years  than  she  cared  to 
own ;  and  while  her  rent  was  never  greatly  in 
arrears,  and  her  credit  was  fair  with  the  butcher, 
baker  and  grocer,  yet  the  day  when  she  could  re- 
tire and  live  on  the  interest  of  her  money  was  as 
far  off  as  it  had  been  at  the  outset  of  her  career. 
Life  often  seemed  wearisome  to  her.  There  was 
a  monotony  in  its  constant  minor  chords  of  sad- 
ness. Her  boarders  were  unceasingly  persecuted 
by  cruel  vicissitudes.  The  lawyer  was  perpetu- 
ally kept  out  of  his  fees  until  his  mysterious  and 
malignant   opponents  should  consent  to  certain 
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settlements  of  certain  cases.  To  the  straightfor- 
ward mind  of  Mrs.  Tuffstake  there  appeared  to 
be  a  sameness  as  to  tliese  cases  that  savored  rather 
of  a  poverty  of  invention  than  of  a  real  state  of 
facts. 

Nor  was  her  legal  gaest  the  only  one  whose 
shortcomings  were  based  on  shadowy  grounds. 
The  yoniig  gentleman  whom  the  worthy  landlady 
was  then  interviewing  certainly  told  very  queer 
stones  at  times  ;  but  then,  since  he  stated  that  he 
wrote  stories  to  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door,  why 
might  he  not  tell  stories  the  effact  of  which  was 
to  *'  stand  iip  "  herself  ? 

*' Mr.  Engee,"  she  continued,  "the  rent  col- 
lector will  be  here  at  twelve  o'clock." 

"  That  surely  can't  alarm  you  any." 

'*  No,  but  it  can  worry  me.  I  am  about  sev- 
en ty-6ve  dollars  short  of  the  amount  which  he 
will  call  for.'' 

**  And  I  owe  you — let  me  see — how  much  ?" 

**  Seventy-five  dollars,  come  next  Saturday." 

*'  Is  it  possible  ?  Now,  do  yon  know,  I  had  no 
idea  ray  credit  was  so  good  !  And  I  am  not  yet 
twenty-five  years  old.     What  will  it  be  at  forty  ?" 

"  Now,  Mr.  Engee,  if  you  could  let  me  have  that 
amount " 

'^  We  cannot  part  with  assets,  Mrs.  Tuffstake, 
until  they  come  into  our  hands.  I  might  suggest 
a  financial  expedient.  Let  me  issue  you  my  note 
for,  let  us  say,  ten  weeks  in  arrears  and  ten  weeks 
to  come.  One  hundred  and  fifty  dollars — really 
quite  a  capital.  Combine  this  with  six  hundred 
dollars  of  our  national  currency,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  that  the  rent  collector  will  eagerly  receive 
it  as  a  payment  in  full." 

**  Oh,  Mr.  Engee,  you  don't  know  the  man  !" 

"  Happy  to  say  I  don't.  I  never  did  know  a 
rent  collector — never  want  to  know  one.  It  must 
be  that  they  are  born  from  wolves,  nursed  by 
tigers  and  educated  by  stony-hearted  enemies  of 
the  human  species." 

"  You  can't  think  worse  of  thom  than  I  do. 
Still,  they  say  that  since  they  are  paid  to  collect 
they  must  collect,  with  all  that  the  word  implies. 
But  really,  now,  can't  you  do  something  to  help 
me  out  ?" 

''  Show  me  an  unguarded  banking  institution 
and  I  will  clean  it  out  with  dexterity  and  dis- 
patch, and  lay  the  spoils  at  your  feet,  my  dear 
madam.  Or  shut  me  up  in  a  room  with  a  som- 
nolent capitalist,  and  I  will  appoint  myself  his 
receiver,  liquidate  his  assets,  and  enable  yon  to 
buy  this  house  and  lot.  But  stop,"  continued  the 
young  man,  going  to  the  window  ;  "here  is  some- 
thing practical.  I  see  my  friend  Percival  Melior 
coming  down  the  street.  He  is  rich.  Do  you 
know  he  keeps  a  bank  account,  draws  checks,  de- 


posits drafts — all  that  sort  of  thing !  Now,  he  is 
evidently  coming  to  see  me.  It  is  dollars  to 
doughnuts  that  he  will  advance  me  the  trifle  that 
will  help  you  so  much.  Shall  I  see  him  in  my 
room,  or  will  you  let  mo  have  the  parlor  ?" 

"  Don't  let  me  be  in  the  way  one  moment," 
said  the  widow.  "  Oh,  I  do  hope  you'll  succeed  ! 
Let  me  know  as  soon  as  you  can,  won't  you  ?" 

And  Mrs.  Tuffstake  vanished  from  the  apart- 
ment. 

The  newcomer  was  about  twenty-eight  years  of 
age,  having  the  unmistakable  air  of  a  university 
man. 

Melior  had  come  to  New  York  with  a  modest 
patrimony,  a  diploma  from  the  law  school,  and  a 
firm  resolution  to  succeed  as  an  advocate.  Four 
years  had  passed^  and  apparently  he  had  not  yet 
arrived.     Yet  he  was  in  course  of  arriving. 

Melior  was  also  quite  adequately  in  society,  and, 
as  will  be  seen  later,  he  was  already  in  love. 

''This  is  a  little  of  a  divergence  from  the 
beaten  track  of  lawyers  to  their  offices,  isn't  it  ?" 
said  Engee. 

**  Yes  ;  a  block  or  two.  Our  proper  course  is 
bv  the  Elevated.  But  there  is  a  small  I  0  U  of 
mine  in  existence  which  I  want  to  extinguish. 
It's  eight  dollars  from  our  last  night's  poker. 
Here  is  a  check  for  it,  with  thanks  for  the 
credit." 

"'Thanks'  is  good.  Here  we  have  wintered 
and  summered  in  New  York,  you  among  the  solid 
respectables  and  making  a  name ;  I  more  than 
half  a  Bohemian  and  not  making  any  name  to 
speak  of,  looking  out  always  for  a  strike,  and 
never  yet  having  struck  anything.  And  now  you 
thank  me  for  an  over-night  credit  at  a  game  of 
dime  ante  I     Aristo,  va  !" 

'*  All  of  which  won't  prevent  you  from  making 
use  of  the  document." 

*'0h,  I'll  make  use  of  it  fast  enough!  This 
check  looks  quite  pretty.  Drawn  on  the  Broad 
Street  Bank,  an  institution  of  credit  and  renown, 
and  signed  by  Percival  Melior,  it  can't  fail  to 
command  respect.  If  I  add  two  little  dollars  to 
it  I  can  buy  or  sell  ten  shares  of  Rock  Island  or 
St.  Paul  at  a  bucket  shop,  and  perhaps  lay  the 
foundation  of  a  large  fortune.  Most  of  the  great 
fortunes,  if  we  may  believe  the  newspapers,  were 
made  by  men  who  were  born  barefoot  boys,  and 
came  to  New  York  without  a  dollar." 

Percival  laughed. 

**Ye8;  I  know  how  that  is.  You  remember 
our  college  burlesque  of  the  life  of  the  eminent 
but  somewhat  unpopular  savant  Euclid.  'Bom 
at  an  early  age  ;  the  son  of  poor,  pious,  but  hon- 
est parents.'  And  I  don't  very  well  see  how  a 
person  can   escape   being  born  barefoot.     High 


MAKING   A  RAISE, 


871 


anthority  states  that  we  brought  nothing  into  the 
world,  and  can  carry  nothing  out/' 

''  And  during  our  progress  along  its  dusty  ways 
some  of  us  carry  uncommonly  light  loads/'  said 
Engee. 

Melior  had  hardly  gone  before  the  parlor  door 
was  gently  opened,  and  a  young  woman  appeared. 
This  was  Mrs.  Tnffstake's  daughter,  between  whom 
and  her  reputed  ancestress  no  points  of  resem- 
blance existed.  The  mother  might  have  been  in 
her  time  good-looking,  although  there  were  no 
surviying  evidences  of  the  fact ;  but  the  daugh- 
ter was  certainly  a  most  attractive  and  charming 
young  person.  It  was  a  point  in  her  chamcter 
that  she  never  complained  of  her  surroundings, 
and  never  attempted  to  imitate  gowns  that  were 
beyond  the  reach  of  her  modest  purse.  This 
young  lady,  habited  in  morning  gingham,  looked 
around  the  room,  and  then  said  : 

'*  Excuse  my  intrusion,  Mr.  Engee — I  thought 
mamma  would  be  here.'' 

''She  has  but  just  now  gone.  And  she  must 
come  back  soon,  because  I  told  her  I  should  prob- 
ably have  some  money  for  her." 

'*  Poor  mamma,  her  money  troubles  weigh  on 
her  so  !  She  has  so  much  to  contend  against ! 
Only  this  morning  she  has  met  with  a  new  mis- 
fortune. That  smartly  dressed  couple,  you  know, 
who  had  our  two  best  rooms — that  Ilondni-as  mine 
owner  and  his  wife — well,  they  went  away  early  in 
«  cab,  leaving  their  trunks  nearly  empty,  and  a 
note  stating  that  unforeseen  circumstances  com- 
pelled them  to  leave  for  warmer  climes  ;  but  that 
their  highly  esteemed  friend,  Mrs.  Tuffstake, 
might,  perhaps,  find  consolation  for  the  unpaid 
board  bill  of  four  hundred  dollars  in  the  inclosed 
certificate  for  a  thousand  shares  of  stock  in  the 
Topinambo-Bolaro  Gold  Mine,  Limited,  of  Hon- 
duras ;  which  shares  are  at  present  unavailable, 
but  represent  immensely  valuable  properties,  re- 
quiring only  capital  for  their  development. 
Mamma  was  counting  on  that  money  to  make  up 
the  rent  and  some  other  bills.  I  believe  our 
owners  are  very  nice  people,  yet  we  never  see 
them,  you  know ;  but  the  collector— oh^  he  is  a 
terrible  man !  He  has  red  hair  and  inflamed 
eyes,  one  of  'em  squinty  ;  and  when  he  brings  that 
swivel  eye  to  bear  on  you  and  says,  'If  I  allow 
delinquents  to  hold  over  longer  than  ten  days  I 
become  personally  responsible — personally  respon- 
sible to  my  principals,  you  understand,'  yon  feel 
as  though  you  could  be  knocked  down  with  a 
feather." 

"  But  really,  now,  the  case  isn't  so  very  bad," 
replied  Reginald,  handing  a  chair  to  the  young 
lady.  "A  thousand  shares  of  anything  can  be 
used  as  collateral.     Your  mamma  has  nearly  all 


the  necessary  funds  now,  and  I  have  a  little  check 
that  will  help  her  to  some  extent."  And  the 
young  man,  unfolding  the  slip  of  paper,  <razed  at 
it  intently,  with  a  far-away  expression  in  his  eyes 
that  appeared  to  denote  an  abstraction  of  thought. 
As  to  these  two  young  people,  living  in  the 
same  house,  Reginald  was  three-quarters  in  love 
with  Ellen,  and  Ellen  was  one-quarter  in  love 
with  Reginald.  Here  was  unity,  given  an  elimi- 
nation of  the  negative  factors. 

"  Yes,"  continued  the  young  man,  "  what  I 
have  here  will  help  your  mother  some  ;  but  how  I 
wish  it  were  a  larger  amount !  It  is  so  difficult  to 
get  hold  of  large  sums,  and  yet  they  are  the  only 
ones  that  are  useful.  Of  course,  '  Poor  Richard's 
Almanac'  tells  us  it  is  the  little  amounts  that 
make  the  big  ones ;  but,  then,  it  takes  so  many  of 
them  ;  and  while  we  are  holding  on  to  one  of 
them  the  others  slip  away." 

"  Mamma  Viwi.  I  think  that  with  your  talents 
and  education,  Mr.  Engee,  you  ought  to  attain 
almost  any  position  and  make  a  fortune.  Now, 
why  don't  you  become  an  eminent  lawyer,  or  a 
fashionable  clergyman,  or  a  star  actor,  or  some- 
thing ?  The  star  actors  are  just  loveiy,  ana  they 
have  such  enormous  salaries,  and  it  looks  as  easy 
as  anything  to  be  one." 

"  It  may  look  easy," said  Reginald  ;  "but  how 
many  try  to  get  there  and  don't !  For  one  who 
has  a  country  seat  in  summer  there  are  a  hundred 
who  walk  home  on  the  railroad  ties  with  some 
traveling-company  snap.  Besides,  I  am  unap- 
preciated. I  graduated  two  years  ago.  The  pro- 
fessors said  I  was  qualified  for  anything.  That 
means  for  nothing.  I  came  to  this  town,  showed 
my  diploma  at  a  railway  office,  and  suggested 
that  I  should  be  placed  on  the  directors'  board. 
A  large  colored  porter  was  at  once  instructed  to 
show  me  the  outside  of  the  building.  Then  I 
visited  some  of  the  leading  banks,  but  was  only 
listened  to  by  the  officials  of  one  of  them.  The 
upshot  was  that  if  I  would  furnish  satisfactory 
bonds  I  might  start  in  as  a  messenger  on  five 
hundred  a  year.  That's  the  way  in  which  busi- 
ness people  treat  a  person  who  is  believed  not  to 
be  wholly  devoid  of  genius." 

"But,  then,  a  literary  career  I"  exclaimed  his 
fair  listener,  clasping  her  hands.  "  How  glori- 
ous !    And  full  of  rewards !" 

"I  have  tried  it.  I  wrote  a  passion  novel, 
and  every  publisher  in  the  great  cities  has  read  it, 
or  has  pretended  at  least  to  have  it  read,  and  the 
return  postages  amount  to  a  small  fortune.  Then 
I  tried  playwriting.  There's  more  money  in  plays 
than  in  novels." 

"  Did  you  find  it  so  ?" 

"  Well,  the  return  postages  are  not  so  heavy. 
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That's  because  there  are  not  so  many  managers 
to  send  the  plays  to.  Generally  the  goods  come 
back  without  any  explanation  or  comment ;  but 
when  there  were  comments  they  fell  into  one  of 
two  classes  :  either  the  dialogue  was  not  up  to  the 
le?el  of  the  situations,  or  the  situations  were  not 
up  to  the  level  of  the  diUogne.  Now,  if  I  could 
only  have  knocked  the  heads  of  these  wiseacres 
together !" 

**  There  would  have  been  an  acceptance  of  your 
drama  ?" 

"  Naturally,  But  there  was  no  such  luck  as 
thid.  And  therefore  at  present  I  am,  in  spite  of 
myself,  confined  to  the  duties  of  a  story  writer  on 
space  for  the  Family  Rejuvenator.'^ 

"Well,  Mr.  Engee,  I  shall  always  say  that  the 
world  has  so  far  used  you  very  cruelly,  but  I  hope 
that  in  the  good  time  coming  it  will  make  amends 
4o  you." 

And  with  these  hopeful  words  the  young  lady 
quitted  the  apartment. 

II. 

Left  to  himself,  Engee  gazed  again  at  the 
check.  By  its  terms  the  Broad  Street  Bank  was 
requested  to  pay  to  the  order  of  Reginald  Engee, 
Esq.,  eight  dollars.  Engee  knew  enough  of  bank- 
ing to  know  that  a  check  was  a  written  document 
which  must  be  passed  through  the  Clearing 
House,  then  be  examined  by  the  paying  teller, 
then  delivered  to  a  bookkeeper  to  be  posted,  then 
filed  away,  then  finally  written  into  a  passbook 
and  surrendered  to  the  drawer.  All  this  over  a 
paltry  eight-dollar  instrument.  It  was  irrational 
to  use  so  much  labor  to  no  purpose.  The  check 
should  be  at  least  eighty  dollars. 

Engee  then  began  to  scan  the  check.  This 
scrutiny  lasted  a  few  minutes  ;  then  he  went  to  a 
desk  in  the  corner,  and  busied  himself  an  instant 
with  pen  and  ink.  He  held  the  paper  to  the 
li^ht,  and  was  pleased  with  the  result.  Mrs.  Tuff- 
stake  entered,  and  he  turned  and  said  pleasantly  : 

"  Have  you  a  five-dollar  bill  handy  ?" 

*' To  lend?" 

'*  No  ;  to  give  me  in  change.  Then  your  sev- 
enty-five are  all  right.  Here  is  the  check  of  my 
friend  Melior,  indorsed  by  me.  Such  a  check, 
so  indorsed,  ought  to  command  a  premium." 

The  delighted  landlady  lost  no  time  in  handing 
him  the  change,  and  the  young  man  went  gavly 
out. 

Left  to  herself,  Mrs.  Tuffstake  began  to  specu- 
late upon  how  far  seventy-five  dollars  would  go 
toward  paying  seven  hundred  and  fifty.  There 
appeared  to  be  a  slight  hiatus,  which  a  single 
cipher  would  nicely  fill  up.  She  seated  herself  at 
the  desk  from  which  Engee  had  risen,  and  said  : 


"  ril  try  it,  and  see  how  it  looks.  It  can  \^ 
easily  crossed  out  if  it  doesn't  seem  to  fit." 

An  additional  cipher  made  the  figures  into  an 
elegant  "800."  Mechanically  then  her  fingera 
wrote  the  word  "hundred"  after  "eighty,"  and 
to  erase  the  superfluous  "y  "  required  but  a  few 
passes  with  her  penknife.  Then,  holding  up  the 
document,  she  said : 

"This  is  lovely.  I  wonder  if  it's  so  very,  very 
wicked,  when  one  really  needs  the  money  !  And 
if  Mr.  Melior  ever  finds  it  out  I  can  give  him 
back  the  difference.  It's  only  borrowing  the 
amount,  at  any  rate ;  and  I  might  better  have^ 
the  benefit  of  the  money  than  the  bank.  Now 
when  the  agent  calls  I'm  ready  for  him.  Oh, 
what  a  relief  it  is  to  one's  feelings  to  get  rid  ol 
these  money  anxieties !" 

It  was  not  long  before  the  agent  rang  the  belL 
Mr.  Rackrent  was  not  a  handsome  man,  an(^  this 
morning  he  looked  especially  disagreeable.  He 
was  haggard  and  careworn.  Evidently  he  had 
not  had  a  good  night's  sleep.  The  widow  tripped 
lightly  to  the  door  to  meet  him,  and  welcoming 
him  effusively,  asked  if  he  had  the  receipt  ready. 

Rackrent's  face  lighted  up.  He  had  not  ex- 
pected such  promptitude.  Sitting  down  and 
signing  the  receipt,  he  said  : 

"  We  are  much  obliged  to  you,  madam  ;  the 
money  will  be  most  acceptable  to  Mr.  Vandaster, 
because  he  is  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  market." 

"Dear  me!  and  in  this  wet  weather,  tool 
Why  doesn't  he  go  inside  ?" 

The  agent  smiled. 

"  It  isn't  always  so  easy,  especially  as  to  getting- 
in  on  tlie  ground  fioor,  where  the  Bulls  and  Bears 
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"  Perhaps  you're  right.  I  never  went  market- 
ing for  the  meat  of  either." 

"  A  great  many  people  are  not  as  considerate  a& 
you,  my  dear  madam.     But  here  is  your  receipt.'^ 

The  widow  handed  him  the  check,  and  received 
the  receipt  and  fifty  dollars  change. 

"  Of  course  you  know  the  signature,  Mrs.  Tuff- 
stake  ?"  he  said  as  he  took  it  in  his  hand. 

"  Oh,  certainly !  Mr.  Melior  is  a  rich  lawyer 
who  paid  it  to  one  of  my  boarders,  and  he  paid  it 
to  me.    I  think  it's  profits  in  a  stock  speculation.'^ 

"Athabasca  Railroad  shares  ?" 

"I  believe  so." 

"  They  must  have  gone  short !"  groaned  the 
agent. 

"  Yes ;  my  boarders  are  always  short,"  said  the 
widow. 

Rackrent  had  placed  his  hat  on  the  mantel. 
Ad  he  went  to  take  it  on  his  way  out  he  awk- 
wardly knocked  off  a  vial,  which  was  brokeu  on 
the  hearth. 


MAKING  A    RAISE. 


373 


"Never  mind  !"  exclaimed  the  widow.  **  Its 
only  a  little  acid  for  taking  out  marble  stains/' 
And  she  went  out  for  a  cloth. 

Rackrent  still  held  the  check.  At  the  sight  of 
the  precious  aoid  lying  in  a  pool  on  the  hearth 
his  eyes  lighted  up.  The  agent  had  been  speculat- 
ing with  Vandaster's  rent  collections,  and  was 
heavily  loaded  with  Athabasca  shares,  which  had 
fallen  fifteen  per  cent,  in  the  last  fortnight.  Bull- 
ion, his  broker,  hud  just  made  another  call  for 
more  margin.  That  the  shares  would  rally  there 
"was  no  question,  but  when  ?  And  how,  mean- 
time, to  hold  on  ?  He  now  saw  a  solution  of  the 
problem.  Quick  as  thought  he  took  up  the  bot- 
tom of  the  vial,  went  to  the  desk  and  applied  the 
-acid  to  the  word  *' hundred."  Then  he  dried  it 
■off  and  wrote  "  tliousand,"  adding  another  cipher 
to  the  figures.  Having  done  this,  he  replaced 
the  vial  fragment  on  the  hearth,  and  left  the 
house.  But  Mrs.  Tuffstake  at  the  door  had  wit- 
nessed a  part  of  the  performance,  and  the  thought 
•of  the  complications  likely  to  arise  from  the  act 
filled  her  soul  with  terror.  If  tlie  agent  should 
be  prosecuted  would  he  not  inculpate  her?  Pros- 
trated with  fear  and  horror,  she  sank  npon  a  sofa. 

Her  daughter  entered  the  room,  and  attempted 
to  raise  her.  At  this  moment  also  Engee  came 
in,  and  assisted  Ellen  to  lift  up  the  stricken 
woman.     Both  asked  what  the  matter  was. 

'*0h,  Ellen,  Ellen— forgery  T 

Engee  recoiled,  staggering,  as  if  shot ;  then 
-walked  wildly  about,  exclaiming  : 

"  Discovered  already  !  Yet  I  may  repair  my 
iault  before  it  is  too  late  V* 

The  widow  stared  at  the  young  man.  **  Why, 
Mr.  Engee,  how  is  it  your  fault  ?  And  how  can 
you  or  I  repair  a  matter  of  over  seven  hundred 
dollars  before  night  ?" 

**  Don't  you  mean  seventy- two  ?" 

"Alas,  no!  To  be  exact,  seven  hundred  and 
twenty.  But  I  have  fifty  toward  it.  And  yet 
there  is  a  greater  wretch  than  I  V 

'*  And  he  stands  before  you  !'* 

"  Oh,  no,  not  yo^i ;  he  has  just  left  this  house  ! 
A  wretch  with  red  hair,  and  squint-eyed,  who 
compels  widows  to  commit  forgery,  and  then  goes 
and  does  the  same  thing  himself  V 

"Why,  this  is  alarming  !"  exclaimed  the  young 
man.  "And  to  think  how  I  started  the  whole 
of  it." 


"  Why,  Mr.  Engee,  did  you  tamper  with- 
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"Mrs.  Tuffstake,"  interrupted  he,  "did  you 
tamper  with  Mr.  Melior's  check  ?" 

"  Why  try  to  conceal  it  ?  I  unfortunately  did. 
And  that  agent  has  wickedly  done  the  same  thing, 
only  worse." 

"And  I,"  said    Engee,    "weakly  began   the 


fraud.  But  now,  how  to  save  ourselves !  Have 
you  those  Topinambo  Mining  shares  yet  ?" 

"  Why,  yes,"  said  the  widow.  "  Who  would  buy 
them  ?" 

"  Everybody.  It  is  just  bulletined  that  a  rise 
in  the  Ozama  River  has  swept  away  the  side  hill 
of  the  mine,  disclosing  nuggets  worth  millions. 
Government  troops  have  been  called  out  to  pro- 
tect the  mine,  and  the  shares  are  at  fifty  pre- 
mium. Get  me  your  scrip  ;  111  sell  it  in  half  an 
hour,  and  we  can  wipe  out  that  terrible  check, 
even  after  what  that  agent  has  done." 

The  widow  hurried  from  the  room,  and  soon 
reappeared  with  the  paper. 

" Here  it  is,"  she  said  ;  "but  I  really  can't  be- 
lieve your  good  news  nntil  I  see  the  money." 

"  Keep  perfectly  easy  till  I  get  back,"  replied 
the  young  man  as  he  started  for  the  door. 

III. 

After  Engee  had  gone  the  house  was  very  quiet. 
The  widow  returned  to  her  routine  duties,  and 
Ellen  sat  down  to  await  the  results.  There  was  a 
knock  at  the  door.  She  started  in  alarm,  saying 
to  herself :  "  Now,  is  everything  discovered,  and' 
has  the  governor,  or  the  sheriff,  come  to  arrest  us 
all  ?"  But  it  was  only  Katy,  the  chambermaid, 
who  entered,  with  a  valise  burst  open  and  a  hand- 
ful of  loose  papers.  She  informed  Ellen  that 
the  "missus"  had  broken  open  the  trunk  and 
scattered  the  papers,  and  that  she,  Eaty,  could 
not  put  them  back  again.  Therefore  would  Miss 
Ellen  be  good  enough  to  do  it  ? 

Ellen  commenced  the  task.  W^lien  the  papers 
were  nearly  all  folded  and  returned  to  the  valise 
she  picked  up  an  old  copy  of  a  newspaper,  so  an- 
cient that  it  appealed  to  her  curiosity.  It  was  a 
CoDvnercial  of  1870,  and  upon  the  outside, 
marked  with  ink,  was  this  notice  among  the 
"Lost  and  Found":  "Lost  or  abducted,  a  little 
girl,  between  three  and  four  years  old,  dressed  as 
follows :  Blue  velvet,  swansdown  trimming  ;  white 
satin  cap,  blue-trimmed  ;  answers  to  name  Sophy. 
Brown  hair,  with  one  lock  almost  white  on  back 
of  head.  One  thousand  dollars  reward.  The- 
ophilus  Bullion,  4012  Fifth  Avenue." 

Ellen  was  thunderstruck.  She  had  this  white 
lock  in  her  back  hair.  She  had  often  laughed 
over  it.  Could  she  be  the  lost  child  ?  People 
had  often  said  she  had  no  resemblance  to  her 
mother.  Mrs.  Tuffstake  had  always  remarked 
that  she  favored  her  father.  Who  was  her  fa- 
ther ?     Could  it  be  the  great  banker  Bullion  ? 

The  widow  came  in,  and  was  shown  the  adver- 
tisement.    She  turned  pale. 

"  Oh,  mamma,  tell  me  the  truth  !"  Ellen  cried. 
"You  can  trust  me.     Am  I  that  lost  girl  ?" 
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With  great  difficulty  the  widow  told  Ellen  the 
truth.  But^  having  once  opened  her  heart,  she 
told  her  alL  She  had  found  the  little  girl  at  a 
street  corner,  one  autumn  twilight,  crying ;  had 
taken  her  home  and  put  her  to  sleep,  and  next 
morning  tiie  child  appeared  happy  and  contented. 
And  so  she  kept  her,  and  loved  her  more  and 
more  every  djiy. 

''But  you  must  have  seen  the  advertisements; 
you  kept  one  of  them,  even  !" 
•  ''  Yes ;  but  I  had  delayed  so  long,  I  was  afraid 
of  being  charged  with  kidnapping.  Besides,  I 
loved  you  too  well  to  part  with  you.  So  I  hud 
away  your  clothes,  and  dressed  you  as  if  you  be- 
longed to  me.  I  changed. my  servants,  and  there 
was  no  talk.  And  now  what  shall  we  do  ?"  And 
the  forlorn  woman  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears. 

"  Reginald  will  soon  be  back,*' said  Ellen.  **  We 
must  get  him  to  go  with  us  to  Mr  Melior,  his 
lawyer." 

*'0h,  how  dreadful !  Child,  that  would  never 
do.     It  was  his  check  that  wjis  tampered  with." 

''  Never  mind.  The  sooner  he  knows  about  that 
the  better.     But  here  is  Reginald." 

The  young  man  rushed  in,  waving  a  slip  of 
pink  paper. 

''Here  is  a  cool  hundred  thousand  on  ac- 
count ;  balance  to-morrow — fiftv  thousand  more 
at  least,  perhaps  more.  The  shares  are  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  to  one  hundred  and  sixty." 

"  Oh,  how  nice  it  will  be  to  be  able  to  cover  up 
this  awful  check  business  I" said  the  widow.  "  But 
we  must  see  your  lawyer  right  away  on  other 
business.  Put  the  check  in  your  pocketbook, 
and  come  along  with  us  as  soon  as  we  get  our 
things  on." 

In  h\Q  minutes  the  three  were  on  their  way  to 
Melior's  office,  Reginald  carrying  a  package  handed 
to  him  by  the  widow. 

IV. 

Melior's  office  on  Broad  Street  was  double,  like 
most  law  offices.  Engee  presented  the  ladies, 
and  the  lawyer  waited  for  a  statement  of  the  ob- 
ject of  the  visit.  While  Mrs.  Tuffstake  was  awk- 
wardly trying  to  make  one,  Ellen  suddenly  said  : 

'*  Mr.  Melior,  do  von  know  Mr.  Theophilus 
Bullion  ?" 

•'  Yes,  socially." 

"How  nice!  Well,  please  telephone  him  to 
come  here  right  awuy,  on  family  business." 

The  lawyer  smiled. 

"  Do  you  think  it's  customary  for  lawyers  to 
call  up  millionaires  without  notice  ?" 

"  But  this  is  a  peculiar  case.  He  would  blame 
you  if  you  did  not  call  him." 

"  Not  likely.     But  do  you  really  insist  ?" 


"Positively." 

Melior  went  over  to  the  box,  and  after  exchange 
ing  words  with  Bullion  &  Koyne,  he  turned  and 
said  : 

"I  stated  that  this  was  a  family  matter.  He 
says,  to  my  surprise,  he'll  come,  and  his  daugh- 
ter happening  to  be  at  his  office,  he  would  like  t» 
bring  her.     Shall  I  say  Yes  ?" 

"Certainly,"  answered  the  two  ladies.  "Do 
you  know  Miss  Bullion  ?" 

"I  have  that  honor." 

"  Maybe  she  and  I  will  be  very  glad  to  see  each 
other." 

"You  talk  in  riddles,"  said  the  lawyer,  greatly 
puzzled.  Then,  taking  the  party  into  the  private 
room  and  placing  a  chair  near  Ellen,  he  urged 
her  to  state  her  case.  A  lively  talk  ensued,  dur- 
ing which  he  displayed  the  contents  of  the  pack- 
age to  her  deeply  interested  listener. 

Mr.  Bullion  and  his  daughter  Clara  soon  en- 
tered the  main  office,  the  banker  evidently  some- 
what annoyed,  and  the  young  lady  wearing  an 
air  of  curiosity.  The  lawyer  went  out  and  greeted 
them.     Then,  taking  Bullion  aside,  he  said  : 

"This  may  be  important.  You  announced,, 
in  1870,  the  loss  of  a  little  girl  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"Is  this  your  advertisement?*'  shov.ing  the- 
Commercial, 

"Good  Heavens,  yes !" 

Clara  overheard  this,  and  joined  them. 

"Oh,  papa,  what  is  this?  Mr.  Melior,  don't 
question  him  as  though  you  had  him  in  the  wit- 
ness box." 

"  Miss  Bullion,"  replied  the  lawyer,  "  questions 
are  the  best  means  of  getting  the  truth.  Let  na 
call  this  newspapej*  Exhibit  A.  Now  for  Ex- 
hibit B."  And  he  showed  the  contents  of  the 
])ackage  to  father  and  daughter,  who  both  started 
in  astonishment,  the  banker  recognizing  them  at 
once. 

"And  now,  Mr.  Bullion,"  said  JMelior,  "  beforo 
we  go  further,  would  you  sign  a  paper  agreeing 
not  to  molest  the  person  with  whom  your  lost 
girl  found  a  home,  if  she  at  once  produces  her  ?" 

"  Well,  if  slie  is  safe  and  sound  I  must  do  so, 
if  3'ou  insist  upon  it." 

Melior  turned  to  his  desk  and  drew  up  a  short 
paper,  which  the  banker  read  and  signed. 

"  Well,  what  next  ?"  asked  the  latter. 

"  Exhibit  C,"  replied  the  lawyer,  going  to  the 
private  room  and  emerging  with  Ellen.  "  This, 
Mr.  Bullion,  is  Ellen,  or  Sophy." 

Clara  ran  to  her  and  threw  her  arms  around 
her. 

"  Oh,  you  dear  girl,  you  are  my  sister — now, 
aren't  you  ?" 
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The  banker  was  less  demonstrative.  Cautious 
from  habits  he  surveyed  her  closely^  saying,  in  a 
low  tone : 

*'  Strange,  strange !  Her  mother's  face  and 
Toice.  My  dear^  take  off  your  hat  and  show  me 
your  back  hair/' 

"  Why,  of  course,  papa ;"  and  in  a  second  Bull- 
ion had  the  white  lock  in  his  fingers. 

"This  lock  is  Exhibit  D,'*  said  the  lawyer. 
'*  We  have  no  further  evidence  to  offer.'* 

"  It  isn't  needed,"  said  Bullion,  kissing  Ellen. 
**  Now  you're  Sophy,  my  dear  daughter.  Drop 
Ellen  from  this  time  henceforth." 

**  I  will,  papa.  And  now  you've  agreed  not  to 
hurt  the  one  who  found  me,  I  want  you  to  forgive 
her." 


"That  will  be  a  hard  job  ;  but  I'll  try." 
'   Sophy  led  out  the  widow,  who  made  a  low  bow 
to  the  banker,  and  stood   as  if  waiting  to  be 
spoken  to. 

"  I  bear  no  malice,  my  good  woman,"  said  he. 
**This  will  be  better  explained  some  other  time." 

Engeo  came  gayly  out  of  the  private  room, 
smiling  on  Sophy,  and  said  to  Melior : 

"  Would  you  do  me  the  honor  to  introduce 
me  ?" 

"Oh,  I  forgot," said  Melior,  and  presented  him 
to  the  banker. 

Sophy  drew  close  to  her  father's  ear  and  whis- 
pered : 

"Be  nice  to  him,  papa  —  he  is  such  a  nice 
young  man  ;  and  we  have  lived  in  the  same  house 
so  long  that  I  know  I'm  not  mistaken  in  him." 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.     He  looks  dudish." 

"But  he  isn't.  He's  just  wonderful.  He 
cleared  over  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  for  Mrs. 
Tuffstake  this  morning." 

"  Bless  me,  my  child,  is  that  possible  ?  Cash 
or  paper  ?" 

"  Certified  check.     Which  is  that  ?" 

"Both,  my  love.     If  what  you  say  is  true  I 

really  must  become  better  acquainted  with  this 

young  man." 

V. 

Next  morning,  in  the  lawyer's  oflSce,  he  sat 
with  Eugee,  discussing  the  events  of  the  previous 
day. 

"I  don't  know  how  you  stand  with  Miss 
Sophy,"  said  Melior,  "but  I  don't  think  this 
sudden  change  in  her  fortunes  will  affect  her 
feelings  at  all  toward  you." 

"  I'm  comfortable  on  that  point.  You  see,  Mrs. 
Tuffstake  is  anxious  to  let  me  have  half  her  wind- 
fall of  yesterday,  to  go  into  business  with.  Now, 
I  think  of  buying  into  Bullion's  firm,  and  Sophy 
will  not  object  to  my  proposal,  in  due  time.  And 
the  dicky  bird  says  you  have  a  pretty  good  under- 


standing with  Miss  Bullion  also.  The  old  man 
will  have  a  nice  pair  of  sons-in-law,  won't  he  ?" 

Just  at  that  moment  Bullion  entered,  and  after 
hurried  "Good  mornings  "  said  to  Melior  : 

"I  have  a  favor  to  ask  of  you.  One  of  our 
customers,  named  Rackrent,  gave  us  your  check 
yesterday  for  eight  thousand  dollars  as  margin 
on  Athabascas.  In  making  up  the  deposit  at 
three  it  was  missing.  Search  has  been  useless. 
Now,  if  you  will  let  me  have  a  new"  check  we'll 
give  you  bond  against  the  old  one.  It  was 
stamped  for  deposit,  so  that  no  other  parties  can 
use  it." 

"'  Why,  Mr.  Bullion,  you  astonish  me  !  I  don't 
know  of  any  such  check." 

"  Well,  you  must  be  in  a  very  large  way  of 
business  when  you  forget  cight-thousand-doUar 
checks  over  night.  Suppose  you  look  at  your 
checkbook." 

As  Melior  turned  to  do  so  a  telegraph  boy  en- 
tered and  handed  him  a  dispatch.     It  read  : 

*'  Albany. — Have  wired  eight  thousand  dolUirs  to  your 
credit  at  Broad  Street  Bank.     It^s  nU  right.     See  you  to- 


morrow. 


ti 


Backbxnt. 
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Calling  Engee  to  his  desk,  he  said,  in  a  low 
tone  : 

"  Do  you  understand  this  ?" 

"Partially.     Let  Bullion  have  the  check  ?" 

"  But  I  only  drew  for  eight  dollars." 

"  I  know.  I  had  the  check.  It  was  passed  to 
Rackrent ;  but  he  raised  it  to  eight  thousand  dol- 
lars, to  put  up  on  Athabascas.  They  jumped 
twenty  per  cent,  in  the  afternoon,  and  he  lias 
sold  out  and  refunded — see  ?  You  are  in  just 
eight  dollars  on  the  operation.  Send  your  lad 
around  to  the  bank ;  get  the  remittance  entered 
in  your  passbook,  then  let  Bullion  have  his 
money." 

Melior  dispatched  the  lad,  and  turning  to  the 
banker,  said  : 

"Please  wait  one  moment,  until  I  see  how  my 
account  stands.  Did  Rackrent  go  broke  on  his 
Athabascas  ?" 

"  Well,  nearly.  But,  not  to  violate  confidences, 
I  can  say  he  recouped,  sold  at  the  right  moment, 
and  has  quite  a  large  balance  with  us  now  to  his 
credit.  He  wired  to  us  from  Albany  yesterday  at 
four  o'clock,  and  we  sent  him  the  news." 

"  That's  it  i"  said  Engee  to  Melior.  "  The  cuss 
was  on  his  way  to  Canada  when  the  good  news 
overtook  him." 

The  lad  returned  with  the  passbook,  duly  writ- 
ten up. 

"Mr.  Bullion,"  said  Melior,  "here  is  your 
check.     Never  mind  the  bond." 

"  Many  thanks,  sir  ;    and  will  you  two  young 
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geiiUemeD  give  me  tlie  pleasure  of  jour  company 
at  dinner  thie  evening  dt  my  house  ?  I  eliall  not 
take  No  for  an  answer.  We  dine  at  seven.  Good 
day."  And  the  gratified  banker  was  ofF  like  an 
elderly  Mercury. 

VI. 
Looking  at  this  group  of  people  a  year  after- 
ward, we  find  Reginald  Eiigee,  Esq.,  an  exceed- 
ingly active  partner  {board  member)  in  Bullion, 
Koyne  &  Co.,  and  his  wife  Sopliy  as  proud  of 
him  as  brides  generally  are  of  euccesisful  yonng 


husbands;  Melior  married  to  Clara,  and  in  fall 
swing  of  lucrative  practice ;  and  Mrs,  TnSstake 
joint  proprietor  of  a  prosperous  ladies'  fashion 
magazine.  Rackrent  came  back,  so  to  speak, 
gradually,  putting  out  feelers  in  advaDce.  The 
check  was  never  found,  and  was  finally  forgotten. 
Mrs.  TuSstake  and  Engee  never  told  on  them- 
selves, and  the  [topic  was  one  as  to  which  Rack- 
rent  conld  be  depended  upon  to  keep  silent.  Be- 
ing a  heavy  real-estate  owner,  lie  no  longer  collects 
for  other  people. 


ON    THE    WING. 
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"  St»y  nenr  nie.  <3o  not  take  tby  fligbt, 
A  little  loDger  Htn;  in  Bigbl! 
Miirh  couvcree  ilo  I  find  iu  thee, 
HUtorion  of  luy  infancy." 

Foremost  among  the  historians  to  which  tlie 
poet  nlJudea  we  find  the  butterflips,  those  bemi- 
tiful  bright-winged  creatures,  so  intimiitely  as- 
sociated with  our  childhood.  How  often  nglimpso 
of  one  of  these  snnim.r  flutterers  will  recall  to 
the  mind  incident  after  incident  of  those  "  liappy 
days  in  whicli  we  dreamed  that  life  and  love  were 
what  they  seemed  "  ! 

The  chase  of  butterflies  and  of  siiubc.ims  seems 
a  natural  instinct  in  the  childish  mind.  And  fort- 
unately the  lover  of  uatnre  does  not  lose  his  in- 
terest in  the  insect  world — this  delightfully  Bo- 
hemian little  world  —  when  he  reaches  man's 
estate. 

To  the  earnest  seeker  patient  investigation  will 
reveal  such  wonders,  such  marvels  of  loveliness. 


that  it  will  not  be  necessary  to  turn  to  books  for 
the  study  of  insects.  Nature  herself  will  prove 
an  unrivaled  itistritctor  if  one  but  listens  to  her 
teachings.  A  careful  observation  of  butterfiics 
on  a  sunny  day  will  give  one  a  pretty  clear  in- 
sight into  their  habits. 

The  observer  will  soon  discover  that  the  insect 
which  alights  on  the  nearest  fiower,  with  wings 
folded  uprightly,  is  droning,  perhaps  daydream- 
ing, and  not  feasting,  as  might  be  supposed,  on 
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the  ewects  of  the  flower.  Folded  wings  are  found 
only  when  the  insect  is  perfectly  passive,  not 
when  its  little  proboscis  is  busy  seeking  ita  daily 
bread. 

The  incomparable  beauty  of  the  bntterflj's 
ving  is  due,  entomologists  tell  us,  to  an  innu 
merable  number  of  microscopical  feathers  or 
plumelike  scales.  The  dust,  therefore  which 
is  sometimes  so  carelessly  bnished  off  from  the 
pinions  of  a  fluttering  captive  would  prove  to 
be,  under  tlie  microscope,  a  countless  number  of 
brilliant  plumes.  One  is  tempted  to  question 
"why  such  a  wealth  of  splendor  is  lavished  on  these 
little  creatures  ;  for  the  featherly  garniture  is  of 
no  particular  advantage  to  them,  while  its  serves 
lo  attract  the  wandering  eye  and  the  ever  ready 
fingers  of  little  children,  as  well  as  of  the  keen 
■eye  of  the  birds. 

Quaint  old  authors  have  written  many  a  liom 
ily  to  young  maidens  on  the  vain  beauty  ai  d  the 
dilettanteism  of  butterflies,  twisting  the  niornl 
about  in  numerouH  odd  ways  calculated  to  pieico 
ihe  worldly  conscience ;  for  the  maiden  can 
neither  asEume  nor  assert  the  nnconsciousnesa  of 
lier  gay  connterpart. 

A  modern  writer  has  said  that  the  maternal  in- 
stinct is  less  developed  in  the  Lcpidoptera  tiian  in 
other  insect  orders.  That,  however,  is  partly  ex- 
■jilained  by  the  fact  that  tlie  mother  butterfly  sel- 
dom lives  to  see  the  tiny  eggs  that  she  has  care- 
-fully  cradled  id  a  eoftly  swinging  leaf  mature  to 
insect  babyhood.  She  has  done  what  she  could 
in  leaving  the  cozy  nursery  in  the  daily  care  of 
the  sunbeam,  and  in  the  nightly  care  of  tlie 
softly  gliding  moonbeam.     Then  she  folds  lier 
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wings,  knowing  th.tt  these  good  nurses  will  soon 
assist  her  babies  to  their  feet ;  and  it  is  at  just 
this  age  that  these  naughty  infants  turn  about 
and  devour  both  their  bed  and  their  bed  blankets  ! 
To  be  sure  it  was  for  that 
purpose  that  they  were 
tucked  away  in  such  a 
deliciously  convenient  nurs- 
ery. 

Who  would  not  envy  the 
lot  of  an  insect  that  retires 
within  the  damask  coverlet 
of  a  rose-scented  cradle, 
lighted  to  rest  by  the  fairy 
lamp  of  the  firefly,  and 
ushered  into  dreamland 
with  the  nursery  ditty  of 
tlie  evening  breeze  ?  What 
an  Elysian  picture  does 
fancy  paint  of  the  awaken- 
ing of  the  dainty  slumberer, 
that,  when  aroused  by  the 
uncurling  of  the  rose  blan- 
ket, sees  near  him  the 
dew  drop  that  shall  serve 
for  his  morning  ablution  I 
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A  moment  later,  and  he  epeede  away  to  liis  floral 
dining  hall, 

"  Wbere  be  arriTing,  round  nbont  doth  fly. 

From  bed  to  bed.  from  fine  to  t'elher  border. 
And  take  Eurrej  with  Fnrions  bnsy  e;e, 

OF  fver;  flower  and  berb  there  itel  in  order; 
Now  this,  now  that,  he  tasletb  tenderly, 

Yet  none  of  these  be  mdely  doth  dieorder, 
Nor  with  his  feet  tbeir  silken  lenves  deface. 
But  puslares  on  the  pleasares  of  each  place." 

Very  different  nre  the  aiirioundings  of  the  ple- 
beian Pieris  rapie.  "  Born  iti  a  cabbage,  in  a  cab- 
bage bred,"  her  daily  life  is  commonplace  enough. 
Her  "coiiatitutioiiala"  are  generally  limited   to 

the  near  vicinity  of  the  kitchen  garden;  and  lievea  that  the  Creator  said,  "  Let  the  earth  bring- 
there  one  may  be  pretty  sure  of  finding  her,  flut-  forth  tlie  living  creatttre  after  hia  kind,  cattle 
tering  about   in  her  white  and  almost  spotless    and   creeping   Ihingg,  and   it    waa  so."     In   the 

"creeping    things,' 
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Poetfl  have  called  bntterfliea  winged  thoughts; 
and  iiideed  they  are  such  to  him  who,  seeing,  he- 


bib  a  n  d  tucker, 
her  caterpillar  stage 
she  is  not  at  all  attract- 
ive., her  complexion  be- 
ing of  a  sallow  green, 
probably  derived  from 
her  continuous  cabbage 
menu. 

Some  of  these  giddy 
highHicrs  are  not  with- 
out  their  peccadillos, 
for  occasionally  among 
them  a  stray  tippler  or 
two  ia  seen,  imbibing 
too  deep  a  potion  for 
80  small  a  head,  aa  the 
honeyed  sweets  from 
many  a  flower  serve  to 
set   their   wee   bodies 


among  which  are  in- 
cluded the  larva,  or 
caterpillar,  lies  the 
origin  of  tlie  butterfly. 

Wise  old  Pliny  sup- 
posed they  originated 
from  tlie  dew  falling  on 
leaves.  While  we  smile 
at  such  a  belief  now- 
adays, do  the  present 
evolutionists  teach  a 
more  reasonable  one  ? 

A  gentle  thntst  at 
evolutionists  haa  been 
detected  in  Kiugaiey'a 
"Water  Babies,"  where 
little  Tom  is  told  by  a 
wise  fairy  folk  tliat  the 


a-reeling.    It  may  be  of  these  delicate  tipplers  that    fairy  who  made  butterflies  was  not  nearly  as  clever 


the  poet  has  written  : 

"  Fed  with  nouriHliment  divine. 
The  dewy  morning's  gentle  wine, 
Nature  wails  upou  thee  still. 
And  thy  verdant  cnp  doth  fill; 
'Tis  filled  wherever  tbou  dost  tread, 
Nature's  self  tby  Ganymede  !" 

Wonld  that  all  intoxicants  were  aa  innocent 
as  the  "  dewy  morning's  gentle  wine  " ! 


COMMON  FLY  {UAOMFIED). 


aa  the  fairy  who  made  bntterfliea  make  them- 
Eelvea. 

A  graceful  and  very  probable  fancy  of  Darwin 
is  that  insecta  resemble  tlie  flowers  they  frequent. 
Mrs,  Bugden,  in  her  charming  book  of  "  Insect 
Life,"  illustrates  this  theory  by  saying  that  nearly 
all  the  outdoor  insects  whicli  have  acceaa  to  the 
sweet  and  brilliant  flowers  in  a  measure  partake 
of  their  beauties,  especially  the  butterfly,  which 
iaa  flowerlike  insect,  made  after  a  floral  pattern 
and  colored  after  floral  liuea.  The  statement  is 
true  in  many  ways,  as,  for  instance,  the  musk 
bee  is  as  fmgrant  as  the  plant  from  which  it  takes 
it  name.  The  luminous  Fraxinella  ha~  its  coun- 
terpart in  the  flrefly  and  glowworm. 

JIany  of  the  night-flying  insects  that  are  de- 
prived of  the  life  and  brightness  of  the  outer 
world  are  almost  without  exception  of  a  sober  and 
quiet  hue.  The  dependence  of  the  insect  npoa 
the  flower,  and  vice  versa,  has  been  carried  so  far 
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by  some  iiiitiiriiliatB,  that  witliout  insects,  it  liaa    smateur  actors  that  reflects  credit  on  the  pro- 
been  said,  there  CouiJ  be  no  flowers,  as  the  insect     feBsion, 

tin  consciously  fertilizes  the  blosaomB  tiiat  it  visits        Another  set  of  very  nimble  gymnasts  are  to  be 
for  food.  found  in  the  Mtiscidie,  or  fly  family.     In  lllus- 

As  to  the  robing  of  the  insect  world,  we  find  tration  of  tliis,  a  writer  tells  the  following  story  r 
One  fly  youngster,  inflated  witli  ideas  of  his  owa 
greatness — so  tlie  story  runs — came  to  the  rescue 
of  n  young  jKiet  in  a  most  ren:arkuble  manner. 
As  tlie  poor  author  was  etrnggliiig  with  a  deep, 
epic  poem  tiiat  he  was  composing,  and  gazing  de- 
s^wringty  at  the  ceiling  meanwhile,  the  fly  thua 
otldresaed  Jiim  : 

"  By  lightaeas,  not  weigbt.  I  my  empire . lunio tain. 

And  by  emptiness  Htnud  ou  mj  bruil  - 

While  otben  cau't  clioib,  usiug  ioflDile  pains 

I,  gravity  turning  to  jest. 
Ascrutl  with  all  ease  perpeudicalar  planes. 
Rongb  or  smooth,  jnst  ns  ple.isea  me  bfst : 
0  try  tightnet,  my  triend,  first;  I'll  w-arrsnt  yon'lt 


notliiiig  anywhere  that  will  equal  it.  For  in- 
stance, the  attire  which  has  been  handed  down 
for  generations  to  the  beautiCul  dinner)  of  tiie 
Lycjena  family  ("bluelets")  is  a  cliamiing  crea- 
tion of  etliereal  blue  with  an  airy  border  of  silvery 
azn  re, 

Kirby,  the  thoughttnl  observer  of  these  little 
creatures,  aflirms  that  nature,  in  some  instances, 
roles  her  insect  world  in  silk  and  network,  while 
the  robes  of  others  are  blazoned  witli  heraldic  in- 
siguiii — crosses,  crescents  and  stius.  Others  pro- 
sent  an  Imposingly  learned  aspect  with  their  em- 
broideries ot  mathematical  flgures,  angles  and 
tri.ingles.  One  s|)ecies  bears  the  sabrii^uet  of 
"the  burnislied  brass,"  from  tlie  two  resplendent 
hands  which  cross  tha  wings  .of  tlieir  i-aiment. 
The  garments  of  the  "  Fritilbiries"  are  lined 
tliroughont  with  gleaming  silver  stars  and  stripes. 

Again,  some  insects  are  gotten  up  in  harlequin 
Style ;  and  among  these  is  tlio  walking  stick,  or 
spectre,  as  it  is  sometimes  called.  Almost  every 
child  has  seen  this  creature  in  Its  odd  masquer- 
ade, imitating  a  bit  of  twig  so  i>erfectly  that  one 


find 
That  as  I  rule  o 


1  uiiiy  nile  mind." 
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is  tempted  to'  believe  in  the  presto-cliange  act ; 
for,  when  it  suddenly  turns  its  twiglike  members 
into  movable  antennie  and  long  straddling  lege, 
the  apparently  lifeless  stick  becomes  an  animated 
object !     The  walking  leaf  is  another  of  these 


It  is  to  be  hojted  that  the  poet  profited  by  th& 
sage  advice  of  the  small  i-easoner ;  but  we  doubt  it. 

Birds  are  thought  to  be  the 
swiftest  of  all  creatures,  but  the 
dragon  fly  has  been  known  to 
win  in  a  race  for  bis  life  when 
his  opponent  was  a  champion 
bird  flier.  Luuwenhoeck,  an 
entomologist  of  old  who  has 
chronicled  the  incident,  has 
failed  to  record  the  fiiiie  of  the 
famous  race. 

Birds  appear  to  he  the  enemies  of  which  all  in- 
sects sliind  in  greatest  dread.  Only  a  few  odor- 
ous species  —  the  lacewing,  archippus  butterfly, 
etc.,  are  safe  from  bird  ravages;  llieir  repulsive 
odor  probably  warning  the  birds  that  in  spite  of 
their  apparent  attractions  they  would  not  prove  a 
palatable  morsel. 

The  question  is  often  asked,  "Wliat  becomes 
of  dead  butterflies?''  A  dead  butterfly  is  so  sel- 
dom found  that  their  disappearance  seems  almost 
mirucuIouB.  The  birds  could  solve  the  mystery, 
for  their  quick  eyes  are  ever  on  the  watch,  and 
their  slender  bills  ready  to  make  way  with  the 
tender  bodies  on  the  instant  the  alluring  wings 
have  ceased  to  flutter. 

An  article  lately  published  in  an  English  maga- 
zine portrays  the  whole  insect  kingdom  as  full  of 
villainies.  The  writer  made  it  appear  that  the 
aim  of  each  insect  was  to  emulate  David  of  old  in 
slaying  his  "tens  of  thousands,"  This  is  true  in  a 
measure  ;  for  instance,  the  favorite  diet  of  dragon 
flies  is  composed  of  moths,  horseflies  and  mos- 
quitoes. Because  of  their  appetite  for  the  latter 
they  have  been  popularly  named  mosquito  hawks. 


ON   TEE    WJNQ. 


WALKING  LEAF. 


WALSma  BTICK. 


The  Germana  have  givcti  them  tlie  name  of  "  vir-  Btrnmeuta    shaped    like    drumsticks,    "poisera  " 

giDS  of  the  water  " ;  but  surely  that  title  is  most  entomologists  call  them,  for  they  serve  to  balance 

inappropriate  if  it  be  true,  as  an  entomologist  the  body  and  enable   Mr.  Dadd;  L.  to    flj  so 

states,  that  he  fed  to  one  virgin  tliirty  live  borae-  briskly.     Without  these  two  small  members  he 

flies  in  siiccessioij.  would  be  utterly  helpless  in  his  flight. 

The  French  speak  of  them  as  "demoiselles,"  The  sensibility  of  insects  has  so  often  been 

perhaps,  as  has  been  suggested,  from  their  ei-  questioned  that  a  few  words  in  connection  may 

ceedingly  slender  waists.  American  children  have  not  be  amiss.     It  has  been  demonstrated  that  the 

christened  them  "  devil's  darning  needles,"  from  fly  does  not  suffer  any  apparent  discomfort  from 

the  superstition  that  their  sliarp,  needlelike  bodies  his  mntilations.     And  if  Linufeua  is  correct  in 


might  be  used  i 
mg  up  their  ears. 

Tlie  children  find 
another  favorite  in 
the  daddy  longlegs, 
or,  properly  speaking, 
the  crane  fly.  This 
ridiculous  scamp  gen- 
erally manages  to 
«lude  tlie  ciiildish  fin- 
gers and  zigzag  away 
just  as  they  fancy  him 
secure  in  their  hands, 
leaving  one  or  two  of 
his  half-dozen  stiltlike 
legs  behind  him.  But 
the  loss  does  not  ap- 
pear to  trouble  the 
happy-go-lncky  creat- 
ure, for  he  flies  away 
as  merrily  as  ever. 

lu  his  case  nature 
seems  to  have  been 
unnecessarily  prolific, 
and  yet  we  are  told 
there  is  reason  in  all 
her  handiwork. 
Tucked  away  behind 
its  wings  this  insect 
has  a  pair  of  tiny  in- 
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his  statement,  insects 
in  general  are  not 
capable  of  much  suf- 
fering, inasmuch  as 
they  have  almost  no 
nervous  system.  The 
wisest  scientists,  how- 
eier,  cannot  decide 
definitely  just  how 
much  or  how  little 
feeling  the  insect 
world  possesses,  so  let 
us  teach  children  to 
be  kindly  to  all — yes, 
even  to  the  daddy 
longlegs. 

One  of  our  most  in- 
teresting insects  is  the 
fire  or  lantern  fly. 
We  know  a  little  of 
them  here,  but  it  is 
in  foreign  countries 
that  they  reach  their 
perfected  brilliancy. 
In  Spain  their  mar- 
velous illuminating 
powers  and  the  illu- 
sive Sittings  appeared 
so  strange  and  un- 
earthly to  the  Afoors 
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set 


that  they  believed  them  to  be  the  spirits  of  the 
departed.  In  the  island  of  St.  Domingo  the  na- 
tives tiBe  them  literally,  it  is  said,  as  "n  lamp 
unto  their  feet  and  a  light  to  their  path,"  trnvel- 
ers  having  seen  the  people  wearing  them  on  their 
feet  when  journeying  at  niglit. 

Frequently  tliey  are  caught  for  the  seQoritas, 
who  confine  them  in  their  dark  hair  under  silken 
iiete,  from  which,  in  their  efforts  to  escape,  they 
conatantly  emit  piercing  mya  of  glowing  light. 

It  is  probably  not  geneniliy  known  that  the 
sufferings  endured  from  the  persecutions  of  the 
mosquito  are  entirely  due  to  the  females  of  the 
race.  Their  savage  propensities,  however,  Jiave 
entailed  upon  the  family  in  general  snch  forcible 
entomological  names  as  "iLisatiabili3,""impIaca- 
bilis,"  "excrutians"  and  "damnoaus"  ! 

All  these  imprecations  are  heaped  upon  them  * 
in  spite  of  the  fact  tliat  theirs  is  a  purifying  mis- 
sion, as  the  earliest  part  of  their  lives  Is  spent  in 
rendering  innocuous  the  standing  water  of  pools 
and  ponda. 

It  ia  quite  common  nowadays  to  hear  of  hos- 
pkals  for  pet  dogs  and  cats,  but  how  many  hare 
Jieard  of  one  wliere  insects  are  cared  for  ?  Heber 
tells  us  of  such  an  institution  in  his  "Xarratives 
of  a  Journey  through  the  Provinces  of  India." 
Like  many  other  endowed  chanties,  he  found  this 
in  a  deplorable  condition — the  lavish  endowment 
merely  serving  to  enrich  the  Brahmana,  who  have 
the  bnildiDg  in  charge.  To  be  strictly  correct, 
there  are  maintained,  besides  insects,  such  animals 
as  are  sacred  to  the  country — monkeya,  peacocks 
and  cows.  PromtneDt  among  the  insect  inmates 
were  fleas  and  lice.     Some  writer  had  stated  that 


beggars  were  hired  to  serre  as  food  tor  the  ver. 
min,  but  this,  however,  Heber  strongly  denies. 
The  necessity  for  special  care  and  provision  for 

vermin  iu  Eastern  countries  is  far  from  evident  t> 
us.  But  we  have  it  on  undoubted  authority  that 
the  eggs  of  these  creatures,  and  even  they  them- 
selves, have  received  the  greatest  care  at  the  hands' 
of  some  European  scientists,  such  as  binding 
their  eggs  on  their  arms,  that  their  hatching  and 
subsequent  growth  through  the  blood  extracted 
could  be  carefully  watched.  A  German  professor 
had  a  room  in  his  house  stocked  with  a  particular 
species  of  flea  that  he  had  discovered  in  Persia; 
and  it  was  his  custom  to  assign  his  guests  to  this- 
apartment  for  the  night,  that  they  might  verify, 
the  following  morning,  his  belief  that  their  bite 
lind  a  peculiar  pungency  not  found  in  any  other 
of  the  dozen  distinct  species  which  naturalists 
have  named. 

We  have  all  heard  of  the  wonderful  perform- 
ances of  trained  fleas,  such  as  military  manoeuvres 
and  feats  of  strength.  One  of  these  was  made  to 
draw  a  carriage  and  sis  horses  carved  out  of  ivory, 
having  a  coachman  on  the  bos  with  a  dog  be- 
tween his  legs,  a  postilion,  four  persons  in  th& 
carriage  aud  two  servants  behind  !  Few  persons, 
perhaps,  know  that  these  precious  animals  havo 
been  kept  alive  for  three  years  by  the  blood 
which  they  drew  at  regular  feeding  hours  from 
their  owner's  arm. 

Following  out  our  title  closely,  fleas  should  not 
have  intruded  themselves  in  the  present  paper 
as  they  are  on  the  jump  and  never  "on  the 
wing,"  being  entirely  deatitute  of  those  append- 
ages. 
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MAMMY. 


TROUTING   IN   THE   ADIRONDACKS. 

By  Bi-Rr  Arnold. 

Ah,  this  Ib   the  morning  for  which  weWe  been  wishing! 
The  sky  slightly  mnrky — the  best  time  for  fishing; 

We  can   lounge  if  we  please 

*Neath  the  shade  of  the  trees 
Where  the  balm-laden  zephyrs  are  taking  their  onting, 

Or  follow  the   brook 

With   bamboo  and  hook, 
So  experts  can   langh  at  oar  bungling  while  tronting. 

]iut  we  must  not  forget 

*Eont  the  bait  that  is  wet. 
And  while  the  fair  ladies  prepare  us  our  luncheon 
We^ll  brew  them  a  lemonade  stout  in  a  puncheon; 

We  will  put  in— 3-ou  know! 

With  a  quart  of  so-so. 
And   other  things  needed  in   making  a  brick, 
(For  lemonade^s  brackish  without  any  stick!) 

Then  when  we  return 

Our  faces  will  buru 
With   heat  from  the  sun  that  at   uoontime  arose 
And  painted  vermilion  the  end  of  our  nose. 


MAMMY. 

By  Anna  S.  \fAcDoNAi.D. 


Sometimes,  "atween  me  and  the  skied/' comes 
— distinct  and  clear  like  a  silhouette  —  a  form 
with  wrinkled  black  face  and  poor  bony  fingers, 
holding  at  arm's  length  a  coarse,  coarse  needle 
|ind  a  very  long  thread,  which  is  put  sometimes 
to  the  point  and  sometimes  to  the  eye. 

With  it  comes  a  sharp  pain — a  pang  that  cannot 
be  downed. 

That  form,  that  wrinkled  face,  those  poor  fin- 
gers— that  was  mammy — the  impersonation  of  all 
that  was  most  desirable,  and  the  very  dearest  one 
on  earth  to  the  two  **  mitherless  bairns"  that 
«tood  at  iier  knee. 

When  the  young  bride — their  mother — left  her 
liome,  it  was  to  her  that  she  was  intrusted,  and  upon 
whom  she  leaned,  even  more  than  the  husband — 
whom  she  had  loved  for  a  brief  space,  while  she 
"had  never  known  a  time  without  **  mammy." 

When  like  a  fragile  flower  she  drooped  and 
-died  it  was  to  mammy  that  she  confided  the  hel^v 
Jess  beings  that  it  wrung  her  heart  to  part  from. 

**I  will  never  leave  Miss  Lilian's  children," 
was  the  reiterate<l  reply  when  the  stern  yet  just 
man  whom  she  called  ''master"  made  it  optional 
with  her  to  return  to  the  old  home  and  the  as- 
•8ooi;itions  of  seven tv  vears. 

What  a  sweet  ** brief  rapture"  was  that  when, 
at  pet  of  sun,  we  leaned  at  her  knee  and  were  con- 
doled and  comforted  for  every  fancied  grievance  ! 

IIow  carefully  wc  said  *'chimbly"  and  '*  ter- 


rectly,"  chimney  and  (hrectly  seeming  arbitrary 
innovations  insulting  to  her,  and  how  ardently 
we  longed  to  be  **  grown,"  to  buy  her  a  blue  vel- 
vet dress,  and  a  watch  and  chain,  and  a  lace 
handkerchief ! 

But  the  time  came  when  nursery  training  was 
no  longer  adequate,  and  *' mammy's  babies"  were 
taken  away  to  school. 

The  last  thing  they  saw,  pictured  and  photo- 
graphed forever,  was  mammy,  standing  in  the 
doorway,  with  her  apron  to  her  poor  dim  eyes. 

Yearning  for  her  many  a  day,  they  thought  to 
send  her,  some  time,  a  splendid  box,  filled  with 
linen  and  laces  and  red  flannel,  and  cologne,  and 
camphor — a  great  bottle  of  it. 

There  came  a  djiy— a  perfect  spring  day — when 
the  air  was  sweet  with  lilacs,  and  the  young  birds 
twittered  in  their  nests  for  joy. 

They  called  us  in  from  our  play,  and  very  gen- 
tly, very  tenderly  told  us  that  mammy  was  dead, 
and  a  great  desolation  settled  down  over  the 
whole  face  of  the  earth  ! 

Never,  never  to  see  her  any  more,  and  never  to 
give  her  all  those  things  ! 

That  anguish  passed,  but  never  has  her  place 
been  filled,  never  has  her  memory  been  dimmed. 

If  faithfulness  and  endurance  are  rewarded, 
then  has  mammy  a  high  place  in  heaven. 

**  Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant," 
be  her  epitaph. 
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RECENT  PROGRESS  IN  SCIENCE. 
By  Ernest  Ingersoll. 

An  Obano^x7ta.no  Nest. — One  of  these  stmctares  has 
lately  been  added  to  the  zoological  collection  iu  Berlin. 
It  was  brongbt  by  Professor  Salenka  from  Borneo,  where  he 
found  it  in  the  fork  of  a  tree  at  about  thirty-fiye  feet  from 
the  ground.  The  nest  is  four  feet  eight  inches  long,  yary- 
ing  in  breadth  from  twelve  inches  to  thirty-two  inches, 
with  a  depth  of  eight  inches,  and  is  composed  of  from 
twenty  to  twenty-fiye  sticks.  There  is  nothing  artistic 
about  it,  nor  has  it  any  incloeure  for  newborn  young,  but 
appears  to  be  simply  a  temporary  structure  which  the 
adult  constructs  for  sleeping  in. 

Thb  PBBSEByATioM  OF  Eoos. — With  the  progress  of  the 
science  of  bactsriology  it  has  been  discovered  that  eggs  go 
bad  in  consequence  of  the  presence  in  them  of  bacteria 
small  enough  to  effect  an  entrance  through  the  pores  of  the 
cell  nnl  the  inner  membrane.  These  bacteria  canuot  exist 
without  oxygen,  hence  all  that  is  necessary  to  the  preserviv- 
tioa  of  eggs  in  a  perfectly  fresh  condition  is  to  take  them 
when  new-laid  and  cover  them  with  nn  airtight  coating. 
It  is  of  course  necessary  that  this  coating  is  not  of  a  nature 
to  communicate  any  unpleasant  flavor  to  the  egg.  Smear- 
ing new-laid  eggs  with  fat  and  packing  them  in  sawdust 
has  been  found  to  succeed  fairly  well,  but  sometimes  the 
pores  are  imperfectly  stopped,  and  the  results  are  conse- 
quently not  absolutely  reliable.  Gum  arable  is  better,  but 
more  expensive.  A  German  chemist  who  has  been  investi- 
gating the  subject  recommends  water  glass.  The  eggs  are 
dipped  three  or  four  times  in  a  moderately  strong  solution 
of  (he  substance  and  allowed  to  dry  between  each  dipping , 
thoy  will  then  keep  good  for  years.  Eggs  thus  treated  can 
be  broken  on .  the  edge  of  the  pan :  but  if  they  are  to  t>e 
boiled  the  coating  should  first  be  washed  off. 

Bknzime  Vapob  as  an  Intoxicant. — A  communication 
froMi  Dr.  Ernst  Kosenthal-Magdeburg  on  the  novel  but 
growing  habit  of  inhaling  the  vapor  of  benzine  as  a  stimu- 
lant is  going  the  round  of  the  German  papers.  The  first 
«£Fcct  of  the  habit  is  described  as  producing  a  genial  sensa- 
tion of  calm  enjoyment,  attended  by  pleasant  dreams .  but 
these  agreeable  effects  give  place  in  time  to  painful  hallu- 
•ciuations.  showing  a  thoroughly  diseased  state  of  the  ricrv- 
<ms  system  akin  to  what  is  experienced  in  delirium  tremens. 
Similar  accounts  of  the  spread  of  this  habit  is  reported 
from  Warsaw.  The  habit  appears  to  be  more  or  less  gen- 
oral  in  those  industries  like  glove  cleaning,  iu  which  ben- 
zine is  commonly  employed,  but  does  not  appear  to  have 
spread  beyond  them. 

The  Great  Fiiooo.— The  Geiinans  are  still  discuaning 
with  interest  the  story  of  the  Flood.  Suess  and  Neumeyer 
mav  b>th  be  said  to  have  proved  that  the  Mosaic  account 
of  the  Flood  was  copied  almost  without  alteration  from  the 
original  Assyrian  version,  and  that  the  event  took  place  on 
the  pLiins  of  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates.  A  new  view  is 
now  presented  by  Hennig,  who,  in  a  recent  article  in  Natur 
Wochtruchrifl,  brings  forward  argument  iu  support  of  the 
independent  origin  of  the  numerous  widespread  traditictns 
of  the  Flood.  He  associates  it  with  some  of  the  striking 
facts  which  indicate  a  general  lowering  of  temperature  with 
increased  rainfall  in  the  Quaternary  period  the  acctmnila- 
tion  of  the  ice  of  the  Glacial  period,  and  tlie  floods  which 
•accompanied  its  retreat. 

Ball  Liohtnimo.— The  TAincet.  London.  d«*BcribeR  a  case 
of  narrow  escape  from  death  by  a  stroke  of  ball  lightning, 
a  form  of  rare  occurrence  but  known  to  the  older  meteor- 


ologists, who  called  iifulmen  globulare.  The  phenomenon 
was  reported  by  Dr.  L.  Dandois,  of  the  University  of  Lou- 
vain,  who  encountered  it  while  returning  from  a  profes- 
sional visit  during  a  heavy  thunderstorm.  Suddenly  out 
of  the  pitchy  darkness  there  came  a  ball  of  fire  which 
hurled  him  off  his  feet  and  across  a  ditch  into  the  adjacent 
field.  On  coming  to  himself  he  still  had  hold  of  the  stout 
wooden  handle  of  the  umbrella  he  was  carrying,  but  the 
cover  was  completely  burned  off,  and  the  steel  ribs  twistod 
into  every  imaginable  shape. 

There  passed  through  the  Suez  Canal,  in  1893,  3,341 
ships,  of  7,659,000  tons,  yielding  |i68,000,000  in  dues. 

Minimum  Temperatubb  of  Visibilitt. — According  to  a 
Physical  Society  paper  by  Mr.  Gray,  this  temperature  for 
the  surface  of  the  solid  is  about  470^  G.  (878^  F.),  but  this 
may  be  reduced  considerably  if  the  person  remains  for  a 
few  minutes  in  a  dark  room.  At  night  a  surface  for 
410**  C.  (770®  F.)  is  visible  ;  by  resting  the  eyes  in  complete 
darkness  this  may  be  reduced  to  310*^  (698®  F.)  nearly, 
different  people^s  eyes  differ  somewhat,  but  probably  not  to 
any  great  extent  if  tented  under  the  same  conditions ;  the 
surfaces  at  these  temperatures  do  not  appear  red,  but  look 
like  a  whitish  mist. 

Clouds. — These  are  simply  a  form  of  water  vapor  ren- 
dered visible  by  the  cooling  of  the  air  and  the  concentra- 
tion of  the  vapor  on  fine  particles  of  floating  dust.  Every 
cloud  may  be  regarded  as  the  top  of  an  invisible  warm  col- 
umn or  current,  thrusting  its  way  into  a  colder  body  of 
air.  The  comparative  altitude  of  a  cloud  may  be  judged, 
when  there  is  no  time  or  opportunitj*  to  make  exact  meas- 
urements, from  its  form  and  outline,  its  shape  or  shodow, 
its  apparent  size  and  movement,  its  perspective  effect,  and 
the  length  of  time  it  remains  directly  illuminated  after  sun- 
set. By  the  last  methoil  some  clouds  have  been  estimated 
to  have  been  at  least  ten  miles  above  the  surface  of  the 
earth.  The  cloud  velocities  at  high  altitudes  have  been 
careful!}'  noted  at  the  Blue  Hill  Observatory,  Massachu- 
setts and  show  practically  that  at  about  five  miles  in 
height  the  velocities  are  three  times  as  fast  in  summer,  and 
six  times  as  fast  in  winter,  as  the  velocities  of  the  currents 
on  the  eaHh's  surface  ^  Kthowledge, 

Legalizing  Electric  Units. — The  House  of  Represent- 
atives at  Washington  has  passed  a  bill  for  the  legalization 
of  electric  units.  The  imits  thus  legalized  are  those 
adapted  at  the  Chicago  International  Electrical  Congress  — 
the  ohm,  volt,  ampere,  coulomb,  farad,  joule,  watt,  and 
the  new  unit  of  inductance,  the  henry.  While  these  are 
now  legal  units,  it  will  be  best  to  adhere  to  the  characteriza- 
tion, "  international.**  adopted  by  the  Chicago  Congress, 
in  order  not  to  confound  them  with  the  so-ealleil  *  *  legal  ^ 
units  adopted  at  Paris  in  1889,  and  the  earlier  ones  known 
as  the  *  B.  A."  or  British  Association  units  The  electrical 
units  were  originally  in  a  bill  before  Congress  which  also 
iucluded  a  number  of  other  units  relating  to  measures  of 
length,  weight  and  volume,  but  it  seems  that  the  new  sci- 
ence has  outdistanced  its  brethren  in  this  as  it  has  in  so 
many  other  ways. 

Bacti^ria  in  Butteb  Making.— In  a  bulletin  of  the 
Storrs  Agricultural  Experiment  Station,  Connecticut,  on 
the  Ripening  of  Cream  by  Artificial  Bacteria  Cultures,  the 
chief  object  of  the  ripening  of  cream  is  shown  to  be  to  pro- 
duce the  butter  aroma.  This  aroma,  though  very  evanes- 
cent, controls  the  price  of  the  butter.  The  butter  maker 
owes  the  nrorca  to  the  bacteria,  for  by  their  growth  the  ma- 
terials in  the  creatu  are  decomposed,  and  the  compounds 
are  formed  which  produce  the  flavors  and  odors  of  high- 
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quality  bDttec.  Different  species  of  bactRriit  »ary  much  as 
to  the  flavors  which  they  produce,  noma  giving  rise  to  good. 
some  to  extra  fine  nod  otherH  to  a  very  poor  quality  o( 
hntter.  A  majority  of  our  commou  dairy  species  produce 
good  hut  Dot  the  liigbent  quality  of  buttei.  Heretofore 
the  batter  msker  has  had  no  nieaas  of  securing  the  best 
flavoring  bacteria,  hnt  uow  the  bacteriologist  ran  isolate 
and  obtain  in  pure  cultures  those  Bpecies  which  produce 
the  best'flavored  bntter,  and  cnn  furnish  them  to  the 
creameries  to  use  as  starters  iu  cream  ripening.  This  arti- 
ficial ripening  of  cream  promises  much  for  the  near'fut- 
nre,  but  it  has  so  far  been  applied  on  only  a  amall  scale. 
— Popular  !kienet  Muntlils- 


THERE  WERE  CHANTS  IN  THOSE   DAYS, 

Tbebi  have  been  periods  in  the  world's  records  which 
are  historic,  and  the  legends  stand  to-day  The  same  thing 
is  true  of  our  time — the  Columbian  Exposition  will  be  his- 
toric. It  marked  an  epoch  in  the  world's  history  exactly 
ns  emptmtic  and  clear-cut  as  the  confounding  of  the 
tougnes  at  the  Tower  of  Babel. 

The  difference  was  that  never  since  that  historic  episodo 
have  so  many  people,  speaking  in  various  tongues,  been 
gathered  together  as  were  seen,  conversed  with  and  ei- 
ploited  at  the  ethnological  department  of  the  World's  Fair. 

This  mnile  the  success  ii(  the  Fair.     It  was  not  a  matter 


PASSIONATE    FEMALE    LITERARY    TYPES, 

THE  HEW  SCHOOL, 
Mt».  Blylhf.  {nfiely  married)—"  I  woNDER  you  never  makrikd.  Miss  <^ 


Fossil  Bonxs  in  Routh  AvsTRitu^. — For  some  time  past 
rumors  have  been  current  of  the  discovery,  in  South  Aus- 
tralia, of  a  large  quantity  of  fossil  bones  of  the  giaut  lunr- 
snpials  (pouched  animals)  which  preceded  the  existing 
smaller  types  of  marsupial  animals  —  the  kangaroo,  the 
opossum,  etc.— over  the  whole  Australian  Continent;  and  in 
the  last  number  of  Natnre.  London,  we  fiud  an  account  of 
the  discovery  by  Dr.  E.  C.  Stirling.  Honorary  Director  of 
the  South  Australian  Museum.  The  site  uf  the  discovery 
is  Lake  Calabonna,  sometimes  called  Lnke  Mulligan,  in 
South  Australia,  and  Dr.  Stirling  reports  that  Mveral  tons 
of  bones  have  been  collected,  including  numerous  bones 
of  large  and  small  Diprotodons,  of  llie  giaut  wombat 
(Phoscolomys),  of  kangaroos,  and  of  birds,  including  one 
nearly  complete  skeleton  of  a  Diprotodon. 


of  admissions — it  was  a  great  educational  enterprise.  Thft 
people  of  America  regarded  it  purely  from  that  standpoint, 
and  everything  (the  Woman's  Building  especially)  which 
marked  the  progress  inide  in  the  last  decade  was  the  centre 
of  the  grcjitest  active  interest. 

The  reforms  and  changes  in  our  diimeatic,  social  and  po- 
litical life  which  will  date  flieir  origin  from  the  Fair  will 
prove  to  he  innumerable  and  of  great  importance.  When 
the  time  comes  that  these  things  are  appreciated  those  who 
have  bud  the  foresight  to  preserve  in  their  libraries  the 
"  Whitf  City  "  will  congratulate  themselves  that  they  have 
helped  lo  give  au  impetus  to  this  wave  of  progress. 

The  "  White  City  "  can  be  obtained  by  every  one  of  our 
readers  on  the  terms  mentioned  in  the  coupo'j  on  (he  pigs 
facing  the  colored  plate  of  this  issue. 
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The  year  187C,  the  centennial  birthday  of  this  nn   impulee  and   inspiration,   sufficiently   to   be 

■Republic  of  the  United  States,  waa  m'gnalized  by  gauged  from  tlie  fact  that  the  progress  in  these 

'nany  notable  begiuniiigs  and  re- beginnings,  be-  niattera  during  the  sixteen  years  following,  up  to 

^'des  that  of  a  new  century  of  national  existence,  tlie  Chicago  Columbian  Fair  of  1893,  snrpaescd 

*or  one  thing,  American  art,  in  its  various  ram-  that  of  the  entire  century  preceding.     This  esti- 

'ficationa — pictorial,  plastic,  architectnral,  deco-  mate  of  progress  refers,  of  conrse,  to  the  deTcIop- 

'ative — received  from  the  Philadelphia  Exposition  ment  of  the  artistic  taste  of  the  people  at  large. 
Vol.  SXlVin.,  No.  4-25. 
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no  ]oBS  than  to  the  actual  materiiil  achievements 

of  tho  artists  themselves.  In  at  least  one  branch 
of  art,  however,  tho  American  people  in  187C,  and 
even  before  that  date,  were  fumiliar  witli,  and  in 
a  position  to  demand  of  their  native  artists,  n 
class  of  vork  fully  equal  to  anything  that  Europe 
could  show  them.  We  refer  to  the  art  of  engrav- 
ing on  wood.  Frank  Leslie,  (he  father  of  popular 
"illustration  "in  America,  Iiml  starteil  bis  famous 
weekly  lUni'trated  Xewsjmper  before  tho  wai-, 
and  for  nearly  twenty  years  already  bad  been  snc- 
cessfnlly  exemplifying  the  best  B^iirit  of  pictorial 


enterprise  of  the  age,  and 
keeping  fully  abreast  of  his 
great  European  contempo- 
raries in  this  line.  As  to  our 
illustrated  monthly  maga- 
zines, tbeybad  fairlyearned 
the  prond  distinction,  which 
more  than  ever  is  theire  to- 
day, of  being  the  best  in  the 
world.  But  the  two  or  three 
first-class  periodicals  which 
represented  this  high  dis- 
tinction were  de  luxe,  liigli- 
priced  and  exclusive,  ad- 
dressed rather  to  the  fails 
oF  the  dilettante  than  to 
the  general  need  and  popn- 
lar  favor.  This  was  equally 
true  of  jjcriodical  literature 
a  generation  ago  ;  and  the 
opinion  seems  to  have  pre- 
vailed, in  highly  respectable  quarters,  that  pict- 
nres  were  rather  compromising  than  otherwise, 
oven  to  reading  matter  intended  for  wide  circula- 
tion. Tiio  great  editors  of  tliat  day  affected  to 
regard  ilhistrated  literature  as  the  pabulum  of 
children  and  imbeciles.  Tiiia  was  one  of  the 
matters  upon  wliich  Frank  Leslie  held  opinions 
radically  different  from  those  of  his  esteemed 
contemporaries.  He  believed,  and  was  in  a  posi- 
tion to  know,  that  the  public  liked  pictures. 
The  better  the  pictures  were,  the  more  com- 
pletely tliey  reflected  the  spirit  and  movement  ot 
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the  timee,  the  more  the  public  liked  them.  And, 
reciprocitily,  the  greater  tlie  appreciation  and  sup- 
port accorded  to  hia  eSotts,  the  more  liberal  he 
could  afford  to  be  iu  hia  enterprise.  In  such  a 
condition  of  things,  and  with  the  unexampled  re- 
fionrcea  at  hia  command,  Frank  LcaHc  aaw  his 
opportunity.  He  aaw  that  the  snccessfiil  maga- 
zine of  the  fut  re  w  uld  be  tl  e  p'  to  *al  fam'ly 
periodical — in  he  wo  ds  e  s  a  p  pula 
monthly. 

One  day  Fakfje  e  hsyung 

wife  the  plan  of     enwpb     ao     he     aapo 


back  to  ita  yellowing  pages  to-day  and  Ggnre  to 
Qurselvea  the  seiiEation  of  novelty  it  mnat  have 
caused  in  its  debut  as  a  twenty-five-cent  maga- 
zine, of  1^8  Iitrge  folio  pagea,  containing  a  col- 
ored frontiapiece  and  no  leas  than  eighty-eight  fine 
showy  illiiatrations,  all  engraved  on  wood  or  cop- 
perplate. There  were  ao  "proceases"  of  pio- 
to  al  p  d  "on  'n  1  se  day  The  engrarer 
was  k    g    an       he  b  a       g  ty  high-piiced 

~       -    -  had      a  y  at  command, 

g  a      mpletely  orgau- 
o       e     everesC  engniv- 


jecting,  and  said  :  "  I  am  going  to  Btart  a  new 
periodical— an  illustrated  popular  monthly  maga- 
zine— and  I  can't  find  a  name  for  it."  "Why, 
jou  have  already  named  it,"  replied  Mrs.  Leslie. 
"  What  could  be  more  appropriate  than  to  call  it 
your  Popular  Mosthly  ?"  So,  Frank  Leslie's 
Popular  Monthlv  it  became  when,  the  idea 
having  practically  material iited.  the  initial  num- 
ber was  put  forth  in  January,  187C — the  centen- 
nial  year. 

Nnmber  One,  Volume  L,  of  Frank  Leslie's 
JMoN'THLY  scored  an  immediate  success  of  curi- 
osity— a  fact  not  to  be  wondered  at,  as  wo  tura 


ers  in  the  world,  trained  by  long  practice  on  his 
weekly  publications  to  work  rapidly  and  ou  a  large 
scale,  interpreting  with  marvelous  exactitude  the 
pictures  which  an  equal  alert  staff  of  artists  drew 
directly  on  the  wood  blocks.  Tliia  was  the  tquip- 
ment  which  made  it  possible  to  continue  from 
month  to  month  the  publication  of  a  book  wiiich 
under  ordinary  conditions,  considering  its  size 
and  quality,  might  have  nmde  a  very  nredttalile 
appearance  as  a  high-prieod  annual.  The  boldest 
anticipations  of  the  far-sighted  pnblisiier  were 
condrmed,  and  the  initial  siicce&s  of  curiosity 
tnrned  almost  immediately  into  one  of  merit. 


CODERS'  magazixf:  making. 

the  patent  fact  that, 
ill  comparison  witli 

[^     ^~^^(%^  ^^^_         twenty    yenra    ago. 

"""""""        '^~        _- ~v;JL  jfc_ij^B^^»^^a.        iflfl^^l       ^''®  standard  ot 
k  t9<^31^^^H||4B^£H^B"Tn)l|^^H|ft        f^^^Twl        purely  ex- 

I  ^^^^^^^HR^^^^.^^sVHRj^B3       ^^^^^^^I        pnrtmeut  — 

—  '*'  ^^^^^^^^^"•^■■■^ ^^^^^^"^        ^^^^^^"        essay,     description, 

biography,  criti- 
ciem,  BcientiGc  ex- 
position, poetry — 
lias  been  elevated  in 
a  ratio  correBpom!- 
ing  to  if  not  exceed- 
ing tliat  of  pictorial 
illiisti-ation.  \o  t 
only  this,  but  tho 
magazine  has  be- 
come the  favorita 
vehicle  of  expression 
with  great  writera 
who  formerly  ap- 
peared before  their 
public  only  in  book 
form.    Nor  can  it  bs 

From  the  emphasis  that  Ima  been  laid,  tltua  for  a  moment  doubted  tliat  the  collaboration  of 
far,  exclusively  upon  tlie  pictorial  side  of  the  sympathetic  artistic  genius  was  wJiat  cJiiefly  at- 
magazine,  it  might  be  casually  inferred  that  the  tracted  the  Ulleraleitrs  to  tlie  magazines.  Select 
literary  part  of  the  undertaking  was  merely  a  any  ten  standard  living  authors,  and  it  is  safe  to 
haphazard,  BnbserTient,  tributary  sort  of  affair,  say  that  you  will  find  nine  of  them  giving  decided 
This  is  an  old  charge,  that  has  been  frequently  preference  to  the  illustrated  mngazinea. 
leveled  at  illustrated  magazines  since  first  tiiey  Tbe  first  volume  of  Frank  Leslie's  Populak 
begun.     Its  futility  is  demonstrated,  however,  by    Monthly  shows,  in  its  list  of  literary  contribu- 
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tors,  a  number  of  eminent  names  tliiit  have  since  Alfrei.1  II.  Gnernsoy,  Eihvard  Greey,  Protissor 
become  intimately  associated  with  its  popularity,  C.  F.  Holder,  Benjamin  V.  Abbott,  W.  0.  Stod- 
and  some  of  which  still  figure  upon  these  pages  dard,  H.  liarton  Baker,  Cornelius  Mnlheivs,  AI- 
to-diiy.  It  is  noticeable,  too,  that  the  spirit  of  van  S.  Southworth,  AV.  Iljiniilton  Gibson,  Brace- 
iiiiitaUly,  the  almost  journalistic  occupation  with  bridge  Hemynge,  Wilkie  Collins,  B.  Farjcon, 
the  present  moment,  not  to  eay  the  immediate  Oscauyau,  Oliver  Johnson,  Oscar  W.  Riggs,  John 
future,  which  may  be  fairly 
claimed  as  a  distinguishing 
cliaracteristic  of  this  maga- 
zine, is  nnmistakably  evident 
in  the  first  number.  Thus. 
the  opening  article  is  devoted 
"to  the  then  impending  ('cn- 
tennial  Exposition,  and  gives 
some  first-rate  views  of  tho 
marvelous  buildings  going  up 
in  Fairmoiint  Park  four  or 
five  months  in  advance  of  the 
opening  of  the  great  fair. 
Longfellow,  who  has  just  ])ub- 
Jislied  liis  "  Masque  of  Pan- 
dora," is  the  living  celebrity 
honored  with  an  illustrated 
article  ;  while  "  tho  late " 
William  B.  Astor  receives  de- 
served eulogy  in  connection 
with  an  account  of  tiie  great 
public  library  Eonnded  by  his 
illustrious  father.  In  No.  ii 
begins  Joaquin  Miller's  fer- 
vid and  highly  colored  ro- 
mance, "The  Pink  Count- 
ess," the  first  serial  ever  pub- 
lished in  the  Populau 
Monthly,  and  the  distin- 
guished poet's  first  effort  in 
the  direction  of  prose  writing. 
Under  the  chief  editorial 
direction  of  the  late  Dr.  John 
Gilmary  Shea,  the  eminent 
and  well-known  Catholic  his- 
torian, the  magazine  num- 
bered amongst  its  earlier  staff 
associates  such  noted  men  and 
women  of  letters  as  the  late 
Thomas  Powell,  Benjamin  G. 
Smith,  Zsiigent  Robinson, 
Professor  Charles  A.  Joy, 
Mrs,  John  Sherwood  and  Mrs. 
Emily  Pierce ;  while  its  list 
of  regular  contributors  in- 
cluded Richard  B.  Kimball, 
Thomas  W.  Knox,  John  llab- 
berton,  Bret  Hurfo,  Frank  R. 
Stockton,  Joaquin  Miller,  Ed- 
ward Everett  Hale,  Francis 
fi.  SaltuB,  Alf.  Trumble,  Dr. 
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Vf.  Watson,  John  Austin  SteveiiB,  Finiicea  Hodg- 
son Burnett,  Harriet  Preacott  Spoflonl,  June  G. 
AiiatJD,  Amanda  M.  Douglas,  Liidy  Duffiis  Hiitdj, 
Etta  W.  Pierce,  Helen  W.  Piersoti,  Jiiiiet  E.  Hixiz- 
Rees,  Lady  Blanche  Murpliy,  iind  scores  of  otliers 
tlien  or  since  in  literary  vogue. 

On  the  general  lines  indicated,  always  under 
the  personal  eye  and  zealous  care  of  the  master- 
ful artist-editor  who  had  brought  it  into  exist- 
ence, Frank  Leslie's  Popllar  Monthly  ran 
its  first  years  in  a  smooth  career  of  prosperity, 
evolution  and  progress.  In  1879  the  business 
outgrew  its  old  quarters  in  Pearl  Street,  and  wus 
removed  to  the  commodious  building  at  Park 
Place  and  College  Place,  its  home  for  the  ten 
years  sncceeding.  Frank  Leslie  died  suddenly. 
after  a  brief  illness,  in  the  prime  of  his  life  and 
activity,  early  in  thejear  1880.  At  that  moment 
his  business  affaii's,  en  masse,  were  very  seriously 
involved — a  condition  of  things  due  primarily,  in 
fi  time  of  financial  panic,  to  an  entanglement  of 
^nmerous  and  somewhat  iucongruons  interests, 
rather  than  to  any  distinct  failure  or  decline  in 
these  interests,  individually  or  collectively.  His 
death  was  hastened,  if  not  directly  caused,  by 
those  betrayals  of  friendship  and  trust  which,  in 
connection  with  his  liberal,  often  extravagant, 
manner  of  conducting  his  vast  and  various  enter- 
prises, embarrassed  the  business  of  his  publishing 
house  during  the  panicky  days  of  1879  to  such  an 
extent  that  it  passed  temporarily  into  the  hands 
of  an  assignee.  Such  was  the  condition  of  affaire 
when  Mrs.  Leslie  was  suddeuly  called,  in  the 
midst  of  her  personal  affliction,  to  take  the  place 


of  her  hite  husband,  to  pay  liis  debts,  settle  his 
lawsuits,  disentangle  his  busiut-ss,  and  conduct 
the  great  publishing  house  which  he  had  founded, 
and  with  whose  success  and  honor  the  name  he- 
had  bequeathed  was  indissolubiy  linked. 

Mr.  Leslie  passed  away  untroubled  by  fears  as 
to  the  permanency  of  the  troubles  fallen  upon  his 
house,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  its  chief 
control  hod  gone  temporarily  into  other  hands. 
He  had  implicit  confidence  in  the  succession  to- 
which  he  bequeathed  his  powers  and  name  ;  and 
this  conddonce  was  soon  justiGed  by  the  event. 
Although  by  predilection  a  writer  since  she  waa 
thirteen  years  of  age,  and  associated  with  Mr. 
Leslie  in  editorial  work  during  his  latter  days, 
Mrs.  Leslie  entered  upon  these  vast  responsibili- 
ties totally  unprejiared  either  by  practical  experi- 
ence or  inclination.  The  result,  however,  of  this 
unparalleled  undertaking  by  a  woman  is  one  of 
the  real  romances  in  the  history  of  jonrnalism. 
Her  dibiif  as  a  "newspaper  man"  was  the  fa- 
mous pictorial- journalistic  covp  d'etat  at  the  time 
of  President  Garfield's  assassination,  which  made 
a  prodigious  impression  in  the  publishing  world, 
and  in  six  months' time  completely  cleared  the 
house  of  Frank  Leslie  from  all  its  6nancial  and 
legal  embarrassments.  The  brilliant  successes 
with  which  Mrs.  Leslie  has  followed  up  that  ini- 
tial achievement  are  matters  of  contemporary 
history;  and  to-day  the  fruits  of  these  successes, 
the  results  of  adverse  as  well  as  fortunate  experi- 
ence, the  ambitions,  tastes  and  aspirations  of  an 
earnest  woman's  life,  all  are  centred  and  em- 
bodied in  Fkank  Leslie's  Popular  Monthlv. 
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Tiie  New  York  JoHriialist  gracefuJly  aays ;  "  Her 
pluck  and  genuine  ability  have  won  for  her  tlie 
hearty  sympathy  and  kindly  feeling  of  the  news- 
paper Press.  The  average  jourualiat  is  a  gen- 
tleman, and  if  there  is  one  thing  which  he  ad- 
mires more  than  anotlrer,  it  is  'grit.'  Ability 
he  respecta,  but  courage,  eapecially  in  a  beautiful 
woman,  lie  enthuHiaBticallj  admires.  Mrs.  Lee- 
lie  said  the  other  day  that  she  had  rarely  been 
attacked,  but  had  uniformly  received  the  kindest 
treatment  at  the  hands  of  tlie  gentlemen  of  the 
Press.  It  is  but  just  to  add  she  has  deserved 
every  word  of  praise  which  has  been  bestowed 
upon  her." 

Mrs.  Leslie's  literary  accomplishments,  which 
have  been  kept  relatively  iu  the  background  by 
her  social  prestige  and  enforced  business  activity, 
are  notable  and  varied.  Educated  at  home  in  the 
aristocratic  old  French  quarter  of  New  Oi'leana, 
and  speaking  French,  Spanish  and  Italiiui  iis  her 
native  tongue  from  infancy,  she  was  already  fa- 
miliar with  the  clasaicB  and  five  modern  languages 
when  she  made  her  literary  eielii/f,  at  tiie  age  of 
thirteen,  with  an  article  about  the  Venezuelan 
patriot.  General  Paez,  which  was  jinblished  in 
the  New  York  Herahl.  Her  first  contributions 
to  the  Frank  Leslie  periodicals  began  shortly 
afterward.  This  experience,  supplemented  later 
with  extensive  ti'uvel  in  Europe  as  well  m  iu 
North  and  South  America,  and  personal  acquaint- 
ance with  the  world's  most  brilliiint  leaders  in 
art,  literature,  science,  diplomacy  and  social  life, 
furnished  very  exceptional  opportunities  to  a  nat- 
ural talent  for  observation  and  writing,  guided 
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by  exquisitely  feminine  intuition,  tjiot  and  taste. 
These  qualities  characterize  all  Mrs.  Leslie's  writ- 
ings, which  include  several  vuhunes  of  travel 
sketches,  social  and  ethical  essays,  signed  articles 
in  magazines  and  newspapers. 

The  nnprecedented  success  of  a  woman  in  jour- 
nalism naturally  made  an  impression  in  the  pub- 
lishing world  ;  but  the  truth  is  that  then,  as  sub- 
sequently, her  pet  ambition,  the  cherished  object 
of  her  enthusiastic  labors,  cares  and  plans,  was 
the  montiily  magazine.  In  this  fact  lies  the  con- 
sistent explanation  of  the  move  that  occasioned 
so  much  surprise  and  speculation  five  yeai's  ago, 
when  Mrs.  Jjeslie,  having  brought  the  Illustrated 
Kew»p(fper  up  to  the  highest  point  of  prosperity 
and  renown  it  had  ever  attained,  suddenly  ac- 
cepted one  of  the  magnificent  offei's  that  had 
been  made,  heretofore  in  rain,  for  that  coveted 
piece  of  property,  and  pjissed  it  over  e«  bloc,  in- 
cluding name  aud  go^d  will,  to  new  hands.  Thus 
propitiously  was  accomplii^hed  the  realization  of 
the  plan  she  had  content  phi  ted  from  the  first — 
that  is,  of  devoting  undivided  attention  and  un- 
encumbered resources  to  the  development  and  ex- 
ploitation of  Fkank  Leslie's  Popl-lar  Monthlv. 

Meanwhile — to  resume  tiie  main  thread  of  our 
story — the  ten  years  of  1880-'90  brouglit  about 
those  radical  changes  in  the  methods  of  produc- 
ing pictures  which  have  revolutionized  modern 
magazine  making.  Up  to  the  former  date  wood 
engraving,  as  we  have  seen,  was  the  basis  of  illus- 
tration. With  the  beat  of  resources  at  connnand, 
however,  and  the  most  liberal  policy  in  the  em- 
ployment of  these  resouroes,  the  limitations  im- 
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posed  by  tliis  meditiin  of  art  were  mauy  and  seii- 
ouH.  In  tlie  first  place,  the  artist  was  required  to 
make  his  drawing  directly  upon  the  wood  block 
— an  operation  requiring  Epccial  training  and 
practice,  and  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  for  one 
accuBtoined  to  working  on  paper  or  canvas.  After 
the  drawing  was  made  upon  the  block  it  was 
Jianded  over  to  the  engraver  to  be  "cut."  The 
engraver's  interpretation  might  add  to  the  efEet;t- 
iveness  of  the  design,  or  miglit  destroy  it :  in  any 
case,  it  amounted  to  the  intervention  of  another 
personality — or  of  several,  when  for  the  purpose 
of  expedition  a  block  was  divided  amongst  a  num- 
ber of  engravers — between  the  artist  and  his  pub- 
lic. The  block  being  engraved,  it  went  to  the 
composing  room  and  was  "  made  up  "  in  the  page 
of  the  magazine  with  the  type  of  the  accompany- 
ing reading  matter.  Then  the  entire  page  was 
eiectrotyped  upon  a  copper-faced  metal  plate  or 
shell,  which  jn  its  turn  was  fitted  to  the  printing 
press  —  neither  woodcut  nor  type  being  ever 
printed  from  direct,  save  for  the  mere  tentative 
first  proofs.  Tlic  business  as  a  whole,  then,  was 
cumbrous,  costly  and  slow.  When  a  process  was 
perfected  whereby,  through  an  adaptation  of  pho- 
tography, pictures  in  liuo  engraving  or  pen  draw- 
ing could  be  reproduced  fac-simile  directly  upon 
a  metal  plate,  it  was  hailed  by  publishers  as  open- 
ing new  and  almost  boundless  possibilities  for  the 
popularization  of  art.  Upon  this  process  was 
founded  the  fashion,  now  become  almost  uni- 
versal, of  illustrating  the  daily  newspapers.  The 
pictorial  weeklies  were  enabled  to  multiply  copies 
of  the  best  work  of  the  European  artists  and  en- 
gravers. For  the  magazines  the  great  service  ren- 
dered by  the  new  process  was  in  making  pen 
drawings  available  for  the  regular  purposes  of 
illustration.  The  artists  were  stimulated  to  new 
efforts ;  and  scores  of  them,  who  had  hitherto  de- 


voted their  attention  exclusively  to  painting  in 
oil  and  water  colors,  and  to  etching,  enthusiastic- 
ally took  up  this  new  medium  offered  for  address- 
ing themselves  to  the  public.  As  a  result  of  this 
new  departure,  the  pictorial  complexion  of  the 
magazines  gradually  took  on  an  animation  and 
variety  which  had  been  conspicuously  lacking  un- 
der the  old  regime. 

The  great  change  had  now  been  made,  and  the 
revolution  was  already  an  accomplished  fact. 
"  Process  "  had  evidently  come  to  stay.  Still,  its 
own  limitations  were  so  palpable,  that  as  yet  it 
was. by  no  means  in  a  position  to  dominate  the 
situation.  Mere  facile  reproduction  of  European 
engravings  was  not  sufficient  for  the  publishers, 
to  say  nothing  of  its  being  directly  opposed  t9  the 
interests  of  American  artistfi  themselves.  Again, 
these  same  artists,  enthusiastic  as  they  might  be 
about  the  development  of  pen  draivfng,  were  by 
no  means  content  to  accept  it  as  the  exclusive 
condition  of  their  illustrative  work  in  black  and 
white.  They  wanted  to  nse  the  crayon,  the  brush, 
in  oils,  in  aquarelle,  in  gouache,  etc.  Besides,  in 
addition  to  all  this,  there  was  photography.  The 
age  of  the  camera  was  at  hand ;  and  that  per- 
fected instrument,  in  its  universal  application,  be- 
gan to  furnish  unlimited  masses  of  documents 
and  details,  literal  in  their  exactitude  as  instan- 
taneous in  production.  The  demand,  then,  was 
for  a  new  process,  by  which  these  photograpliic 
documents,  together  with  drawings  and  paint- 
ings of  all  kinds  in  Sat  or  shaded  tints,  could 
be  expeditiously  reproduced  upon  the  printable 
metal  plate,  as' well  as  line  pictures.  Such  a  de- 
mand was  sure  to  meet  with  a  prompt  response ; 
and,  simultaneonsly  in  Europe  and  America,  a 
dozen  different  methods,  variously  designated  as 
"  photogravure,"  "  mezzotint,"  "  half-tone," etc., 
but  based  upon  a  common  principle  of  re- photo- 
graphing through  a  mesh  or  screen 
of  gauze,  upon  a  film  of  gelatine, 
made  their  appearance.  The  de- 
velopment of  this  process  is  a  matter 
of  the  last  five  or  six  years  only, 
but  it  has  won  its  way  in  every  pic- 
torial publication  in  the  world,  from 
the  most  elaborate  fine-art  reviews 
to  the  cheapest  newspaper  supple- 
ment. Several  new  illustrated  pe- 
riodicals have  sprung  up  and  are 
maintained  entirely  through  this 
facile  source. 

But,  the  reader  will  exclaim,  docs 
this  mean  that  the  engraver's  occu- 
pation is  gone,  and  that  wood  en- 
graving is  doomed  to  the  category 
of   the  lost  arts  ?    By  no   means. 
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On  the  coiitrary,  the  art  of  engraving  on  wood  lins 
gained  in  distinction  and  quality,  tlirougli  the 
elimination  of  the  great  middle  and  lower  claasea, 
80  to  speak,  of  mere  mechanical  "  cnttera,"  whose 
work  to-day  ia  done  better  and  more  cheaply  by 
machinery.  For  the  fine,  true  and  sympathetic 
interpretation  of  certain  subjects  and  modes  of 
pictorial  espression,  the  artist-engraver  has  not 
been,  and  never  can  be,  supplanted  by  any  me- 
clianical  rival.  One  proof  of  this  is  shown  in  tlie 
fact  that  the  two  or  tlireo  Brst-class  illustrated 
magazines  which  were  founded  in  the  palmy  daj-s 
of  the  wood-engraving  reyime,  wlieu  that  art  was 
their  capital  dependence,  to-day  give  it  the  prefer- 
ence over  all  modern  "processes "for  the  presenta- 
tion of  their  most  impor- 
tant subjects  and  elaborate  _  _ 
effects.  Tliis  is  eminently 
the  case  with  Frask  Les- 
lie's Popular  Monthly, 
which  affords  an  admirable 
object  lesson  in  the  progi'ess 
and  -varieties  of  illustration 
up  to  date.  Thus,  in  the 
present  number,  we  have 
contrasted  styles  of  pen 
drawing  on  pages  385,  387, 
404,  405,  408,  409,  417,  43C, 
445,  4T0,  478,  479,  and  in 
the  illustrations  accompany- 
ing Colonel  Pike's  paper, 
"Struggles  for  Life  in  the 
Deep,"  pages  501-50C  ;  of 
process  from  etchings  on 
pages  485-493 ;  wood  en- 
gravings in  the  art  pictures 
on  pages  437, 453,  457,  461, 


464  and  49G;  half- 
tone process  repro- 
ductions  of  un- 
to u  c  h  e  d  photo- 
graphs in  the  views 
illustrating  this  ar- 
ticle on  pnges  386, 
388,  392,  393  and 
396,  as  well  as  in 
the  exquisite  views 
of  the  C  e  1'  t  o  s  a 
d'Eraa  (440,  441), 
and  some  of  those  of 
Montgomery,  Ala. 
(470-476) ;  retouch- 
ed photographs  on 
pages  425,  473, 476  ; 
and  of  half-tone  fac- 
similes of  wash 
drawings  in  India 
ink  on  pages  404,  433,  448,  465,  477,  480,  481, 
484,  497  and  501.  The  illuminated  frontispiece 
each  month  is  usually  lithographed  in  oil  colors  ; 
but  in  this  number,  being  a  portrait,  it  consists 
of  a  heliotype  from  a  photograph. 

Among  the  American  artists  of  reputation 
whose  work  has  appeared  in  this  magazine,  and 
the  majority  of  whom  are  still  devoting  their  best 
talents  to  its  embellishment,  we  may  mention 
Messrs.  Becker,  J.  E.  Taylor,  J.  Hyde,  Thnl- 
strup,  Ogden,  Matt  Morgan,  Cusachs,  Miranda, 
J.  C.  Beard,  Dan  Beard,  Gribayedoff,  Opper, 
Yeager,  Davidson,  Cozzens,  Cary,  Uphani,  Sbults, 
Herbert  Pierson,  Pruelt  Share,  A.  Biissi,  Ouac- 
cimanni,   Clinedinst,    Fosdick,   Linson,   Bacher, 
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E.  S.  Tajlor,  Castaigne,  Grant,  Goodman,  Gunn, 
Adams,  Hudson,  Hencke,  Eaton,  Shute,  De  Lipp- 
man,  Carl  Henckel,  Anthony,  Georgina  A. 
Davis  and  Mile.  L.  Gaud  ran.  Besides  the 
great  modern  painters  whose  work  from  year  to 
year  has  been  reproduced  in  the  form  of  art  en- 
gravings, the  following  eminent  European  illus- 
trators have  been  and  are  currently  represented 
in  these  pages :  Messrs.  Hatherell,  AVyllie,  Tris- 
tram Ellis,  Montbard,  Tringham,  Woodville,  of 
England  ;  Dor6,  Lepi^re,  Marchetti,  Aime  Mo- 
rot,  Dunki,  Bayard,  Riou,  Vierge,  Mars,  Cheret, 
Baird,  Mme.  Madeline  Lemaire,  Miles.  Abbema, 
Breslau  and  Mary  Cassatt,  of  France ;  Rico  and 
Madrazo  of  Spain ;  Amato,  Dante  Paolocci  and 
0'  Tama  Chiovara,  of  Italy. 

The  emphasis  placed  upon  art  matters  and 
upon  the  artists  individually  is  consistent  with 
the  fact  that  picture  making  is  the  predominant 
feature  of  modern  magazine  making,  and  the  one 
in  which  the  revolutionizing  process  has  chiefly 
manifested  itself.  AVhen  we  turn  to  the  literary 
side,  on  the  other  hand,  it  becomes  necessary  to 
generalize.  V/e  have  already  alluded  to  the  gravi- 
tation of  the  best  literary  talent  toward  the  mag- 
azines, and  may  add  that  the  enormous  and  ever- 
increasing  mass  of  production  of  amateur,  non- 
professional and  desultory  writers  who  at  times 
seem  almost  to  comprise  a  majority  of  the  entire 
population  of  the  country  tends  to  move  in  the 
same  direction.  The  newspapers  eventually  come 
in  for  the  best  part  of  this  surplus  production  ; 
but  most  of  it  is  originally  aimed  at  the  maga- 
zines. An  idea  of  the  volume  of  the  stream  con- 
stantly flowing  through  an  editorial  office  may  be 
gained  from  our  simple  statement  of  the  fact 
that  the  latest  manuscript  received  and  entered 
on  the  registry  books  of  Frank  Leslie's  Popu- 
lar Monthly  the  day  this  paragraph  is  written 
is  numbered  81,456.  The  systematic  handling  of 
all  these  MSS.,  however,  is  much  more  expeditious 
than  might  be  supposed,  and  it  is  unusual  for  an 
author  to  have  to  wait  more  than  a  month  for  a 
decision  upon  a  contribution  offered.  The  work 
of  the  readers  is  facilitated  by  the  fact  that,  in 
any  literary  concern,  by  far  tlie  greater  propor- 
tion of  the  matter  submitted  is  either  unsuited  to 
the  peculiar  needs  and  exigencies  of  that  particu- 
lar concern,  or  altogether  and  obviously  worth- 
less, and  so  can  be  diposed  of  summarily.  The 
difficulty  is  with  the  small  proportion  of  good 
matter  sent  in.  Suppose  that  out  of  an  average 
of  one  thousand  manuscripts  received  every 
month  ninety  per  cent,  are  promptly  returned  as 
unavailable  :  that  leaves  one  hundred  articles  of 
real  merit  and  interest.  Of  course  the  editor 
cannot  accept  for  publication  a  hundred  contrib- 


uted articles  in  one  month.  Perhaps,  on  ac- 
count of  seasonable  matter  already  on  hand  or 
provided  for,  he  can  accept  only  ten  of  the  hun- 
dred offered.  In  any  case  he  is  bound  to  decline 
about  ninety,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  they 
represent  flrstclass  work,  and  perhaps  in  some 
instances  better  work  than  that  which  under 
other  circustances  he  has  found  '^ available"  and 
published  in  his  magazine.  It  is  just  here  that 
the  question  of  the  author's  name  and  reputation 
comes  up — a  question  which  editors  continually 
have  to  decide  in  a  way  that  exposes  them  to  the 
old  familiar  charge  of  partiality  and  favoritism. 
Undoubtedly  editors  want  popular  names,  and 
go  out  of  their  way  to  secure  them.  In  deciding 
between  two  manuscripts  of  equal  merit,  one 
signed  with  an  unknown  name  and  the  other 
with  that  of  a  writer  already  tried  and  favorably 
known  to  the  public,  the  average  human  editor 
would  choose  the  latter.  It  is  equally  certain, 
however,  that  if  the  unknown  writer's  offering 
were  distinctly  better  than  that  of  his  rival 
the  editor  would  give  the  preference  to  merit. 
The  odds,  then,  appear  to  be  generally  in  favor  of 
the  "regular,'' or  known,  contributor,  with  whom 
the  new  competitor  can  enter  on  equal  footing 
only  by  surpassing  him  in  the  quality  of  his 
work ;  but  it  should  be  borne  in  mind  that  the 
so-called  favorite  had  to  win  his  own  position  un- 
der the  same  conditions.  The  oft- reiterated  ed- 
itorial statement  that  new  talent  is  the  grand 
prize  after  which  all  magazines  are  striving  is  no 
fiction.  The  late  Dr.  J.  G.  Holland,  who  was  one 
of  the  wisest  and  broadest,  and  in  consequence 
one  of  the  most  successful,  of  modern  magazine 
makers,  said,  editorially  :  "Next  to  the  desire  of 
an  editor  to  secure  the  work  of  men  and  women 
who  possess  valuable  literary  names  is  the  desire 
to  get  hold  of  a  new  name — to  get  the  first  con- 
tributions of  the  men  and  women  who  are  to  have 
valuable  names  in  the  future.  To  discover  a 
genius  is  like  discovering  a  diamond,  and  un- 
counted miles  of  manuscript  are  hopefully  waded 
through  in  the  search  ;  for  an  editor  knows,  or 
ought  to  know,  that  nothing  kills  a  periodical  so 
surely  as  a  '  regular  corps  of  contributors.'  If  he 
is  alive  and  understands  his  work  he  knows  that 
he  must  always  be  looking  out  for  fresh  blood, 
and  not  only  looking  out  for  it,  but  getting  it. 
Indeed,  this  is  his  chief  anxiety,  and  the  occasion 
of  more  labor  than  all  the  rest  of  his  duties  put 
together.  The  novice  has  just  the  chance  that 
his  gifts  and  his  acquirements  enable  him  to  com- 
mand.    Should  he  ask  for  more  ?" 

So  mucii  for  the  artistic  and  literary  depart- 
ments of  the  magazine,  which  concern  themselves 
with  the  selection,  preparation  and  assimilation 
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of  material.  This  material  passes  into  the  ''  make- 
up'^  of  individual  numbers  of  the  periodical,  be- 
ing arranged  with  a  view  to  seasonability,  timeli- 
ness and  current  interest.  The  mere  mechanical 
processes  involved  in  getting  out  a  number — 
such  as  engraving,  platemaking,  typesetting, 
electrotyping,  stereotyping,  printing,  binding, 
etc. — more  than  cover  the  space  of  a  month  ;  and 
as  the  magazine  is  always  dated  more  or  less 
ahead  of  its  actual  day  of  publication,  the  editor 
is  constantly  working  at  least  three  months  in  ad- 
vance. Thus,  in  wintry  January  he  is  making  up 
his  plans  for  April  and  May,  full  of  the  spirit  and 
images  of  springtime.  When  these  vernal  months 
are  actually  at  hand  he  is  busy  with  outdoor  arti- 
cles and  arctic  explorations,  wherewith  to  cool 
the  drought  of  midsummer.  In  the  dog  days  it 
is  sad  autumn  with  the  magazinist  and  his  alert 
contributors ;  while  the  great  rush  in  Christmas 
stories  and  poems  notoriously  sets  in  about  the 
Ist  of  September. 

The  monthly  plan  of  the  magazine  consists  of  a 
blank  or  "  dummy  ^'  brochure,  containing  the 
regular  number  of  pages,  upon  which  are  ar- 
ranged in  proper  position  either  the  proofs  of 
the  destined  pictures  or  blank  paper  sizes  repre- 
senting them.  This  plan  is  given  to  the  printers, 
with  the  manuscript  copy  of  the  accompanying 
reading  matter.  This  matter  is  set  up  in  type  by 
the  compositors,  ''proved ''on  long  slips  of  paper, 
read  and  corrected  by  the  proof  readers.  Then  it 
is  made  up  page  by  page  with  its  pictures,  or  cuts, 
and  the  pages  are  electrotyped  and  stereotyped — 
processes  too  generally  familiar  to  require  technical 
description  here — into  flat  or  curved  metal  plates, 
to  be  fitted  upon  the  "  beds  "and  cylinders  of  the 
printing  presses.  The  128  pages  of  which  Frank 
Leslie's  Popular  Monthly  proper  consists,  ex- 
clusive of  colored  frontispiece,  advertising  and  in- 
dex pages  and  covers,  are  divided  by  the  printers 
into  four  "sheets "of  thirty-two  pages  each.  One 
of  these  sheets  is  prepared  and  printed  each  week, 
so  that  the  departments  are  never  idle,  and  the 
great  printing  presses  run  continuouuly.  Of  these 
mighty  modern  engines  of  progress,  Frank  Les- 
lie's Popular  Monthly  employs  half  a  dozen — 
six  perfecting  presses,  each  one  capable  of  print- 
ing thirty-four  perfected  sheets — that  is,  both 
sides  of  the  paper — per  minute,  or  an  average  of 
2,000  per  hour.  The  expression  "  sheet "  as  ap- 
plied to  the  paper  on  which  this  magazine  is 
printed  is  not  literally  exact,  inasmuch  as  the 
said  paper  is  reeled  off  to  feed  the  presses  from 
continuous  "  webs," or  rolls,  weighing  400  pounds 
each,  and  containing  four  reams,  or  about  2,000 
sheets  to  the  roll.  The  length  of  a  roll  is  66,000 
inches,  or  5,500  feet.     Now,  an  average  monthly 


edition,  150,000  copies,  of  Frank  Leslie's  Pop- 
ular Monthly  consumes  300  rolls  of  white 
paper,  such  as  this  page  is  printed  upon.  A  sim- 
ple calculation,  therefore,  shows  that  the  issuing 
of  a  single  monthly  edilion  of  this  magazine 
means  the  printing,  on  both  sides,  of  312^  miles 
of  paper,  which  if  unrolled  continuously  would 
make  a  strip,  thirty-three  inches  wide,  stretching 
across  the  entire  State  of  New  York  from  Albany 
to  Buffalo,  with  some  miles  to  spare.  And  to 
complete  the  grand  total,  about  a  fourth  more 
must  be  added,  for  the  advertising  and  other 
extra  pages,  to  the  above  figures,  which  refer  only 
to  the  body  of  the  magazine  proper. ' 

The  home  or  hive  of  these  allied  industries  just 
glanced  at,  as  applied  to  the  making  of  Frank 
Leslie's,  has  been  for  five  years  past  in  the  fa- 
miliar building  on  Fifth  Avenue,  at  Sixteenth 
Street,  whither  the  establishment,  following  the 
general  uptown  movement,  migrated  from  Park 
Place  in  1889.  This  year  another  move,  in  the 
direction  of  increased  space  and  mechanical  fa- 
cilities, with  a  closer  concentration  of  all  the 
branches  and  interests  of  an  ever-growing  busi- 
ness, has  been  made  by  Mrs.  Leslie.  The  new 
Frank  Leslie  Building  is  the  commodious  and 
handsome  structure  comprising  numbers  42  and 
44  Bond  Street,  just  east  of  Broadway.  It  is  in 
the  heart  of  the  midway  literary  and  publishing 
quarter  of  New  York  city,  within  a  stone's  throw 
of  the  Astor  Library,  Clinton  Hall  and  Lafayette 
Place,  around  which  are  grouped  a  score  of  lead- 
ing magazine,  weekly  newspaper  and  book  estab- 
lishments, printing  houses,  etc.  Bond  Street  it- 
self is  historic,  and  still  retains  some  last  vanish- 
ing traces  of  the  stately  old  Knickerbocker  days 
when  it  was  the  fashionable  uptown  residence 
quarter.  Forty  years  ago,  as  genial  Felix  Old- 
boy  tells  us  in  his  classic  "  Tour  around  New 
York,"  "people  of  wealth  still  clustered  about 
the  Battery  and  Bowling  Green,  or  built  solid 
uptown  homes  of  brick  on  Bond,  Bleecker  and 
Great  Jones  Streets,  or  facing  Washington 
Square.  Fourteenth  Street  was  far  uptown.  The 
site  of  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel  was  vacant  lots 
roughly  fenced  in  with  boards.  Stages  crept 
along  leisurely  every  hour  to  the  pleasant  rural 
hamlets  of  Yorkvilie,  Harlem,  Bloomingdale  and 
Manhattanville ;  and,  strange  as  it  may  seeni^ 
honesty  was  so  much  the  rule  that  people  who 
rode  in  Kipp  &  Brown's  stages  were  allowed  to 
pay  their  fare  at  the  end  of  the  ride,  instead  of 
being  compelled  to  stand  and  deliver  at  the 
start."  Another  thing  for  which  Bond  Street  is 
historically  remembered  is  that  bygone  catfse 
ceUbre,  the  Burdell  murder  in  1858 — which  mys- 
terious crime  chanced,  by  the  way,  to  be  the  first 
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public  "sensation"  to  give  scope  to  tlio  enter- 
prise of  Frank  Lv^^Ue'n  lUusliukd  Ncivspapcr, 
then  in  its  early  infancy. 

A  far  different  Bond  Street  is  the  croivdeJ  and 
bustling  thoroiiglifaie  of  to-day.  wliere  the  activ- 
ity prevailing  in  the  new  Frank  Leslie  Building  ia 
qnito  in  harmonious  pace  with  its  snrrowndings. 
It  is  one  of  the  world's  great  headtpiarters  of  il- 
lustrated literature,  and  by  far  tlie  moat  exten- 
sive publishing  business  owned  and  conducted 
exclusively  by  a  woman.  Three  hundred  skilled 
employes,  including  some  sixty  girls  and  women 
in  the  bindery  department,  are  kept  busy  all  the 
year  round  ;  while  thirteen  printing  presses,  the 
perfected  product  of  modern  invention,  keep  np 
their  thundering  rotation  day  and  night.  Sirs. 
Leslie's  private  office  on  the  first  floor  is  one  of 
the  sights  of  the  new  building.  It  has  an  in- 
dividuality and  charm  which  make  it  unique 
amongst  all  olber  places  of  the  kind  in  New 
York.  Without  being  distinctively  cither  an  of- 
"fice  or  a  bondoir,  an  editorial  sanctum  or  an  art 
gallery,  it  has  somctliing  of  all  these,  phis  a  cer- 
tain grace  that  must  be  the  personal  impress  of 
its  occupant.  Upon  a  floor  carpeted  with  Ori- 
ental ruga,  a  dado  of  dark-green  velvet,  walls  dec- 
orated with  tapestry,  and  an  arabesque  ceiling, 
the  light  streams  in  through  three  vast  windotvs 
■softened  by  warm-tinted  hangings  of  ficru.  The 
furniture,  disposed  in  artistic  neglige,  consists  of 
elt;borately  carved  tables,  sumptuous  old  Venetian 
chairs,  antique  cabinets,  French  clocks  and  statu- 
ettes, with  bits  of  luxurious  upholstery  in  conven- 
ient nooks,  and  pictures  hanging  in  every  avail- 
able space. 

Here  are  centred  all  the  intellectual  and  mate- 
rial energies  which  we  have  been  describing.  Here 


are  stored  over  250,000  back-number  woodcats 
and  picture  plates.  Into  this  place  flows  the  vast 
current  of  ideas,  and  their  material  embodiment 
in  the  form  of  maiuiscripts,  which  the  I'eaders 
sort  out  and  weigh  in  the  balance,  the  editors 
edit  and  the  artists  illustrate.  The  engraver  plies 
his  burin ;  the  photographer  manipulates  his 
plate  ;  the  "  process  "  people  transfer  the  pictures 
to  metal ;  the  compositors  set  np  type  ;  the  stere- 
otypers  and  electrotypers  mold  and  cast  the  forms 
for  the  printing  presses  ;  the  plate  finisher  touches 
them  np;  the  overlay  cutters  jirepare  delicate 
strata  of  paper  to  adjust  the  pressure  on  the  vari- 
ous tones  of  the  pictures  ;  the  pressmen  regulate 
and  control  the  workings  of  the  miglity  printing 
machines  that  thunder  and  roll  in  the  basement 
all  day  long,  and  sometimes  all  night ;  the  en- 
ginee's  and  electricians  preside  over  their  subter- 
ranean "antres  vast,"  extending  out  beneath  the 
sidewalk  and  street ;  the  binders  in  the  lofts  cut, 
fold,  stitch  and  bind  up  the  printed  sheets  into 
spick-and-span  copies  of  the  magazine,  which 
the  shipping  and  mailing  clerks  send  ont  to  all 
Christendom  and  the  four  quarters  of  the  ci?il- 
ized  globe. 

So  within  these  four  brick  walls  many  minds 
and  hundreds  of  hands  are  busy  at  tasks  widely 
diverse,  yet  all  directed  toward  a  common  end: 
the  material  maintenance  of  those  viewless  elec- 
trical currents  of  interest  and  sympathy  which 
connect  this  house  with  every  city  and  town  in 
the  United  States,  and  make  Fuamk  Leslie's  a 
welcome  monthly  visitor  in  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  homes.  Fgrthe  establishment  and  continuance 
of  these  friendly  sympathies,  so  demonstrated,  is 
the  true  end  and  best  com j'ensatioQ  of  the  labor 
of  modern  magazine  making. 
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THE    STORM. 


By  Hamilton  Ballantyne. 


I  PULLED  my  boat  up  high  on  the  beach,  and 
lieard  the  waves  hurrying  and  fighting  to  follow 
and  rechiim  it;  but  it  was  out  of  their  reach, 
and  I  left  them  still  tumbling  and  moaning  on 
the  shore.  I  walked  through  the  blackness  in 
which  the  swaying  forms  of  the  trees,  in  the 
ghastly  light,  reached  out  like  spectres  with  their 
waving,  shadowy  arms,  and  drew  me  onward  with 
an  irresistible  force.  The  air  was  oppressively 
damp.  I  breathed  hard,  and  then  felt  that  I 
oould  not  breathe — I  merely  stifled.  It  grew 
colder,  and  pulling  my  cloak  more  closely  about 
me,  I  pushed  hurriedly  on  amidst  tossing  pines 
and  through  tangled  underbrush,  while  the  wind 
blew  harder.  It  shrieked  through  the  tree  tops, 
and  ghastly  sights  and  visions  filled  my  soul.  It 
howled  through  the  valleys  till  I  once  more  lived 
through  the  sunless  days  and  said,  ''I  have  no 
pleasure  in  them  ;"  and  then,  us  if  worn  out  with 
its  passion,  it  drifted  into  a  cradle  song,  low  and 
sweet,  with  only  an  occasional  moan,  like  the  cry 
of  a  babe  that  has  sobbed  itself  to  sleep.  But 
only  for  a  few  minutes  did  it  slumber,  and  then 
it  awakened  fiercer  than  before.  Suddenly  I  felt 
a  sprinkle,  then  a  shower,  and  soon  the  rain  was 
falling  in  torrents.  Sucii  a  storm  I  had  not  seen 
for  years. 

After  fighting  my  way  for  almost  an  hour  I 
saw,  in  the  distance,  a  faint  light.  Hastening 
toward  the  little  cabin,  from  a  window  of  wliich 
<^ame  the  tiny  ray,  I  knocked,  almost  breathless, 
at  the  door. 

As  I  stood  there  awaiting  admittance  half-for- 
gotten memories  I'ushed  to  my  mind,  and,  to 
mock  my  purpose,  there  rose  visions  with  the  cry, 
**It  might  have  been  !"  till  I  clinched  my  fists 
80  fiercely  that  the  nails  left  their  marks  in  blood 
ui)on  my  hardened  palm.  But  at  last  the  door 
was  opened  by  a  woman  with  a  child  in  her  arms. 
She  shaded  her  eyes  with  her  hand  as  she  looked 
out  into  the  night,  and  gave  a  surprised,  half- 
frightened  start  when  she  saw  who  stood  at  the 
door. 

"  William  !"she  cried.  '*  You,  in  such  a  night  ? 
AVIiat  is  it  ?     Come  in  I" 

I  entered  mechanically,  and  noted  with  pain- 
ful precision  how  the  water  dripped  from  my  soft 
hat  as  I  held  it  in  my  hand,  and  how  like  the 
tracks  of  an  animal  looked  my  large,  wet  foot- 
prints upon  the  white  floor.  I  noticed,  not  for 
the  first  time,  the  barrenness  and  poverty  of  the 
house  ;  aiul  I  noticed,  too,  the  thin,  pale  face  of 
t!:e  woman.     She  looked  at  me  questioningly  for 


a  moment  as  I  stood  silently  before  her,  trying, 
in  a  man's  crude  way,  to  tell  my  sad  tidings  as 
gently  jib  might  be ;  then  she  cried  : 

"What  is  it  ?  Tell  me  !  Something  has  hap- 
pened to  him  !     Ah,  God  !  what  is  it  now  ?" 

I  tried  to  speak ;  but  my  throat  was  dry  and 
parched,  and  I  could  not  utter  a  word. 

**TeU  me  quick,  the  very  worst !"  she  begged. 
"  I  can  stand  it.  I  have  learned  to  be  prepared 
for  anything.     He — is — not — oh — not  dead  V 

"No — no  ;  he  is  well.     You  can  see  him." 

"Ah  !"  a  low,  half -suppressed  cry  of  anguish, 
and  that  was  all. 

She  understood.  No  Galifornian  woman  in 
those  days  needed  to  be  told  of  the  rapidity  and 
severity  of  justice.  Everything  was  quiet  except 
the  clock,  which  ticked  on  its  loud  monotone, 
while  my  mind,  despite  my  efforts,  would  sing  to 
itself  ridiculous  verses  to  the  tune  of  that  meas- 
ured "  Tick,  tick  V 

She  stood  by  the  shabby  little  table,  her  baby 
in  her  arms,  and  the  dim  tallow  candle  shed  a 
softened  radiance  on  their  bowed  heads,  such  as 
you  see  in  the  early  pictures  of  the  Holy  Mother 
and  Child. 

Occasionally  the  baby  patted  her  bowed  head 
lovingly  with  hi&  fftt  little  hands,  and  screamed 
with  delight  as  his  tiny  fingers  caught  her  dark 
curls. 

Slie  raised  her  head  at  last,  and  said,  with  a 
shudder : 

"The  vigilance  committee  ?'* 

I  bowed  silently. 

"  How  long  ?'' 

The  marvelous  bravery  of  that  white-faced 
woman  awed  me,  but  I  answered  : 

"  Make  haste  !  I  will  try  to  get  you  to  shore 
by  midnight.  You  can  have  till  morning  with 
him.'* 

As  she  heard  the  very  hours  of  his  life  meas- 
ured her  self-control  gave  way.  She  sank  on  the 
floor  with  a  stifled  sob,  and  hiding  her  face  again 
on  the  baby's  shoulder,  she  cried  : 

"  My  God  !  I  have  thought  I  was  prepared  for 
anything,  but  I  cannot,  cannot  give  him  up. 
Oh,  Edward,  Edward,  always  so  true,  so  true  to 


me 


v 


My  life  seemed  to  sink  within  me.  I  am  a 
strong  man  ;  I  am  considered  a  hard-hearted 
man  ;  but  just  there  a  great  sob  welled  up  in  my 
throat,  and  I  turned  and  looked  fixedly  out  of  the 
small  and  rain-bedimmed  window.  Though  it 
was  only  a  few  moments,  yet  it  seemed  to  me 
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hours  that  she  knelt  upon  the  floor,  while  all  was 
SB  silent  as  death  till  the  baby  gave  a  sharp  little 
cry.  She  clasped  it  closely  and  folded  the  shawl 
about  it.  Then,  with  a  face  which  had  grown 
old  while  she  knelt,  she  rose,  and  throwing  a  thin 
little  scarf  over  her  shoulders,  said  : 

*^  We  must  lose  no  time.  I  am  ready.  Let  us 
hasten — let  me  have  all  the  minutes  I  can  with 
him.  I  know  he  is  even  now  counting  the  seconds 
till  I  come." 

*'  Ready  !"  said  I,  with  assumed  roughness. 
*'  You  will  freeze  that  way.     Get  your  cloak.^' 

A  faint  flush  passed  over  her  face  as  she  an- 
swered : 

"I  shall  be  warm  enough." 

And  I,  manlike,  did  not  understand,  but  in- 
sisted : 

"Get  your  cloak.  The  wind  is  piercing.  I 
will  not  start  with  you  clothed  so  lightly." 

'*  If  you  must  know,"  she  answered — and  even 
in  the  midst  of  her  trouble  something  of  the 
<)neonly,  deflant  air  which  was  so  familiar  to  me 
in  the  old  happy  days  came  back  as  she  repeated — 
"if  you  must  know,  this  is  all  I  have." 

"  What !"  I  cried  ;  "  did  Edward "    But  I 

stopped.     Her  eyes  were  upon  me,  and  I  blushed. 

Unheeding  her  remonstrance,  I  wrapped  my 
heavy  cloak  about  her,  and  taking  the  baby  in 
my  arm^  we  started  for  the  beach.  The  wind 
hore  down  upon  us  with  such  force  that  the  frail 
slender  woman  could  hardly  stand  ;  and  even  I 
tottered  and  found  the  way  hard. 

But  her  courage  was  indomitable,  and  with  un- 
flagging zeal  we  pushed  on.  Once  an  immense 
tree  by  our  path  wavered. and  cracked.  I  saw  it 
slowly  bend.  We  jumped  back,  and  it  fell,  its 
branches  brushing  our  faces.  The  baby  wakened 
from  a  sleep,  cried  pitifully,  and  she  put  out  her 
urms,  saying : 

"  Oh,  let  me  carry  him  for  awhile.  He  will 
not  tire  me ;  and  you — you  have  carried  him  so 
far,  you  must  be  worn  out." 

"No,  no,"  I  answered,  shortly,  clasping  her 
baby  closer  to  my  heart.  "  He  does  not  tire  me  ; 
but  you  could  not  even  stand  with  him  in  your 
arms.     Look  !    You  can  hardly  walk  now." 

She  said  nothing,  and  we  hurried  on.  The 
rain  had  ceased,  but  the  tree  tops  tossed  threaten- 
ingly over  our  heads,  and  the  heavens  were  as 
black  as  a  witch's  cave. 

The  sea  was  running  very  high  as  we  came 
•down  to  the  beach.  I  pushed  my  boat  down  into 
the  water,  placed  her  and  the  child  securely  in 
the  stern,,  and  then  jumping  in  and  seizing  the 
•oars,  I  pulled  out  in  the  angry  seas.  The  sky  was 
still  overcast,  and  soon  the  rain  again  poured 
down  in  drenching  streams.     The  whitecapped 


waves  tossed  us  about  like  a  plaything,  and  with 
every  gust  of  wind  the  waters  rose.  But  my  heart 
and  my  muscles  had  been  trained  in  a  stern 
school.  I  had  often  pulled  an  oar  in  a  heavy  sea  ; 
and  now,  with  that  sad  woman  and  baby  in  the 
boat,  I  pulled  as  I  had  not  pulled  for  many  a  day. 
Our  sturdy  little  boat  rode  safely  from  top  to  top 
of  the  furious  waves,  and  the  woman  in  the  stern 
said  never  a  word. 

When  the  beams  from  the  lighthouse  shone  full 
upon  our  path,  and  I  remembered  the  treacherous 
rocks  which  lay  beneath  the  turbulent  waves,  I 
knew  that  the  time  had  come  for  which  I  had 
trained  all  my  life.  A  corner  was  to  be  turned, 
and  for  some  rods  we  must  run  abreast  of  the  in- 
coming waves.  One  false  stroke  would  mean 
death,  for  even  a  good  swimmer  could  hardly  live 
in  such  a  sea. 

"  Can  you  steer  ?"  I  called  to  the  silent  figure 
in  the  stern. 

Through  the  black  darkness  and  the  roar  of 
the  covetous  waters  came  the  echo  of  her  voice  : 

"Yes." 

"  To  the  right !"  I  shouted. 

The  boat,  obedient  to  the  slightest  touch,  swung 
round. 

"Further  still!"!  called.  Then,  as  a  great 
wild  wave  swept  in  impetuously,  I  screamed,  "No 
— not  so !" 

But  I  was  too  late.  The  wave,  coming  with 
all  its  force  against  the  side  of  the  boat,  bore 
down  upon  us  like  some  monster  of  the  deep, 
and  we  were  struggling  for  our  lives  in  the  sea. 

I  remember  grasping  her  frantically  and  reach- 
ing out  for  the  baby  as  we  went  down  ;  and  when 
we  rose  to  the  top  of  the  waves  I  heard  her  faint 
voice : 

"  Save  me — for — him  !" 
*  *  .         ♦  *  *  * 

A  rough  log  cabin,  in  one  corner  of  which  was 
a  fireplace  ;  in  another  a  rude  bunk  on  which  lay 
a  man  so  weak  he  could  hardly  lift  his  eyes  to 
meet  the  sunlight  which,  out  of  a  cloudless  sky, 
streamed  in  through  the  windows,  touching  ten- 
derly the  rough  hair  and  the  hollow  eyes  of  the 
sick  man,  and  turning  with  its  Midas  touch  all 
the  rude  furniture  into  golden  elegance.  These 
impressions  came  gradually  to  me,  until  at  last  I 
felt,  I  knew,  that  the  man  lying  so  weak  and 
helpless  was  L  Through  the  window  opposite  I 
looked  out  on  a  clear  sky,  and  a  sea  blue  and  calm, 
with  only  here  and  there  a  fleck  of  white. 

It  was  noon. 

Like  a  flash  every  incident  connected  with  the 
storm  of  the  preceding  night  came  to  my  mind. 
I  started  to  my  feet.  A  figure  which  I  had  not 
noticed  before  rose  from  the  seat  by  the  door 
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ftud  eamo  towaiil  nie.     I 
of  the  cnnip. 

"Lie  etill.  my  friend,' 

"  Lie  etill  ?"  I  qiical 
I  do  so  ?■■ 

"  You  lifive  Imil  a  grent  eliock." 

"■But  slii^:"  I  gaq.i-.l.  '-Slio— 1  irio,I-grio>l 
Goil  .'  i  tried  to  save  Jiei— lii.i  f  ■■■■ 

"  She  ?"  the  musical  voice  of  the  young  divinity 
Btndeut  anawered.     "  It  is  well  with  lier/' 

"Ah,  no,  no  I  L'nsny  thut  !"I  cried,  grasping 
hia  meaning  ftt  once.  "It  is  not  well.  It  is  cruel. 
Sho  ehouKl  have  seen  her  husband,  wretch  though 
he  was.  Her  laat  cry  was,  '  Save  me  for  him  !'  I 
can  hear  it  now.  I  shall  hear  it  forever  I  Yon 
know  I  tried  to  save  her,  don't  you  r" 

"  Yes ;  I  know  you  did.    And  she  knows," 

"  How  was  it  tliat  I  was  saved,  and  not  she  ?" 

"Naturally.  You  were  strong  and  withstood 
the  buffeting  of  the  sea.  She  was  frail.  It  is 
much  better  so." 

"Tell  me," I  interrupted.    '*  Her  husband  is — 


"Gone." 
-Ah!  w 
■'  Listei 

that  I  sli. 

that  God 

vou  know- 
"She? 

lo  keep  it 

believed 
"That 

I  was  sitti 

aijtirj  and 


■ithont  a  farewell  !" 

;  you  do  not  understand.  It  is  best 
ould  tell  yon  now.  Then  you  will  see 
,V!ia  merciful.  Her  liuaband — his  crime 
—did  she  know  ?" 

Indeed  not.    I  would  have  died  gladly 

from  her,  No,  she  did  not  know.  She 
11  his  faithfnlncss," 

is  good.  I  will  tell  yon  all.  Last  night 
ng  here  alone.     The  elements  were  all 

1  crouched  over  the  fiie,  trying  to  ban- 


"A  WOMAN  CLASPING  CLOSt:  A  LITTLE  CniLD  " 

isli  from  my  mind  the  feais  and  grewaome  spec- 
tres which  haunted  it.  Tlie  waves  cast  spray 
npon  the  windows  here,  which  rattled  and  shook 
as  if  moved  by  invisible  hands,  and  the  rain  fell 
in  fitful  showers.  Suddenly,  above  the  roar  of 
waters  and  the  elirieks  of  the  wind  there  rose  the 
cry  of  a  woman's  voice — tlio  voice  of  a  last  de- 
spair. I  was  alone,  and — God  forgive  me  ! — I  was 
afraid.  I  sat  for  some  moments  cowering  in  the 
corner,  not  daring  to  stir,  till  a  great  wild  wind 
shook  the  house  from  its  foundations,  and 
screamed  down  the  chimney,  '  Coward !  Cow- 
ard !'  I  sprang  to  my  feet ;  all  the  blood  in  my 
veins  seeming  to  rush  to  my  face  as  t)ie  fnll  forco 
of  my  cowardice  came  over  me.  I  rushed  out 
into  the  storm,  and  ran  down  to  that  part  of  the- 
beach  from  which  the  voice  had  seemed  to  come. 
There  I  saw  before  me,  wet  and  partially  broken, 
lying  npon  its  side,  a  little  rowboat  which  had 
not  been  there  an  hour  before.  Then  I  knew  the 
meaning  of  tJiat  cry.  I  glanced  helplessly  out  on 
the  surging  waters,  already  beginning  to  subside  ;. 
then  I  looked  to  my  right  and  to  my  left.  I 
knew  not  which  way  to  turn  or  what  to  do.    A 


A    SHIPWRECK  IN  SUMMER   SEAS. 


mighty  wave  rolletl  in  ;  ami  when  it  retreated  I 
started  back  in  liorror  as  I  Bav  at  my  feet  the 
body  of  a  woman  clasping  close  a  little  child. 
Her  long  wet  hair  fell  over  her  face.  I  pnslied  it 
back  ;  then  I  knew  the  face. 

"I  knelt  by  her  aide  and  tried  to  force  some 
brandy  down  her  throat.  I  took  off  my  coat  and 
wrapped  it  about  her,  and  had  jtist  lifted  her  in 
my  nrms  to  carry  her  to  the  house  when  I  saw 
two  figures  approachiug.  One  was  a  man  with  a 
pair  of  oars ;  the  other,  a  woman.  Tlioy  hurried 
along  in  a  frightened  manner,  often  stopping  to 
look  behind  them. 

"'The  boat  is  gone !' cried  the  woman,  in  a 
terrified  tone.  'Ah,'  she  added,  in  the  same 
breath,  'thank  God — no,  not  Him — thank  the 
fatea  —  here  is  another!  Come,  dear,  quickly. 
Here,  wo  will  take  this,  and  I  shall  yet  save  yon  !' 

"  Ho  slunk  along  in  n  hnU-oahamed  fashion.  I 
could  not  hear  his  reply  ;  but  I  was  just  going  to 
call  on  him  for  aasistance,  when  a  sudden  flash  of 
lightning  lit  up  the  sky  with  a  Inrid  glare,  show- 
iug  the  wretch's  pale  face ;  and  I  recognized  the 
damp  curling  hair,  the  wonderful  dark  eyes  and 
the  weak  mouth  of  the  husband  of  the  woman 
who  lay  drowned  at  my  feet, 

"I  gave  a  great  cry  and  started  toward  him; 
but  he,  recognizing  nothing  save  that  he  was  pur- 
sued, jumped  into  the  boat,  with  the  woman  in 
the  stern.     And  in  the  boat  in  which  an  hour  be- 


fore you  two  had  crosaed  the  waters,  praying  God 
to  keep  you  both  to  see  him,  they  vaniahed  to- 
gether in  the  blackness  of  the  night  and  storm. 
Death  was  best  for  your  friend.     Was  it  not  ?" 

I  bowed  my  head.  I  could  not  speak.  At 
length  I  rose. 

"  Where  is  she  ?"  I  asked. 

"Do  not  go  now — you  are  too  weak.  Wait 
awhile," 

"  Where  la  she  ?" 

"Must  yon  go  at  once?    Man,  you  cannot," 

"Where  ia  she,  I  say?" 

"If  you  must — this  way — in  the  next  room." 

I  was  alone  with  her.  She  lay  so  quietly,  with 
her  baby  at  her  side,  that  I  dared  not  breathe. 
There  was  at  last,  thank  God,  a  smile  on  her 
face.  The  ciutaina  were  drawn,  but  I  raised 
them,  that  nature's  sweet  benediction,  the  sun- 
light, might  fall  upon  her  head, 

I  knelt  by  her  side,  I  had  not  prayed  for 
years,  but  from  the  depths  of  my  aoul  I  cried  : 

"  Merciful  Father  of  the  heavens  and  the  earth, 
the  sea  and  the  winds,  I  thank  Thee  !  Hay  she 
never  know  that  he  was  false.  But  may  she  know 
through  all  eternity  that  he  who  loved  her  better 
than  his  own  soul  was  true." 

The  day  pasaed  ;  evening  came.  The  stars  lit 
up  their  blue  tent;  the  moonlight  made  a  halo 
about  the  heads  of  the  mother  and  child  ;  and  I 
still  knelt  by  her  aide. 


BV    KCMPER   BOCOCK. 


To  SAIL  from  New  York  to  a  tropical  port  in 
the  middle  of  JIarch,  and  to  be  still  wearing  fur 
caps  and  wraps  on  the  second  day  out,  while  ici- 
cles a  foot  long  hang  from  the  deck  railing,  was 
a  suitable  beginning  for  a  voyage  that  was  des- 
tined to  include  a  shipwreck.  It  was  oddly  un- 
like what  was  expected  and  intended.  The  party 
of  twenty  that  occupied  the  cabin  of  the  little 
steamer  Agtian,  of  the  Honduras  and  Central 
American  Steamship  Line,  which  left  New  York 
Vol.  XXXVin.,  Ho.  4-26. 


on  March  14th,  1801,  was  mostly  made  up  of 
Americana,  and  was  therefore  good-natured.  It 
began  to  enjoy  itself  the  first  day  out,  even  to  the 
extent  of  enjoying  its  own  chilly  misery  when  the 
thermometer  played  a  joke  on  it.  The  Agitan 
was  a  alow  boat ;  in  fact,  it  was  her  slowness  that 
caused  the  shipwreck.  The  bottom  of  the  vessel 
had  not  been  cleaned  for  nine  months,  and  the 
barnacles  and  seaweed  that  had  stuck  there  were 
called  by  the  passengera  "the  farm." 
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The  regular  route  of  the  Honduras  and  Central 
America  steamers  is  almost  due  south  from  New 
York  to  the  West  Indies,  passing  through  the 
Windward  Passage  between  Cuba  and  Hayti, 
around  the  eastern  end  of  the  island  of  Jamaica, 
to  call  at  Kingston,  the  capital.  From  Kingston 
the  ships  proceed  to  Grey  town,  or  San  Juan  del 
Norte,  Nicaragua.  The  party  in  the  cabin  of 
the  Agnail  was  bound  for  the  last-named  point. 
In  it  were  the  president  of  the  Nicaragua  Canal 
Construction  Company,  a  State  Senator,  an  army 
major,  an  army  lieutenant,  three  New  York  cap- 
italists, one  of  them  accompanied  by  his  daugh- 
ter ;  a  lawyer,  a  young  Spanish -American  who 
was  to  act  as  the  president's  interpreter,  and  six 
newspaper  correspondents,  one  of  whom  was  also 
a  civil  engineer. 

As  soon  as  the  cold  wave  had  passed  ofF  and 
the  Gulf  Stream  was  reached  the  party  began  to 
get  acquainted  with  itself  on  deck.  Silvery- 
skinned  flying  fish,  looking  in  the  distance  like 
white  butterflies  chasing  each  other  about  the 
surface  of  a  big  tub  of  soapsuds  in  which  a  great 
deal  of  indigo  has  been  dissolved,  vied  with  water- 
spouts in  entertaining  the  passengers.  The  first 
kind  seen  after  getting  out  of  sight  of  the  Jersey 
coast  was  Watling's  Island,  the  famous  shore  first 
sighted  by  Columbus;  not  long  after  the  mount- 
ains of  Cuba  seemed  to  rise  faintly  out  of  the 
waters,  and  as  the  Aguan  passed  near  Cuba's 
northeastern  shores  in  the  moonlight  a  breeze 
from  that  direction  brought  to  the  decks  the 
scent  of  tropical  flowers.  The  ship  was  a  day  or 
two  late  in  getting  into  Kingston,  and  one  more 
day  was  lost  in  getting  away,  her  anchor  having 
*' fouled  ^'  and  tangled  itself  in  the  cable  of  an- 
other vessel  at  a  near-by  wharf.  A  brawny  Ja- 
maica negro,  a  perfect  ebony  Hercules,  dived  and 
released  the  anchor,  while  a  young  woman  with  a 
black  skin  and  a  broad  smile  came  on  deck  to  sell 
the  passengers  oranges.  When  a  passenger  in- 
Yited  her  to  be  photographed  her  smile  expanded 
some  more. 

The  mishap  to  the  anchor  delayed  the  ship  at 
Kingston  till  Tuesday  morning,  the  24th  of 
March,  and  she  was  expected  at  Greytown  on  the 
following  day.  Not  to  be  too  much  behind  time 
the  captain  decided  to  make  a  short  cut.  Grey- 
town  is  about  750  miles  south-southwest  of  Kings- 
ton as  the  crow  flies — only  there  is  no  crow  to 
fly  in  that  tropical  latitude.  That  part  of  the 
Caribbean  Sea  is  dangerous  on  account  of  coral 
reefs  and  currents.  One  of  these  reefs  is  known 
as  El  Roncador,  and  became  noted  last  winter 
when  the  famous  wooden  man-of-war  Kearsarge, 
of  the  United  States  Navy,  was  stranded  there. 
In  the  investigation  held  by  the  court  of  inquiry 


at  the  Brooklyn  Navy  Yard  it  was  testified  by 
experts  that  the  currents  about  Roncador  were 
very  irregular  and  not  to  be  depended  upon. 
They  are  liable  to  sudden  changes,  and  it  is  sup- 
posed that  even  circumstances  so  remote  as  a 
change  of  atmospheric  pressure  in  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico  may  bring  about  currents  contrary  to 
those  expected  at  any  given  time  of  day.  On  ac- 
count of  this  uncertainty,  careful  navigators  go 
about  forty  miles  south  of  Roncador  in  sailing 
from  Jamaica  to  Greytown.  The  captain  of  the 
Aguafi,  in  his  eagerness  to  make  up  for  lost  time, 
counted  on  passing  twenty-five  miles  from  this 
coral  island.  He  steered  by  what  mariners  call 
"  dead  reckoning,"  that  is,  with  the  map  or  chart, 
the  compass  and  the ''log,"  and  taking  no  ac- 
count of  the  sun  or  stars.  If  there  were  no  cur- 
rents or  winds  it  would  be  safe  to  use  ''dead 
reckoning."  All  you  would  have  to  do  would  be 
to  make  out,  by  the  chart,  the  direction  in  which 
you  wished  to  go ;  steer  in  that  direction  with 
the  aid  of  the  compass ;  and  figure  out  how  far 
you  had  gone,  and  where  you  were,  from  the 
"taffrail  log."  This  is  a  tiny  machine  thrown 
out  into  the  water  from  the  stern  of  the  vessel, 
and  dragged  or  towed  after  it  by  a  line  attached 
to  the  stern  rail  or  "taffrail."  The  little  machine 
registers  the  speed  of  the  ship  through  the  waves. 
So  if  you  can  be  perfectly  sure  what  direction 
you  are  taking,  and  how  fast  you  are  taking  it» 
you  can  know  where  you  are  by  this  kind  of  reck- 
oning. But  if  currents  bear  down  on  your  ship 
in  such  a  way  that  while  she  i^  headed  in  nearly 
the  same  direction  all  the  time,  and  while  she  is 
going  in  that  direction  at  a  regular  rate  of  speed, 
she  is  also  drifting  sideways,  her  captain  may  not 
know  where  she  is ;  and  the  Kearsarge  court  of 
inquiry  developed  the  fact  that  the  charts  of  cur- 
rents in  the  Caribbean  Sea  before  December, 
1893,  were  very  imperfect.  That  is  how  it  hap- 
pened that  the  Aguan  was  carried  directly  upon 
Roncador  Reef.  The  current  did  its  work,  if  the 
captain  did  not  do  his. 

It  was  a  few  minutes  after  three  o'clock  on  the 
morning  of  Thursday,  March  26th,  when  the 
Aguan  struck  the  reef  known  as  El  Roncador.  Its 
name  is  the  Spanish  word  for  "snorer,"  and  was 
given  because  the  noise  made  by  the  breakers,  as 
heard  from  the  island  within  the  reef,  is  something 
like  the  sound  of  snoring.  The  passengers  had 
plenty  of  time  afterward  to  study  the  likeness,  but 
they  did  not  think  of  it  that  morning.  The  shock 
to  the  vessel  was  such  as  to  give  the  writer  a  vivid 
dream  of  being  asleep  in  a  sleeping-car  berth, 
and  being  awakened  by  the  car's  leaving  the  rails 
and  bumping  along  from  tie  to  tie.  But  the 
dream  within  a  dream,  and  the  dream  that  had 
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the  other  dream  iu  it,  were  alike  dispelled  by  the 
sudden  stoppage  of  all  motion,  and  by  the  stew- 
ard's opening  the  stateroom  door  and  saying  iu 
hurried  tones,  **  We've  run  aground,  sir  !"  Then 
lie  disappeared  to  tell  somebody  else  that  we  had 
run  aground. 

"Say,  you'd  better  get  up!"  said  my  room- 
mate. 

''  What  is  the  matter  ?"  I  asked. 

*' We've  had  a  collision,  or  struck  a  wreck,  or 
something.  Anyhow,  we  have  stopped  still  in 
the  middle  of  the  sea.  We'd  better  go  on  deck 
just  as  soon  as  we  can.'' 

I  had  great  respect  for  my  chum's  opinion  as  a 
nautical  expert.  He  had  been  to  Greenland  in 
a  sailing  vessel  the  year  before,  and  had  passed 
through  a  terrific  storm  which  had  half  filled  the 
hold  of  the  ship  with  water.  All  hunds  had  been 
ordered  to  the  pumps,  and  after  two  hours  of  the 
most  desperate  pumping  they  had  measured  the 
water  in  the  hold  and  had  found  that  it  had 
gained  on  them  eleven  inches.  They  almost  gave 
themselves  up  for  lost,  but  on  looking  over  the 
deck  they  found  two  auger  holes,  bored  at  the 
time  of  building  and  forgotten  ever  since.  When 
they  stopped  up  the  auger  holes  no  more  water 
got  in.  There  were  no  holes  in  the  bottom  of  the 
Greenland  sailing  vessel.  That  was  one  respect 
in  which  she  differed  from  the  Aguan  just  at 
present.  For  the  dream  of  the  sleeping  car's  jolt- 
ing over  the  ties  was  caused  by  the  bottom  of  the 
Agnan  striking  some  jagged  pieces  of  coral.  One 
of  these  pieces  had  torn  a  hole  in  her,  and  the 
water  was  already  in  the  hold,  not  many  inches 
below  our  bare  feet  as  we  lighted. on  the  stateroom 
floor. 

We  were  hardly  out  of  our  berths  when  we 
heard  the  engine's  signal  gong  ring,  and  the  en- 
gine began  to  pant  again.  But  the  ship  did  not 
move.  A  glance  out  of  the  porthole  showed  us 
nothing  but  the  moonlight  flashing  across  our 
bow  in  a  line  of  brilliant  waves.  The  air  was 
clear  and  the  wind  was  hushed.  But  we  could 
hear  feet  hurrying  hither  and  thither  on  the  deck 
above  us,  and  as  soon  as  we  eon  Id  get  into  our 
day  clothes  we  went  up  to  the  deck  ourselves. 
From  the  bow  we  could  see  a  white  line  across 
our  path,  extending  to  the  right  and  left  till  lost 
in  the  dimness  of  the  moonlit  night.  It  was  Ron- 
cador  Reef. 

The  captain  was  not  trying  to  get  any  nearer 
to  the  reef.  Ue  was  trying  to  back  off,  not  know- 
ing till  an  hour  later,  when  the  keel  settled  down 
upon  the  rocks,  that  there  was  a  large  hole  in  the 
bottom  of  the  ship.  Had  he  succeeded  in  back- 
ing her  off  into  deep  water  she  would  have  sunk 
in  a  few  minutes  with  all  on  board.     But  when 


she  struck  she  had  been  running  at  full  speed, 
and  was  just  above  the  most  gradual  ascent  of  the 
side  of  the  submarine  coral  mountain.  She  was 
firmly  grounded,  and  a  sharp  edge  of  stone  that 
had  torn  through  the  iron  plates  of  the  bottom 
was  driven  up  into  her  as  the  hull  sunk  to  the 
smoother  stones  on  all  sides  of  it,  making  it  im- 
possible to  move  her  in  any  direction.  She  was 
impaled  on  this  point  of  rock. 

The  moonlit  faces  on  deck  were  anxious. 
Where  were  we  ?  Nobody  knew,  but  the  captain 
thought  we  were  on  the  Quita  Sueno  Bank,  which 
was  in  fact  many  miles  distant.  A  consultation 
was  held  with  the  leading  passengers,  and  it  was 
decided  to  let  down  the  best  one  of  the  lifeboats 
at  once,  and  to  send  off  the  first  mate  and  four 
able  seamen  in  search  of  aid.  As  soon  as  it  was 
known  where  we  were  the  four  other  lifeboats 
were  to  be  let  down  alsoj  and  the  passengers  sent 
to  the  nearest  land.  It  was  thought  wise  to  make 
use  of  the  clear  weather,  the  calm  sea  and  the 
moonlit  nights  to  get  to  a  safer  place  than  a 
stranded  ship  which  was  already  rocking  on  the 
edge  of  the  reef,  and  which  was  supposed  to  be 
in  danger  of  being  broken  into  pieces  in  that  way 
before  long ;  while,  if  a  violent  tropical  storm 
came  up,  those  on  board  of  her  would  have  to 
take  to  the  boats  anyhow,  with  less  chance  for 
their  lives  than  now. 

As  Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling  puts  it,  "the  dawn 
comes  up  like  thunder" — or  as  quickly  as  a  thun- 
dercloud— in  the  tropics,  and  it  was  broad  day- 
light before  we  had  more  than  told  each  other 
how  we  felt  the  shock  to  the  vessel  when  she 
struck.  Then  the  whole  horizon  was  carefully 
studied  with  spyglasses  and  opera  glasses.  The 
reef  in  front  of  us  could  be  traced  for  about  a 
mile  and  a  half  to  our  '*port"  or  left  side,  and 
there  it  curved  around  to  the  south  and  was  lost 
to  view  in  the  pearly  gray  mist.  On  the  **  star- 
board," or  right,  there  was  much  more  to  be  seen, 
and  very  soon  everybody  was  looking  to  that  quar- 
ter. The  reef  was  visible  almost  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  follow  the  surface  of  the  sea.  Here  and 
there  we  saw  ragged  black  interruptions  to  the 
line  of  breakers,  and  at  its  further  end  what 
seemed  to  be  a  considerable  rock,  with  two  or 
three  trees  or  clumps  of  bushes  on  it. 

**  Rocks  ?"  asked  the  civil  engineer. 

*'  Wrecks  !"  replied  the  purser. 

"  Land,  ho  !"  sung  out  the  second  mate  from 
the  bridge.  He  was  looking  to  the  northwest,  on 
our  right,  at  the  low-lying  object  on  the  horizon 
where  the  things  were  that  seemed  to  the  naked 
eye  to  be  shrubs  or  low  trees. 

"  I  say,  boys,  that's  an  island  !"  exclaimed  a 
newspaper  correspondent,  as  he  followed  the  eyes 
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of  the  second  mate  witlt  an  opera  gluss,  "and 
those  things  on  it  look  like  dark  tents  or  huts." 

"If  that's  an  island  it's  a  pretty  small  one," 
replied  the  hero  of  the  Greenland  adventure. 


miles  in  which  he  hauled  it  overland  from  Lake 
Erie  to  Lake  Cliantaiiqua,  and  from  the  head- 
waters of  the  Miasoiiri  to  those  of  the  Columbia. 
An  observation  of  the  latitude  and  longitnda 


"Any  island  that's  large  enough  to  hold  us  all  soon  convinced  the  ship's  officers  that  ne  were 

will  do  for  me  just  at  present,"  chimed  in  the  re-  not  on  the  Quita  Sueno  Bank,  but  on  Roncador. 

porter,  who,  if  he  hadn't  been  to  Greenland,  had  The  reef  is  down  in  all  the  charts,  and  the  cap- 

croEsed  North  America  in  a  canoe,  except  a  few  tain  knew  that  it  iDclosed  an  oval  space,  with  an 
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ieland  at  one  end,  touching  the  reef  on  the  in- 
side.    But  how  were  we  to  reach  the  island  ? 

Was  it  likely  that  there  was  a  break  in  the  reef 
wide  enough  to  admit  lifeboats  ?  It  would  be  a 
dangerous  ae  well  as  a  very  tiresome  pvoceaa  to 
wade  or  walk  aloug  the  line  of  the  reef  to  the 
island,  which  waa  seven  miles  distant,  cutting 
one's  shoes  on  the  sharp  edges  of  rock,  lying  down 
to  hold  on  when  a  heavy  breaker  came  along,  and 
posaibly  getting  snapped  at  by  a  shark.  The 
sailors  were  already  lowering  the  beat  lifeboat  for ' 
the  first  mate  and  his  party  of  four  picked  sea- 
men, who  were  to  set  siiil  in  search  of  reacners. 
The  second  best  bont  waa  to  be  lowered  as  soon  as 
they  had  started  off,  and  the  ladies  and  elderly 
gentlemen  of  the  cabin  party  put  into  it.  It  was 
to  sail  toward  the  island,  and  explore  the  reef,  as 
it  went  along,  in  search  of  an  entrance  which 
would  permit  the  pasaengera  to  land.  Should 
it  not  be  poaaible  to  make  a  landing  it  was  to 
follow  the  firat  mate  in  the  direction  of  the  Cen- 
tral American  coaat.  Roncador  Keef  and  Island 
are  in  Lat.  12°  30'  N.  and  Long.  80°  5'  W.  of 
Greenwich  ;  about  170  miles  from  the  nearest 
point  of  the  Mosquito  coast  of  Central  America, 
And  75  miles  from  the  nearest  inhabited  land, 
which  ia  Old  Providence  Island,  the  eeat  of  a 
lighthouse  aud  a  small  village.  The  firat  mate 
and  his  little  party,  witli  several  daj-s'  provisions 
and  water  on  board,  were  ordered  to  make  for 
Old  Providence  Island  and  to  tell  the  lighthouse 
keeper  about  the  shipwreck.  Thence  they  were 
to  sail  to  Greytown,  in  order  to  notify  the  office 
of  the  Nicaragua  Canal  Construction  Company , 
that  the  inspection  party  was  stranded  on  a  reef. 
In  going  from  Old  Providence  to  Greytown  the 


boat  would  pass  by  Great  Corn  Island  and  Little 
Corn  Island,  on  which  there  are  several  hundred 
people  living.  The  first  mate  carried  a  letter  to 
the  "Governor"  of  Great  Corn  Island,  asking 
him  to  send  to  the  mainland,  to  the  town  of 
Bhiefields,  the  northern  terminus  of  a  coaatwise 
line  of  small  steamers,  and  give   notice  to  the 
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company's  office  there  of  the  sliipwreck.  The  title 
"  Governor  of  Great  Corn  Island  "  is  not  as  large 
as  it  sounds.  Central  American  villages  call  their 
one  justice  of  the  peace  and  policeman  ''gov- 
ernor." The  dignity  of  the  name  is  a  large  part 
of  the  salary.  "Mayor,"  even  "lord  mayor," 
would  not  pay  for  the  services  of  the  official  in 
question. 

It  happened  that  this  little  line  of  steamers  was 
owned  by  one  of  the  Aguan's  passengers,  an  Ital- 
ian settler  in  Nicaragua,  who  had  in  the  hold  of 
the  shipwrecked  vessel  about  10,000  "soles,"  or 
Peruvian  silver  dollars.  If  the  Agvan^s  boats 
could  reach  one  of  the  Italian's  ships  rescue  was 
certain. 

The  passengers  were  now  told  to  go  below  to 
the  dining  saloon  and  get  some  breakfast  before 
starting  out  on  what  might  prove  a  tedious  and 
dangerous  voyage  in  small  boats,  crowded  to  the 
limit  of  safety.  After  breakfast  they  were  to  re- 
turn to  the  deck,  with  "only  such  light  hand 
baggage  as  would  hold  needed  toilet  articles," 
with  a  decided  accent  on  the  word  "needed,"  for 
no  needless  weight  was  wanted  in  the  lifeboats. 
The  boats  had  not  been  wet  for  some  time.  As 
a  result  the  timbers  had  shrunk  so  that  when 
they  were  lowered  the  water  poured  in  rapidly, 
and  the  timid  were  reassured  only  by  setting  one 
of  the  crew  of  each  boat  to  bailing  her  out.  The 
more  they  were  weighted  down  the  more  water 
came  through  the  cracks,  and  as  it  took  the  wood 
some  time  to  swell  enough  to  keep  the  water  out 
the  voyage  in  the  boats  seemed  much  more  dan- 
gerous than  it  really  was. 

As  a  tall,  fresh-complexioned  young  lady  step- 
ped up  on  deck  with  a  light  bag  in  her  hand  one 

of  the  men  said  :  "  Miss  S ,  we  are  wrecked 

on  a  desert  island." 

"  I  believe  we  are,"  answered  Miss  S ,  with 

a  Fmile  as  composed  as  if  she  were  on  a  mount- 
ain picnic;  "and  I'm  afraid  I  shall  have  to  do  the 
cooking. " 

The  passenger^  who  went  off  in  the  first  boat  in- 
cluded Miss  S ,  and  the  wife  and  children  of 

a  missionary  bishop  of  the  Church  of  England, 
who  had  come  abroad  with  his  family  at  Kings- 
ton. The  boat  had  not  gone  500  yards  from  the 
ship  before  the  bishop's  wife  looked  around  to 
speak  to  him,  and  discovered  that  he  was  not  on 
board.  The  good  old  man  had  staid  behind  on 
the  ship  in  order  to  give  his  family  and  all  the 
ladies  the  best  possible  chance  for  their  lives. 
She  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise  and  alarm,  and  the 

children  began  to  cry  too.     Miss  S took  one 

of  them  on  her  knee  and  began  to  talk  to  them 
both  :  "  Oh,  but  we're  having  a  nice  boat  ride  ! 
Just  look  at  the  pretty  green  rocks  down  there ! 


And  look  over  here,  where  it  isn't  so  deep,  how 
blue  they  arc  !  And  oh,  see  the  porpoises  ! — or  are 
they  dolphins  ?  Look  at  the  sunshine  sparkling 
on  the  water !" 

In  ten  minutes  the  bishop's  cliildren  were  crow- 
ing with  delight  at  the  beauties  of  a  salt-water 
trip  which  they  began  to  think  must  have  been 
arranged  for  their  benefit.  The  bishop  left  the 
ship  in  one  of  the  other  boats  later  in  the  day,, 
amid  a  crowd  of  Jamaica  negroes  from  the  steer- 
age. 

There  had  been  ninety- three  souls  on  board  the- 
Agtian,  and  as  soon  as  the  ladies  were  started  for 
the  island  the  question  of  food  supplies  came  up» 
Some  cargo,  as  well  as  passengers,  was  in  each- 
boat  that  left  the  ship  after  that.  The  steward 
came  on  deck  nbout  noon,  looked  black,  and  said  r 
"  Thunder  !" 

"  What  is  the  matter  now  ?"  asked  the  purser. 

"  The  big  tank  of  water  is  spoiled.  Salt  water 
is  all  around  it,  and  in  it  by  this  time." 

This  was  bad  news.  There  was  not  much  fresh 
wat^r  on  board  outside  of  the  big  tank.  There 
was  another  tank,  but  smaller,  with  several  small 
casks  and  a  few  bottles  of  mineral  water — not 
more  than  900  gallons  altogether.  The  tank  was 
too  heavy  to  move.  Near  it  stood  a  barrel  of 
whisky.  One  of  the  passengers  quietly  opened 
the  spigot,  and  the  whisky  flowed  out  and  min- 
gled with  the  salt  water. 

'*  Who  let  that  whisky  out  ?"  asked  one  of  the 
officers. 

"  I  did,"  answered  the  passenger — the  man  who 
hatl  been  to  Greenland. 

"  Well,  that  whisky  was  for  the  crew,  and  yon 
may  get  a  pistol  ball  in  you  if  you  meddle  with 
any  more  casks  like  that." 

"  Well,  we  passengers  'need  water  more  than 
the  crew  need  whisky.  I  emptied  that  cask  so 
that  fresh  water  could  be  turned  into  it  from  thi» 
tank." 

And  that  cask,  with  several  other  casks,  wa» 
used  to  carry  fresh  water  to  the  island.  But  no- 
heavy  freight  was  taken  off  in  the  boats  till  nearly 
all  the  passengers  had  left  the  ship.  The  boat? 
were  so  leaky  that  it  was  feared  that  they  would 
sink  if  loaded  down.  Most  of  them — there  were- 
five — carried  eighteen  or  twenty  people;  but  on& 
boat  had  so  large  a  hole  in  the  bottom  that  whei> 
thirteen  people  had  boarded  her  the  fourteen tlip 
passenger  to  go  down  the  stairway  over  the  ship's? 
side  said  he  would  not  add  his  weight  to  that  of 
the  passengers  already  seated,  for  fear  of  weight- 
ing the  boat  down  too  much. 

It  was  a  beautifully  clear  morning,  with  th^ 
"  trade  wind  "  from  the  northeast  blowing  softly 
and  steadily,  so  that  the  sails  were  the  most  use^ 
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f al  parts  of  the  boats.  One  of  the  level-headed 
men  among  the  passengers  was  placed  in  com- 
mand of  ench  boat  if  no  officer  of  the  ship  was 
aboard  of  her,  and  this  boat  captain  kept  the 
crew  busy  with  what  was  to  be  done,  and  the  pas- 
sengers quiet.     Lieutenant  H ,  of  the  United 

States  Army,  who  was  in  command  of  one  of  the 
boats,  managed  to  get  the  scared  darkies  quiet 
and  hopeful  by  conyincing  them  that  the  boat 
was  running  a  race  with  one  of  the  other  boats, 
and  might  lose  it  if  they  did  not  behave  them- 
selves. Several  large  porpoises  followed  for  some 
distance,  and  a  shark  lay  off  the  bow  of  the  ship 
all  the  afternoon,  as  if,  like  the  Fa-fe-fi-fo-fum 
Giant  in  the  fairy  story,  he  smelt  fresh  human 

blood. 

The  captain  of  the  ship  commanded  the  second 

boat  which  left  the  wreck.  This  was  the  first 
boat  to  go  straight  toward  the  little  island  of 
Boncador,  seven  miles  away.  It  took  about  an 
hour  and  a  half  to  reach  that  part  of  the  reef 
which  touched  the  island,  and  it  was  found  im- 
possible to  bring  the  boat  directly  to  land.  The 
trade  wind  was  blowing  so  strongly  toward  the 
rocks  that  the  boat  might  have  been  broken  to 
pieces  had  it  been  tried.  But  there  was  a  little 
gap  in  the  reef  about  twelv-e  feet  wide,  which  al- 
lowed the  boats  to  enter  the  great  egg-shaped, 
ooral-bound  inclosure  by  a  cliannel  several  feet 
deep.  Once  inside,  the  boat  was  protected  by 
the  reef  as  a  natural  breakwater,  and  was  easily 
brought  to  shore,  so  that  the  passengers  could 
get  out  without  even  wetting  their  feet.  The 
captain  then  took  his  stand  on  the  shore  and  told 
the  other  boats,  as  they  came  within  shouting 
distance,  how  to  find  the  channel. 

Roncador  Island  is  shaped  like  a  picture  of  a 
heart  or  a  pear,  and  the  channel  and  landing  place 
are  on  your  right  as  you  stand  facing  the  island 
from  the  point,  or  stem,  which  is  at  the  northwest 
end.  A  hundred  feet  from  this  point  is  a  ram- 
bling inclosnre  of  rude  stone  walls,  with  a  flag- 
staff on  top.  The  rough  pieces  of  stone  which 
were  used  to  build  it  were  coral,  and  the  whole 
surface  of  the  island  consisted  of  guano  and  coral 
fragments,  including  a  few  smaller  bits  of  deli- 
cate wiiite  branches  of  coral  and  many  little  shells 
in  which  the  hermit  crabs  live.  The  hermit  crab 
is  a  sort  of  seashore  tramp.  He  lives  in  any  old 
shell  that  suits  him  till  he  gets  tired  ;  then  lie 
crawls  out  and  hunts  up  another  one.  He  will 
crawl  all  over  you  as  you  lie  in  the  sand  asleep, 
to  see  if  you  are  a  big  shell. 

As  soon  as  the  passengers  set  foot  on  the  island 
they  found  that  it  was  wise  to  look  before  they 
leaped,  unless  tliey  were  willing  to  step  on  a  stone 
half  concealed  in  the  sand  and  to  be  laid  up  in 


camp  with  a  turned  ankle.  But  the  mineral 
kingdom  was  not  so  warlike  as  the  animal  king- 
dom. Thousands  of  "booby  ducks"  swarmed 
about,  squawking  to  each  other  as  if  asking  the 
reason  of  this  strange  visit  of  men.  These  birds 
look  like  a  cross  between  the  duck  and  the  goose. 
They  are  related  to  the  gannet,  or  Florida,  ibis, 
and  are  called  *'  boobies "  because  they  are  very 
stupid.  When  full  grown  they  are  black  on  the 
back,  but  streaked  with  white  on  the  neck  and 
breast.  They  lay  their  eggs  in  the  guano  which 
covers  the  interior  of  the  island,  and  the  young 
when  hatched  out  are  perfectly  white. 

"Hello!"  said  the  civil  engineer;  "if  we  get 
out  of  meat  we  can  kill  these  booby  ducks." 

"The  flesh  of  the  old  ones  is  very  rank  and 

fishy,"  answered  the  learned  Major  D ,  of  the 

United  States  Geological  Survey,  "but  the  young 
ones  might  taste  better.     Ouch  V 

The  major's  Southern  remark  of  surprise  was 
made  when  one  of  the  boobies  pecked  at  his  ankle 
with  her  sharp  bill,  as  if  to  punish  him  for  his 
threat  against  her  white  young  one,  which  stood 
behind  her.  After  that  event  we  looked  at  the 
ground  all  the  time,  when  walking  in  the  middle 
of  the  island,  in  order  to  avoid  stepping  on  one 
of  these  lazy  fowls,  or  being  pecked  by  one. 
Some  of  them  flew  a  few  feet  when  a  human  be- 
ing came  near,  but  most  of  them  simply  moved 
out  of  the  way  with  an  angry  croak.  Through- 
out the  day  thousands  of  boobies  flew  about  in  the 
air  crying  out  to  each  other,  and  even  at  night  an 
occasional  note  from  the  dark-blue  sky  announced 
that  the  birds  had  a  kind  of  picket  guard  on 
duty. 

If  the  animal  kingdom  was  represented  only  by 
ourselves  and  by  boobies  and  hermit  crabs,  the 
vegetable  kingdom  was  even  less  honored.  The 
only  growing  thing  to  be  seen  anywhere  in  the 
island  was  a  few  patches  of  a  creeping  green  herb, 
much  like  the  variety  of  purslane  known  on 
American  farms  as  "pusley,"and  fed  to  the  pigs. 
There  was  perhaps  an  acre  or  two  of  this,  grow- 
ing near  the  centre  of  the  island. 

At  the  round  end  of  this  pear-shaped  bit  of 
coral  land  stood  two  small  huts  built  of  palm 
branches.  Kobody  lived  in  thcni  but  small  and 
hungry  insects.  These  huts  were  built  in  the 
shape  of  tents.  A  pair  of  upright  poles  of  equal 
length  were  planted  in  the  sand  at  a  distance  of 
ten  or  twelve  feet  apart,  and  the  ridgepole  of  the 
hut  was  laid  from  top  to  top,  each  end  resting  on 
a  fork  if  possible ;  if  not,  it  was  simply  tied  to 
the  split  top  of  the  upright  with  very  heavy  string 
or  twine,  and  lashed  at  the  same  time  to  two 
slanting  poles  which  formed  part  of  the  frame- 
work of  the  sides  of  the   hut.     Oftenest   these 
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sloping  poles,  looking  like  the  eidea  of  the  letter 
A,  form  a  crotch  where  they  meet  at  the  ridge  of 
the  roof,  and  when  they  are  tied  fiimty  together 
the  ridgepole  rests  in  this  crotch,  while  the  up- 
right pole,  being  tied  also,  holds  up  the  ridge- 
pole almost  as  well  as  if  it  had  had  a  fork  of  its 
own.  There  are  three  or  four  pairs  of  A-polea  in 
the  slanting  aides  of  each  hut,  and  sereral  light 
poles,  laid  horizontally,  are  bound  to  them  at 
various  heighta.  Against  tltis  skeleton  of  frame- 
work palm  branches  full  of  leaves  are  laid,  poiuts 
downward.  This  simple  sloping  roof,  though  so 
thin  and  light  that  you  could  easily  stick  a  cane 
through  it,  is  a  perfect  protection  against  rain. 


in  order  to  make  everytliiug  go  as  far  as  possible, 
and  everybody  take  good  care  of  himself  and 
others.  He  at  once  set  the  male  first-class  pas- 
sengers to  work  erecting  a  large  pavilion,  or  tent, 
for  their  own  shelter.  Driftwood  and  string  were 
plentiful,  and  the  ship's  awnings  had  been  loaded 
into  one  of  the  boats  early  in  the  day.  In  an 
hour  or  so  we  had  a  grateful  shade,  with  the  trade 
wind  blowing  under  it  and  much  refreshing  tlie 
weary  castaways.  One  or  two  smaller  tenta  were 
made  for  the  president  and  other  distinguished 
members  of  the  party,  and  to  house  the  pro- 

^feanwhile,  on  finding  that  access  to  the  island 
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I  to   the 


the  water  running  off  the  palm   leave 
ground. 

The  two  palm-leaf  hnts  were  given  to  the 
ladies;  one  to  the  wife  and  children  of  the 
bishop,  the  other  to  the  single  ladies  of  the  party. 
The  gentlemen  at  onco  organized  a  sort  of  camp 

government  for  the  island,  electing  Mr.  M , 

the  president  of  the  Nicaragua  Canal  Construc- 
tion    Company,     president.      That     gentleman 

promptly  appointed   Lieutenant  H ,   of   the 

United  Slates  Army,  his  adjutant,  witli  executive 

command.     Lieutenant  II had  commanded 

an  excursion  of  recruits  in  a  march  across  some 
dry  and  desert  plains  of  the  West,  nnd  he  knew  a 
good  deal  about  how  a  camp  should  be  managed 


FROM  THE  WKKCK, 

was  easy  and  that  the  weather  continued  fine, 
the  crew  and  steerage  passengers  manned  the 
boats,  returned  to  the  ship  and  brouglit  over  the 
baggage,  bedding  and  provisions  by  degrees. 
This  freight,  as  fast  as  it  arrived,  was  dumped  in 
the  stone  inclosure  near  the  boat  lauding.  To- 
ward night  military  diacipliue  became  necessary, 
as  the  laborers  demanded  a  wholesale  division  of 
the  food  spoils.  The  male  cabin  passengers  took 
turns  at  armed  guard  duty,  in  the  midst  of  the 
two  or  three  score  steerage  passengers  who  were 
sleeping  in,  around  and  on  the  masses  of  baggage 
and  provisions  in  the  old  stone  inclosure.  Fires 
of  driftwood  lit  up  the  sky  and  startled  the  birds 
into  strange  shrieks,  while  candles,  stuck  into  the 
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months  of  bottles,  moved  aboat  restlessly  in  the 
hands  of  curious  searchers  of  the  piles  of  bag- 
gage- 

As  soon  as  the  passengers  and  crew  could  count 
noses  and  take  account  of  stock  it  was  seen  that 
the  gravest  danger  was  that  tlie  water  supply 
would  give  out.  Tlieie  was  au  ample  supply  for 
ninety-three  people  if  the 
boat  containing  the  first 
mate  and  four  sailors  suc- 
ceeded in  finding  and  bring- 
ing relief;  hut  it  la  not  a 
source  of  joy  to  know  that 
you  have  ]ust  so  much  fresh 
water  and  no  more,  on  a  dry 
island  in  the  midst  of  a 
great  salt  sea,  witii  no  way  of 
being  sure  that  your  little 
lifeboats  can  get  away  from 
"there  without  being  capsized 
in  a  sudden  storm, 

"I  wonder,"  said  the  civil 
engineer,  "if  this  little 
green  herb  that  looks  like 
'pualey'  taps  fresh  water  or 
salt  water  with  its  roots  !" 

"  Let  us  dig  and  see,"  said 
the  missionary  bishop.  And 
the  two,  armed  with  spades 


and  holding  wliity-green  umbrellas  over  their 
heads — whoever  saw  a  spade  under  an  umbrella  in 
tlie  United  States  ? — went  to  wheio  the  "pusley  " 
was  thickest,  and  dtig.  It  was  hot  enough,  even 
under  umbrellas,  to  mulie  the  labor  very  tiresome ; 
but  after  an  honr's  woik  each  digger  saw  a  milky 
fluid  in  the  bottom  of  the  little  pit  which  he  had 


410 


HER   KING. 


made.  The  carbonate  of  lime  in  the  great  coral 
rock  through  which  the  water  had  come  had  fil- 
tered all  the  sea  salt  out  of  it,  so  that  it  was  not 
brackish  to  the  taste ;  and  after  standing  for  an 
hour  or  two  more  the  lime  itself  settled  and  left 
the  water  clear  enough  to  show  the  bottom. 
Such  water,  after  boiling,  could  be  used  for  cook- 
ing, and  its  taste  called  to  mind  the  limestone 
spring  water  of  the  Alleghanies. 

From  that  day,  which  was  Easter  Sunday,  the 
haunting  fear  of  death  by  thirst  left  the  camp. 
The  bishop  invited  the  party  to  attend  an  even- 
ing service  of  thanksgiving,  according  to  the 
"  Book  of  Common  Prayer,"  in  front  of  his  tent. 
He  put  up  his  missionary  flag  early  in  the  even- 
ing— a  blue  cross  on  a  field  of  brown — and  his 
spare  form,  as  his  long  gray  beard  streamed  down 
over  a  black  cassock,  was  the  centre  of  an  impress- 
ive picture  as  he  stood  on  the  sand  and  preached 
gratitude  to  the  Giver  of  all  good,  while  the  flick- 
ering lamps  lit  up  the  faces  of  his  hearers,  and 
the  hoarse  birds  screamed  overhead. 

On  the  next  afternoon  a  sail  was  noticed  on 
the  southwest  horizon.  Every  flag  that  had  been 
brought  from  the  Aguan  was  put  up  as  high  as 
possible,  in  the  hope  of  its  being  seen  by  the  dis- 
tant vessel.  After  dark  the  motions  of  the  green 
light  on  her  "starboard"  and  the  red  light  on 
her  "port  7  side  showed  that  she  was  not  sailing 
steadily  by,  but  was  tacking  about  and  coming 
nearer.  About  ten  o'clock  the  camp  heard  the 
rippling  noise  of  oars,  and  never  was  there  sweeter 
music.    A  few  minutes  later  half  a  dozen  tall  and 


good-natured  young  Carib  Indians  came  ashore 
in  a  long,  narrow  steel  canoe.  From  them  it  waa 
learned  that  our  first  mate  and  his  little  crew  had 
reached  the  land  in  safety,  and  that  the  Central 
American  coastwise  steamer  Fresidefife  Carazo 
had  been  told  of  our  plight  and  would  arrive  in 
a  day  or  two  to  carry  us  on  our  way.  The  very 
next  morning  a  black  curl  of  smoke  showed  itself 
on  the  horizon.  It  came  from  the  Carazo's 
smokestack.  By  two  o'clock  on  the  afternoon  of 
that  day  we  were  aboard,  and  the  Caribbeans 
were  turning  an  honest  penny  by  bringing  our 
baggage  to  the  ship  from  the  island.  They  loaded 
it  on  their  canoes,  and  walked  along  in  the  water, 
pushing  their  canoes  forward,  as  freely  as  if  they 
were  born  in  the  sea  and  "rocked  in  the  cradle  of 
the  deep"  for  their  first  baby  nap.  When  they 
had  pushed  the  canoes  through  a  narrow  passway 
in  the  reef  they  transferred  the  baggage  to  the 
ship's  lifeboats,  by  which  it  was  carried  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  further  to  the  ship  itself.  Then  they 
went  back  to  tl^o  island  and  sat  down  to  lunch  on 
sugar  canes — apparently  the  only  provisions  they 
had  brought  with  them — after  which  they  built 
some  more  palm-leaf  tents.  They  came  there  for 
the  turtle  fishing,  and  they  had  built  the  huts 
which  we  found  there. 

As  the  Carazo  turned  her  bow  to  the  southwest 
and  left  Roncador  behind  the  Nicaragua  party 
shot  a  whole  broadside  of  kodak  glances  at  her. 

Then  they  sat  down  and  talked  it  all  over,  aa 
people  who  have  been  to  the  play  discuss  the  plot 
and  the  actors  on  their  way  home. 


HER  KING. 

By  Anna  Morrison  Reed, 

A  WINSOME  maiden  planned  her  life — 
How,  when  she  was  her  heroes  wife^ 
He  should  be  royal  among  men, 
And  worthy  of  a  diadem. 
Through  all  the  devions  ways  of  earth 

She  sought  her  king; 
The  snows  of  winter  fell  before 

She  walked  o^er  flowers  of  vanished  spring. 
Into  the  snmmer^s  fragrnnt  heat 
She  bent  her  quest  with  rapid  feet; 
Then  saddened,  still  she  journeyed  down 
The  autumn  hillside,  bare  and  brown. 
Through  shadowy  eves  and  golden  moms. 
And  lo  !  she  found  him— crowned  with  thorns. 
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People  lately  have  taken  to  going  to  'i'eneriffe, 
and  tliey  are  wise  in  their  generation,  for  it  ia  one 
ol  the  inoBt  beautiful  ialands  in  the  world,  and 
from  England  is  accessible  in  three  to  four  daja 
by  quick  ateaniera  from  London  and  Liverpool. 
The  neighboring  isluud  close  at  hand  known  as 
the  Grand  Canary  sbonld  also  be  visited,  for  it  is 
a  land  of  fruit  and  Sowers,  and  at  its  principal 
town,  Los  Palmas,  there  are  two  excellent  hotels, 
the  Santa  Catalina  and  Quiney's.  Mine  liost  of 
the  latter  famous  hostelry  is  a  lineal  descendant 
of  Judith,  the  daughter  of  Shakespeare,  wlio,  it 
will  be  remembered,  married  one  Thomas  Quiney, 
and  the  only  living  representative  of  this  illustri- 
ous family  is  settled  in  the  Grand  Canary,  where 
he  has  lived  and  prospered  for  many  a  long  year. 

The  Santa  Catalinais  beautifully  situated.  The 
entrance  to  the  hotel  is  through  a  lovely  garden, 
Brtistically  planned,  crowded  with  the  rarest 
Sowers  and  luxuriant  tropical  plants.  Adjoining 
the  hotel  are  two  pleasant  gardens  belonging  re- 
spectively to  an  Englishman  and  a  Spaniard.     In 


the  latter  there  is  a  profusion  of  palms,  Indian 
laurels,  aloes,  agaves,  bananas,  papayo,  the  onc- 
tuB,  Og  saeba,  and  a  speoimen  of  the  cnriona 
dragon  tree  which  is  indigenous  to  this  group  of 
islands.  The  Spaniard  is  an  amiable  old  bachelor, 
who  planted  these  trees  with  hia  own  hands  tliirty 
years  ago,  and  he  experiences  an  nnaffected 
pleasure  in  escorting  visitors  around  hia  garden. 
At  the  back  of  the  hotel  there  ia  a  pretty  lawn 
surrounded  by  towering  palms  and  pointed  aloes, 
and  beyond  is  a  chain  of  hills,  easily  accessible, 
from  the  top  of  which  line  views  are  obtained  of 
the  port,  the  sea  and  the  surrounding  country. 
On  a  clear  day  the  Peak  of  Teneriffe  is  descerni- 
ble  with  a  glass,  but  the  fomoua  "  pico,"  as  the 
Spaniards  call  it,  does  not  show  up  every  day 
even  when  one  ia  at  its  foot.  An  aureole  of  clouds 
sometimes  sluits  it  in. 

The  principal  port  of  Teneriffe  is  the  prct- 
ureaquo  old  town  of  Sanfa  Cruz,  where  tourists 
usually  spend  a  day  or  two  before  pushing  on  to 
Orotava,  which  is  a  delightful  carriage  drive  of 
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time  to  visit  tlie  cathedral  to 
see  a  magnificently  carved 
pulpit  constructed  out  of  a 
single  block  of  cliestnat  wood, 
and  afterward  enjoy  a  brief 
stroll  on  a  highroad  that  was 
lined  with  hedges  of  hclJo- 
ti'ope  and  verbena.  There 
woe  a  signboai'd  at  the  end  of 
the  road  waruing  wayfarers 
not  to  pluck  the  flowersi  as 
though  the  hedges  were  pri- 
vate proporti'. 

The  hmch  ut  Laguna  was 
soon  dispatched,  and  on  we 
went  to  Orotava  in  a  cozy 
liiidan,  with  three  sturdy 
tnules  abreast.  It  was  a  love- 
ly drive,  and  the  country  in 
many  parts  wos  as  verdant  oa 
the  slopes  of  Keut  or  Surrey 
in  June.  We  passed  numer- 
ous palm  trees,  and  the 
UK7.UI.A.  orange,  the  fig,  the  mulberry, 

the  chestnut  and  the  banana 
seven  honrs,  inclctding  an  hour's  halt  at  Laguna  were  abundant  on  all  sides.  I  was  struck  with  the 
for  lunch.  This  is  a  sedate,  slumberous  old  town,  raised  terraces  on  which  the  islanders  carry  on 
with  a  past  history  of  interest  and  a  climate  that  their  agricultural  labor.  They  reminded  me  of 
IS  helpful  to  people  afflicted  with  chronic  laryn-  the  hanging  gardens  of  Granada.  The  terraces 
^tis,  bronchitis,  asthma  and  phthisis.  I  had  only    are  made  for  the  sustentation  of  the  soil.     The 
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method  of  irrigation  bjr  series  of  tanks,  tubes  and  ^rith  the  famoua  peak  well  in  eight,  and  the  hotel 

water  conrees  is  worthy  of  mention.     Water  ia  aa  bock  commands   nn  uninterrupted  view  of  the 

valnable  in  Tenerlffe  as  it  is  in  Southern  Cali*  ocean,  with  tho  town  of  Port  OroCava  nestling 

fornia,  and  is  carefully  dealt  out.     At  lost  we  beneath.     Tho  various  apartments  are  large  and 

cere  in  the  Yale  of  Orotava,  which  Humboldt  lofty — there  has  been  no  skimping  here — and  the 

pronounced   one  of  the   most  beautiful   in   the  magnificent   proportions  of  the    drawing   room 

world — and  old   "Hum"  was   an   authority  on  would  do  credit  to  a  hotel  or  palazzo  of  Madrid, 

traTeling,  having  been  pretty  welt  all  round  the  Paris  or  London.     It  is  elegantly  furnished  in 

globe.     The  drive  was  so  agreeable,  the  air  so  the  modem  style,  with  Parisian  rugs,  Japanese- 


balmy  and  serene,  tho  views  so  varied,  wild,  pict- 
uresque, and  often  Alpine  in  cliuracter,  that  it 
was  not  without  a  feeling  of  regret  I  descended 
at  the  handsome  Grand  Hotel  of  Orotava, 

To  do  justice  to  this  imposing  establishment 
would  require  more  space  than  I  liavc  at  my  com- 
mand. It  is  really  a  grand  hotel  in  more  senses 
than  the  mere  name,  and  its  position  is  an  ideal 
one.     The    faijade    fronts   the  beautiful  valley. 


fcrccns  and  curios,  luiitirious  lounges,  whatuots^ 
vases  filled  with  fragrant  fiowers.'candelabra  and 
handsome  crystal  cliandeliers.  This  grand  salon 
is  frequently  nsed  after  dinner  as  a  mHe  ile  con- 
cert.  I  attended  a  concert  there  given  by  several 
Spanish  artiste,  who  would  have  done  no  discredit 
to  Carnegie  Hall.  I  fancy  they  were  part  of  an 
opera  troupe  tliat  had  been  giving  representations 
at  Liis  Pal  mas,  where  tJieic  is  an  elegant  opera- 
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bouse  that,  were  it  in  Broadway,  would  command 
a  rental  of  quite  110,000  a  year.  The  general 
aspect  of  the  Grand  Hotel  and  its  interior  ar- 
rangements reminded  me  of  several  of  the  large 
establishments  on  the  Pacific  coast,  in  Southern 
Oalifornia,  notably  at  Coronado  and  Santa  Bar- 
bara. It  is  more  American  in  character  than 
•either  Spanish  or  English,  and  was  erected  by  the 
Taoro  Company  (Limited),  with  a  capital  of 
4100,000  (Edward  Beans,  Esq.,  President).  A 
great  future  awaits  this  delightful  sanatorium,  and 
Madeira  must  look  to  its  laurels,  for  Orotava  has 
pre-eminent  natural  advantages  in  a  climate 
which  is  warm,  equable  and  free  from  the  heavy 
tttmosphere  and  depressing  humidity  of  many 
Southern  resorts.  The  temperature  on  the  cool- 
•est  winter  night  does  not  fall  below  50"^,  and  in 
August  rarely  exceeds  80^  Fahr.  The  pure  and 
■ample  water  supply  springs  from  a  natural  fount- 
ain halfway  down  the  rocky  cliff  over  the  town. 
Thank  goodness,  I  encountered  no  mosquitoes  at 
Orotava,  and  the  flies  did  not  come  in  frisky  bat- 
talions as  they  did  at  Las  Palmas.  Flies  in  warm 
countries  are  persistent,  but  the  Canary  fly  is  the 
busiest  insect  I  ever  experienced,  having  a  curi- 
ous partiality  for  traversing  the  brow  and  execut- 
ing ^a«  seuls  on  the  tip  of  one's  nose.  For  bald 
heads  it  has  a  passion. 

'  The  patron  saint  of  the  visitors  at  Orotava  is 
St.  Appetite.  Everybody  walks,  drives  or  rides, 
and  this  living  all  day  in  the  open  air  builds  up 
hunger  approaching  voracity.  The  women  are 
well  to  the  fore  in  this  respect.  There  sat  oppo- 
site to  me  at  the  table  iVhote  two  British  damsels 
— long,  lean  creatures  of  uncertain  ages,  whose 
appetites  were  stupendous.  One  of  them  told  me 
she  had  a  basin  of  gruel  in  bed  before  she  got  up. 
'*  For  what  purpose  ?"  I  asked,  smilingly.  '*  It 
helps  my  digestive  powers  and  improves  my  ap- 
petite," she  replied,  in  a  tone  of  frosty  severity. 
Improves  her  appetite,  quotha  ?  thought  I.  Ten 
more  females  like  her  and  there  would  have  been 
a  famine  in  the  land  of  Orotava.  I  suspect  she 
required  no  gruel  to  stimulate  her  wondrous 
powers  of  gorging. 

I  had  a  pretty  American  widow  as  my  right- 
hand  neighbor  at  the  tabU  d'hote  of  the  Grand 
Hotel  who  was  as  full  of  effervescence  as  a  bottle 
of  G.  H.  Mumm,  sec.  She  told  me  that  before 
she  had  been  a  widow  a  year  she  had  six  offers  of 
marriage.  "  The  funny  part  of  it  was  the  reasons 
they  had  for  asking  me,"  said  she.  "  My  late 
husband's  dearest  friend  thought  I  needed  some- 
body to  look  after  my  affairs.  Well,  I  didn't 
need  him.  A  man  in  the  sugar  trade  thought  I 
was  too  sweet  to  live  alone.  But  his  saccharine, 
honeyed  declarations  did  not  capture  me  in  the 


least.  A  dried- up  old  bachelor,  who  looked  as  it 
he  might  have  a  pin  stuck  through  him,  like  in- 
sects in  a  museum,  asked  that  I  might  make  him 
happy  and  grace  his  home.  Good  gracious  I"  and 
the  little  widow's  laugh  tinkled  over  the  table  like 
a  silvery  bell,  '*  if  I  had  accepted  that  proposition 
in  a  montii's  time  somebody  would  have  been  put^ 
ting  the  syllable  *dis'  before  the  word  'grace.' 
Really,  when  one  does  marry,  one  wants  a  man, 
and  not  a  musty  back  number  in  boots  and 
breeches  of  faults  and  foibles.  The  next  man 
was  a  sorrowing  widower  blessed  with  six  children 
under  twelve  years  of  age.  No  wonder  his  wife 
died  early  in  life  !  He  complained  sadly  that  when 
he  looked  at  the  pillow  beside  him  he  felt  lonely 
because  lie  saw  no  head  there.  I  suggested  that 
he  put  his  eldest  boy  on  that  pillow.  Perhaps  he 
did.  A  literary  suitor  said  he  thought  I  would 
inspire  him,  but  I  thanked  him  and  told  him  I 
wasn't  giving  away  my  inspirations  at  nothing  a 
column."  And  in  this  giddy  strain  la  belle  Ameri- 
caine  rattled  on,  much  to  her  own  and  my  amuse- 
ment. 

The  bright  scenes,  the  healthful  exercise,  the 
soft,  exhilarating  air,  the  esprit  de  corps  of  the 
company,  invited  a  feeling  of  companionship,  and 
we  lingered  over  our  wine  and  fruit  in  joyous 
conversation.  Most  of  the  tourists  were  English 
and  American,  and  they  discussed  social  events 
with  a  freedom  I  doubt  they  would  have  in- 
dulged in  at  home,  except  within  closed  doors. 
The  chronique  scandaleuse  was  not  neglected, 
and  the  anecdotes  I  heard  would  make  piquant 
reading.  But  I  agree  with  the  wise  Erasmus 
when  he  intimates  that  what  is  said  at  table 
should  be  written  in  wine  and  not  in  ink,  lest 
one  should  say,  '*  I  hate  a  guest  with  a  memory." 

No  one  need  be  dull  at  Orotava.  There  are 
endless  drives  and  rides,  and  a  paradise  is  open 
to  the  botanist  and  those  who  have  a  turn  for 
geological  investigation.  Over  against  the  hotel, 
on  a  handsome  new  road,  an  equestrian  game 
called  Sortija,  Or  *' tilting  at  the  ring,"  is  fre- 
quently given.  A  number  of  ladies  and  gentlemen 
mounted  on  horses,  holding  in  their  right  hand  a 
sort  of  billiard  cue,  lunge  at  a  row  of  rings  which 
are  suspended  on  a  bar  supported  on  two  posts. 
The  riders  dash  at  the  rings,  and  when  success- 
ful in  dislodging  one  it  releases  a  scarf,  which  is 
worn  over  the  shoulders  by  the  captor.  Whoever 
pierces  the  greatest  number  of  rings  obtains  a 
prize.  It  is  a  cheery,  exciting  game,  and  we  all 
enjoyed  it  mightily. 

In  these  telegraphic  days  of  rapid  transit  menus 
are  more  or  less  alike  all  the  world  over.  A  hotel 
dinner  at  San  Francisco  or  Chicago  bears  a  strong 
family  likeness  to  one  at  Vienna  or  Naples,  and 
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there  are  items  on  the  menu  that  oue  meets 
equally  at  Orotava  as  at  Paris.  For  iniitaace, 
there  is  the  eternal  touruedos;  and  the  "com- 
mon or  garden  "  cutlet,  with  some  form  of  sauce, 
ia  on  duty  every  day  from  Oliina  to  Peru,  The 
French  cook  and  his  gastronomic  fantasies  take  a 
wide  range.  I  aaked  the  manager  of  the  hotel  if 
I  could  have  a  dinner  with  a  couleur  locale.  "1 
fear  you  would  not  like  it,"  he  replied.  "I'll 
risk  it,"  I  said.  "Then  yon  shall  dine  like  the 
peasants  of  TeneriSe,"  he  added ;  and  the  next 
day  I  faced  the  following  menu,  in  company  with 
other  visitors  who  were  inclined  to  experiment 
with  the  food  of  the  island  :  Gofio — this  is  a 
formidable-looking  dumpling,   made  of  Indian 


factory,  and  reconciled  me  to  peasant  life.  Then 
followed  Ropa  Vieja,  literally  "old  clothes" — a 
title  which  felicitously  describes  its  component 
parts,  coneistiDg  of  a  rechauffe  of  the  rags  and 
tatters  of  previous  repasts.  I  dallied  gently  with 
this  dish,  passing  on  to  Carne  Mechada,  a  favorite 
morsel  of  the  Teneriffeans,  but  which  is  difficult 
to  describe  and  digest.  Bacon  and  veal  are  rolled 
around  a  small  stick,  somewhat  in  the  manner 
that  the  tallow  of  a  candle  surrounds  the  wick, 
which,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  gives  the  name  {media, 
a  wick)  to  this  iusular  entree.  The  la«t  sub- 
stantial dish  was  Potaje,  a  preparation  of  chop- 
ped iwtatoes,  mixed  with  peafi,  upon  which  are 
laid  slices  of  pork.    Then  came  Boast  Kid,  which 


corn  and  wheat  mixed,  and  then  slowly  baked. 
The  mixture  is  usually  made  in  the  skin  of  a 
young  goat.  I  found  this  a  very  "filling"  and 
"holding"  preparation.  A  little  of  it  went  a 
long  way.  The  natives  eat  their  gofio  with  goat's 
milk.  The  next  dish  was  Piguda,  a  fish  of  the 
pike  order.  It  was  fried  in  batter  made  with 
corn  flour  and  eggs,  and  was  tender  and  appetiz- 
ing. Then  followed  a  course  of  Oabrilla,  which 
ika  species  of  mullet,  aa  far  as  I  could  make  out, 
but  it  bristled  with  such  multitudinous  fine  bones 
that  it  was  like  eating  a  paper  of  pins.  Sama 
was  a  preparation  of  salt  fiah  served  in  oil,  vine- 
gar, chopped  parsley  and  green  chile,  with  boiled 
potatoes  en  robe  as  a  side  dish.     This  was  aatis- 


elicited  psBsna  of  approval  from  the  convives.  It 
was  stuffed  with  herbs  that  threw  out  an  appetiz- 
ing incense.  For  entremets  we  had  Natillas,  a 
pudding  composed  of  goat's  milk  and  maize  flour, 
and  Arroz  y  Leche,  which  was  simply  rice  boiled 
in  milk,  flavored  with  cinnamon.  In  the  way 
of  vegetables  there  were  Batatas  (sweet  pota- 
toes), Altramuz  (a  bean  peculiar  to  these  islands), 
Garbanzos  (Spanish  peas,  larger  but  of  less  flavor 
than  those  of  America),  tomatoes  and  potatoes. 
Then  followed  cheese  made  from  the  milk  of  the 
goat  and  slieep.  The  latter  was  a  soft,  spongy 
preparation  of  the  Camembert  species.  We  fin- 
ished up  with  a  profuse  display  of  fruit — oranges, 
bananas,  guavae,  mulberries,  figs  and  membrillo ; 
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and  WG  rose  frcm  the  table  none  the  worse  for 
our  banquet,  which  contnined  SMfHcient  local 
color  to  satisfy  the  most  exigent  and  enterprising 
of  inquirers. 

It  is  certainly  a  delightful  experience  in  the 
month  of  February  to  eit  in  one's  room  at  Ora- 
tavn  with  the  windows  wide  'open,  while  the  air 
is  filled  with  a  fragmnce,  vital  and  voUiptuoiis, 
of  tropic  flowers.  The  sparkling  sunshine  lifts 
one's  spirits  and  mnkea  one  forget  tlie  snows  and 
chills  of  a  Nortliern  or  Western  American  win- 
ter. I  inhale  deep  breaths  of  air  ladeii  with  the 
odors  of  sunlands.  Tlie  heat  is  not  enervating, 
bat  stimulating,  for  it  is  redolent  with  tlio  life- 
giving  emanations  of  plants  that  riot  in  luxuri- 
ance all  the  year  round,  that  know  neither  spring, 
autumn  nor  winter,  and  whose  multitudinous 
boughs  were  ma<le  to  be  tho  Iinunts  of  birds  and 
butterOies.  Has  not  some  fairy  craft  borne  mc 
to  tlio  Fortunate  Islands  ? 

There  are  several  beautiful  drives  on  the  isl- 
and of  Teneriffe,  and  after  breakfast  the  order  of 
tho  day  is  to  take  a  carriage  and  drive  to  the 
neighboring  villages.  Tlie  strange  exotic  foliage 
on  all  sides  rejoices  the  eye.  and  the  warm  atmos- 
phere suggests  the  tropics.  The  roads  on  the 
island  are  wonders  of  engineering  and  construc- 
tion, and  are  kept  in  excellent  condition.  They 
wind  around  the  hills  and  cross  ravines,  mount- 
ing higher  and  higher  until  one's  carriage  is  sev- 
eral hundreds  of  feet  above  the  sea  level.  The 
roads  are  lined  with  the  cactus,  the  agave,  the 
graceful  tamarisk,  which  form  a  beautiful  hedge- 


row to  the  sugar  and  banana  plantation?.  OF 
course  the  palm  is  never  out  of  sight,  and  on  the 
road  to  Laguna  there  arc  many  orchaids  of 
oranges  that  glow  in  the  bright  sunlight  as  we- 
aro  told  tliey  did  in  the  golden  garden  of  tho 
Ilespe  rides. 

■\Vhen  going  for  a  long  drive  as,  for  instance, 
to  La  Rambla,  to  Realejo,  to  Urziila  or  the  rocky 
plateau  of  Cafla<1es,  it  is  the  habit  to  take  a- 
lunch  in  a  hamper  from  the  hotel  and  enjoy  it 
picnic  fashion  in  the  o|ien  air.  Just  beyond  Oro- 
tava  there  are  many  adorable  nooks  for  al-fresca 
merrymaking  besiilo  a  pool,  or  "  oharco,"  as  it  is 
called  here,  with  cascades  tumblingnear  them  from 
the  rocky  heigiits  above.  Here  one  can  feast  in  th& 
open,  with  great  stones  for  tables,  huge  bowlders 
for  seats,  and  tho  pools  can  be  utilized  for  cooling- 
one's  wine  or  beer.  A  little  picnic  here  is  an 
event  to  remember,  as  it  is  done  at  a  minimum  of 
expense  with  a  maximum  of  enjoyment. 

As  a  change  from  Florida,  Southern  California 
and  Bermuda,  or  even  Slontc  Carlo  and  tho  towns 
along  the  Italian  Riviera,  beautiful  Teneriffe  is 
well  worthy  tlie  attention  of  those  tourists  who  have 
leisure  and  means  to  cross  the  seas  in  search  of  sun- 
siiine  with  the  certainty  of  finding  bright  Juno 
weather  in  the  dingy  depths  of  winter.  The  tar- 
iffs of  tho  hotels  aro  more  reasonable  than  thos& 
of  the  United  States,  and  in  the  matter  of  ap- 
pointments and  the  modern  appliances  of  solid 
comfort  they  are  well  np  to  date,  A  winter  spent 
under  the  shadow  of  the  Peak  of  Teneriffe  is  not 
a  bad  scheme. 
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"Dost  remembei',"  calU  Estar, 
looking  down  from  licr  window 
rose  garden  wliero  1  stride  with  my  dogs — 
"dost  remember  tlio  viaion  of  the  Monk  of 
Ilec  ?" 

"  Nay,"  I  reply,  with  a  laugh ;  "  the  only  vision 
I  wot  of  iB  the  one  I  now  behold  at  the  window ; 
and  I  misdoubt  much  if  dim  monkish  eyes  were 
erer  ao  blessed.  At  least,  if  they  were,  then  I  am 
sure — being  a  man — tliat  the  monk  vanislied  and 
canonical  vows  were  overthrowu." 

"Your  compliments,  sir,  are  as  heavy  as  the 
odor  of  the  cigar  with  which  you  are  defiling  my 
roses.  But  listen.  Tlie  good  Monk  of  Bee — so  the 
story  runs — beheld  in  a  vision  two  exemplary  old 

ladies  of  Itis  parish " 

"  Examplary !  Now,  I  call  that  a  mean  epithet. 
Cannot  you  think  of  something  less  withering  ?" 
"  Do  not  interrnpt:  the  monk's  vision  eboffcd 
Vol.  ITtXVIU-,  Ko.  4—27. 


these  two  poor  souls  suffering  much  in  purgatory, 

the  result,  they  told  liim " 

"Now,  what  on  earth, did  the  good  father  in 
purgiitory  ?  Tliink  of  tlie  injury  to  his  reputc- 
tion  if  any  of  his  parishioners  had  seen  him — rash 

"  Where  was  I  ?  Oh,  yes — they  told  him  that 
their  term  in  purgatory,  their  great  and  terrible 
distress,  was  the  direct  result  of  'an  immoderate 
love  of  little  dogs'  during  their  lifetime.  There  I 
what  do  you  think  of  tliat  ?" 

"  Surely  you  do  not  call  Laur  a.  '  little  dog'  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Estar,  coming  and  joining  me  in 

the  garden,  where  she  shone  the  fairest  flower  of 
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them  Jill ;  "but,  don't  you  see,  if  the  poor  pious 
old  ladies  were  so  punished  for  loving  little,  in- 
significant poodles,  how  much  greater  is  your 
wickedness  when  the  dog  is  a  monster  like  Laur  T' 

Which  reasoning  is  so  undeniably  Estar'g  that 
our  laugh,  married  as  our  souls  are,  rings  out  to- 
gether  on  the  fragrant  air. 

Estar  is  my  wife. 

I  like  to  repeat  that  sentence  over  and  over 
again.  I  have  been  saying  it  for  three  years,  and 
yet  its  merest  utterance  never  faila  to  send  the 
hot  lifeUood  leaping  to  the  apple  of  my  throat. 
It  chokes  me,  intoxicates  me  with  a  tenderneaa 
that  is  ajs  vague  as  it  is  vast,  and  makes  me 
strangely  fond  even  of  the  commonest  things.  I 
do  not  understand  it  at  all,  but  it  seems  as  though 
the  love  of  Estar  permeated  my  whole  being,  and 
radiated  through  my  near  world  like  an  intangi- 
ble essence. 

I  love  to  watch  every  line  of  her  beauty — mine 
to  have  and  to  hold.  She  is  taTl  as  the  tallest  of 
her  rosebushes,  and  as  slenderly  voluptuous  as 
an  epening  bud  Like  Byron,  I  "hate  a  dumpy 
woman'';  but  I  hate  a  scrawny  one  far  worse. 
Kote  the  way  her  hair  grows  off  the  soft  nape  of 
her  neck.  Not  in  a  strfM^gling  fringe  or  a  broken 
wrsp  lighter  than  tire  rest,  as  is  the  way  with 
most  women,  but  dusky,  full  and  upspringing. 
There  is  a  little  spot  there,  too,  a  tiny  black 
mole,  just  where  the  slender  neck  begins  to  turn 
on  its  base.  The  laces  of  her  morning  gown  fall 
over  and  hide  it  now.  I  will  bave  it  so.  I  love 
to  kiss  it ;  it  is  mine — mine.  I  love  it  because  I 
alone  know  it  is  there. 

That  is  the  way  of  a  man.  The  woman  who 
holds  him  must  be  absolutely  his.  He  permits 
no  quarter.  The  slightest  doubt  or  mistrust,  a 
hint  of  unfaithfulness  or  insincerity,  and  straight- 
way her  dominion  over  him  is  gone.  And  yet 
there  be  women  who  throw  away  their  clMinces. 
It  sickens  me  to  think  of  them.  Still,  they  do 
not  know.  It  is  not  with  them  as  with  men.  To 
insure  constancy  and  unwavering  affection,  a 
woman  must  always  be  a  little  afraid  of  losing 
her  idol :  jealousy  fans  her  love  into  ardor. 

I  am  careful  to  keep  the  love  of  Estar.  That 
is  because  I  am  wise  in  such  matters,  and  know. 
And  she — she  keeps  mine,  not  because  she  knows, 
but  because  she  does  not  know,  and  is  innocent. 

Estar — always  Estar — her  neck  reminds  me  of  a 
creamy  rose  petal.  Perhaps  it  is  because  of  her 
great  fondness  for  the  flowers  that  I  always  as- 
sociate her  with  them  in  my  thoughts. 

It  was  the  same  day,  I  recollect,  that  Estar 
twitted  me  about  my  dogs  that  the  friend  of  my 
life  —  Ambrose — joined  us  in  the  rose  garden. 
Then   we  three   walked   together    through  the 


winding  paths  of  Bstar's  pleasance ;  passing  by 
the  wavy  outlines  of  the  Brassacs  and  Jumains, 
pausing  before  the  dark-velvety  beauty  of  the 
Prince  Camille»  brosbing  against  the  loose 
branches  of  the  Nipbetos  and  the  Bon  Sileue, 
plucking  a  Gloire  de  Dijon  from  my  wife's  favorite 
bush  by  the  far  gate,  and  pausing  at  length  be- 
fore the  pure  white  of  the  Merveille  de  Lyon.  I 
remember  that  secluded  corner;  the  dewdrops 
were  still  lying  on  the  queenly  blossoms,  and  Am- 
brose lightly  compared  tbem  to  Estar  as  she  ap- 
peared at  the  opera  the  night  before,  in  her  soft, 
white  gown,  strewn  with  the  sparkle  of  many  dia- 
monds. 

I  wish  that  Ambrose  had  not  said  that.  Why 
should  he,  too,  liken  Estar  to  a  rose  ?  One  does 
not  care  to  share  anything  about  his  wife — not 
even  his  imageries — with  another  man. 

Somehow,  I  wanted  to  get  away  from  the  rose 
garden  then,  so  we  went  to  the  kennels.  I  was 
ever  proud  of  these.  True,  Estar  does  not  care 
for  dogs,  but  Ambrose  does.  When,  indeed,  has 
he  ever  failed  me  in  any  strong  sympathy  ?  Never. 
I  heard — overheard,  I  should  say — a  man  once  re- 
mark that  I  was  of  narrow  life  and  few  friends. 
He  wag  a  fool.  My  world  is  full — Estar,  my  wife , 
Ambrose,  my  friend  ;  Laur,  my  dog  ;  and — well, 
my  cigars  are  good  What  more  under  the  bioad 
heavens  could  a  man  desire  ?    Bah  ! 

If  Estar  has  a  fault,  it  is  that  she  detests  tho 
kennels.  But  I  turn  her  fault  to  a  virtue,  since  I 
use  them  to  stir  her  jealousy.  Sometimes,  when 
she  covets  most  my  time  and  attention,  I  snd 
denly  recall  the  wants  of  my  dogs.  I  have  seen  tho 
white  rose  leaf  of  her  skin  flooded  with  a  Mermet- 
like  pink  when  I  have  given  Laur  as  a  pn'i'xt 
for  departure.  Laur,  brave  old  chap,  is  useful 
to  me  in  many  ways.  It  would  hurt  me  to  have 
to  make  Estar  jealous  about  some  other  wo;nun. 
I  am  glad  I  have  Laur,  great  brute  that  ho  is^ 
with  massive  flanks  and  savage  jaws,  antl  dap- 
pled, shiny  skin  like  the  sleek  gray  black  of  a 
water  snake.  I  called  him  after  Oliif  Piui'd  dog, 
which  he  gave  to  Guin.ar,  saying,  "Ho  hath  i:ian'& 
wit,  and  will  bark  at  thy  enemies,  but  no*. cr  at 
thy  friends.'*  Among  all  my  dogs,  I  lovo  him 
most.  So  does  Ambrose  ;  and  yet  he  and  T^aur 
have  never  made  friends.  I  like  thatuboct  the 
brute,  rather — he  will  have  none  but  his  master; 
wife  and  friend  he  alike  despises.  Occasionsiily  I 
wish  the  great  monster  would  include  all  olhera 
in  his  obstiuate  hatred  of  the  world,  aucl  exempt 
Estar  and  Ambrose.  But  he  will  not.  I  am  hia 
god,  and  he  shames  the  Christian  in  devoted 
service  to  his  recognized  deity.  Other  gods  he 
will  neither  bow  down  nor  submit  to.  Grand  old 
fellow^  I  half  believe  a  human  spirit  inhabits  hi& 
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body,  doomed  to  dwell  there  beownse  of  eTil  deedi 
done  in  fairer  flesh  than  canine.  Anyhow,  when 
Lanr  departs  this  presept  world  I  hope  he  may 
Inxnriate  with  ''white-hearted  Bran/'  the  com* 
panion  of  Fingal  in  Elysium.  He's  more  worthy 
of  heaven  than  most  men,  beoaase  he's  honest 
and  true  and  dependable. 

Why  not  heaven  ?    I  always  enjoyed  that  story 
of  the  Ganges  Valley  which  says  that  when  Indra*s 
'  car  was  waiting  to  convey  a  certain  Hindoo  hero 
to  heaven  np  comes  that  worthy  with  his  dog. 

**  I  don't  take  dogs/'  says  Indra. 

'*  Then  I  don't  go,"  replies  the  hero* 

Good  old  Laur,  dog  of  the  Maisne  Hellequine, 
or  dog  of  the  Norsemen,  descendant  of  Vigr, 
who  steered  homeward  the  ship  ef  the  grim  Nor- 
wegian king  Olaf  Tijggvason,  I  care  not  since 
you  are  mine,  and  you  love  me,  and  are  faithful. 

Love  and  faith — all  that  there  is  in  life. 

I  remember,  too,  as  we  came  back  through  the 
rose  garden  that  day,  Ambrose  and  I,  on  our  way 
to  the  dnbhooee,  that  the  thought  of  his  words 
stung  again  into  my  memory — ''  Like  a  rose, '  and 
I  |>lucked  a  Gloire  de  Dijon  savagely,  pulling  it 
apart.  Its  outer  leaves  wore  pale,  but  as  I  tore 
it  I  saw  its  heart  was  golden. 

Then  I  smiled  to  myself  :  *'  An  omen-— Estar, 
heart  of  gold." 

But  Ambrose,  following  my  action,  as  in  the 
very  brotherhood  of  our  natures  he  was  apt  to  do, 
held  toward  me  a  rose  that  he  had  lacerated. 

''  See,"  he  said,  aloud,  unconscious  of  my  mood, 
"this  rose  has  a  heart  of  flame  color." 

And  he  wondered  when  I  struck  it  from  his 
hand. 

Omens  a  plenty  this.  Is  her  heart  of  gold — or 
of  flame  ? 

They  say  I  play  billiards  well.  It  may  be  so ; 
I  shall  not  deny  or  affirm  ,  but  I  know  that  I 
rarely  play  so  recklessly  as  I  did  at  the  club  that 
night.  Somehow  it  eased  me  to  strike  the  balls 
sharply — it  was  like  hitting  an  enemy:  though 
sometimes  the  balls  looked  like  heads  of  roses  to 
me,  and  then  my  hand  shook,  and  I  played  ill. 
Ambrose  left  the  club  early  in  the  evening.  I 
think  my  odd  mood  pained  him  ;  he  is  so  close  to 
my  life  that  he  is  part  of  it.  Yet  he  cannot  un- 
derstand. He  has  no  rose — I  mean  wife — and 
hearts  of  gold  or  hearts  of  flame  underneath  the 
velvet  petals  do  not  stir  him. 

It  was  late  when  I  went  home  from  the  dub. 
The  dew  lay  heavy  on  the  roses  as  I  passed  up  tiie 
walks,  and  the  ricli  odors  made  me  faint.  I  went 
straight  to  my  wife's  chamber,  and  the  warmth 
of  her  cheek  as  I  bent  to  kiss  her  alarmed  me 
with  thoughts  of  fever.     I  questioned  her  anx- 


ionsljr :  bad  she  been  oat  ip  the  damp  air  of'  the 
night? 

**No,  dear,"  she  said,  drowsily;  '*I  have  not 
stirred  out  since  dinner,  but  have  been  right  here 
sleeping  off  a  headache.  I  think  I  must  have 
taken  it  from  standing  so  long  with  yon  in  the 
sunny  garden  this  morning." 

''  This  morning  I"  I  repeated  ;  and  somehow 
there  was  that  in  my  voice  which  sounded  to  me 
like  the  voice  of  another  man.  "  Are  yon  sure 
that  you  did  not  walk  in  the  dew  at  night  ?" 

**  Quite  certain,  you  ridiculous  boy  I  I  have 
not  left  my  room  for  an  instant." 

**  Not  even  for  the  garden  ?"  I  persisted,  like  a 
man  who  prays  to  be  delivered  from  some  great 
evil. 

"No,"  she  said,  peevishly.  "Why  do  you 
trouble  so  ?  Have  I  not  told  you  that  I  was 
asleep  ?" 

I  said  no  more,  but  there  had  been  a  Gloire 

de  Dijon  rose  lying  on  her  dressing  table  when 

I  came  in.     It  was  from  her  favorite  bush  that 

grew  by  the  far  gate,  and  its  petals  were  still  wet 

with  the  night  dew.     When  I  plucleed  it  open  I 

saw  that  its  heart  was  aflame. 

i»  ♦  *  *  «  « 

Both  Eatar  and  Ambrose  remonstrated  with  me 
the  following  evening  when  I  announced  my  de- 
termination to  stay  at  the  club  and  get  my  re- 
venge on  Maxwell  for  my  ill  luck  of  the  night 
before.  I  would  show  him  that  I  could  play  bill- 
iards better  than  he,  if  it  took  all  night  to  do 
it  in. 

When  I  went  out  to  see  Lanr,  Estar  pouted  and 
said  that  between  the  club  and  the  dogs  she  was 
being  ousted  from  her  husband's  life. 

That  was  odd  :  and  odder  yet  was  it  that  when 
let  Laur  gambol  in  great  clumsy  fashion  about 
me  I  played  also  with  a  slender  steel  thing  that 
I  held  in  my  hand  and  against  his  chain  until 
the  links  were  worn  thin  in  one  place.  Then  I 
fastened  him  up  again,  wondering  how  many  of 
his  restless  turnings  and  springs  the  weak  place 
in  the  chain  would  endure. 

I  played  a  great  game  that  evening,  and  none 
applauded  more  heartily  than  Ambrose.  That 
was  ever  the  way  between  us  :  the  success  of  one 
was  the  double  success  of  the  other.  But  he  left 
just  before  ten  o'clock.  He  was  going  home,  he 
said. 

I  staid.  Sometimes  the  balls  were  roses,  and 
sometimes  they  looked  like  Ulm  hounds  crouched 
to  spring,  and  the  clicking  of  the  cue  sounded 
strangely  like  the  clatter  of  a  chain  drawn  swiftly 
over  a  gravel  path. 

Maxwell  walked  home  with  me  late  after  the 
game.     I  urged  two  or  three  other  fellows  t5  join 
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us,  with  the  indncement  of  cracking  a  rare  bottle 
over  our  luck.  I  had  the  key  of  the  gate  leading 
through  the  rose  garden.  It  was  a  private  way, 
and  we  could  reach  the  house  unobserved  of  the 
servants.  I  pictured  a  mild  carousal  in  a  quiet 
dining  room,  unknown  of  the  sleeping  inmates  of 
the  house,  and  the  spirit  of  the  thing  entered 
into  the  men.  They  had  regarded  me  as  a  dis- 
tant fellow  before,  and  were  all  the  more  ready 
to  come  with  me  now. 

Men  are  pretty  much  like  hounds,  save  they 
are  not  so  honest ;  they  love  their  masters. 

The  starlight  was  just  bright  enough  to  give  us 
sight  of  the  Jacqueminots'  rich  scarlet  livery, 
guarding  one  side  of  the  postern  ;  but  underneath 
the  bush  of  the  Gloire  de  Dijon — what  was  it  ? 
There  was  a  simultaneous  cry  from  my  compan- 
ions as  we  first  recoiled,  then  bent  over  it — stark, 
torn,  bleeding.  It  was  Ambrose,  mine  own  famil- 
iar friend  ! 

In  his  left  hand  was  a  creamy  rose,  the  petals 
bruised,  showing  a  flaming  heart ;  in  his  right,  a 
pistol :  but  his  throat  was  torn  open  and  marked 
with  jagged  fangs. 

Maxwell  went  back  to  the  club  for  help,  while 
wc  stood  there  bareheaded  and  silent,  each  one 
ghastly  pale  as  that — that  lying  stark  m  the 
moonlight. 

No  one  spoke.  Presently  a  low  whine,  and 
Laur,   bleeding,  crawled  to   my  feet.     Ambrose 


had  shot  him  in  the  encounter,  but  failed  to  kill 
him. 

The  other  men  shuddered,  but  I  wrenched  the 
pistol  from  the  dead  man's  hand.  It  contained 
two  cartridges.  Then,  as  the  poor  brute  laid  his 
great  faithful  head  against  my  foot,  I  placed  the 
pistol  against  his  temple,  and  with  a  sob  fired. 

*  *  *         .         4c  «  4c 

The  news  could  not  possibly  have  reached  my 
wife  when  I  returned  to  the  house,  yet  I  thought 
she  looked  frightened  and  tearful.  I  lit  a  cigar 
silently,  a  forbidden  thing  in  her  room,  and  slie 
did  not  chide.  I  think  there  must  have  been 
something  strange  in  my  face,  she  looked  so 
at  me. 

It  was  a  good  cigar— dry  and  fragrant,  and  it 
tasted  well  between  my  lips.     Then  I  said  : 

^'I  am  rather  sorry  that  I  named  Laur  as  I 
did,'' 

"  Why  ?"  asked  Estar,  listlessly. 

''Just  because  of  his  namesake  who  was  un- 
lucky enough  to  be  faithful,  and  who  flew  at  his 
master's  enemy,  Thorkel,  and  tore  him  till  he 
died.     And — then — they  killed  Laur." 

**What  has  all  that  to  do  with  me?"  asked 
Estar,  lifting  her  adorable  head,  and  the  loose- 
throated  nightdress  fell  away  from  the  tiny  brown 
mole  on  her  neck  as  she  moved. 

I  stooped  to  kiss  it,  but  struck  and  burned  it 
with  the  lighted  end  of  my  cigar. 
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STUDENT    LIFE    IN   A  GREAT    MEDICAL   SCHOOL. 

By  Dr.  J.  Howe  Adams. 


Popular  impressions  are  generally  wrong. 
The  public  loves  to  be  humbugged.  The  world 
doubts  the  real  advantages  of  truth  if  falsehood 
be  more  picturesque.  Despite  this  popular  an- 
tipathy to  truth,  I  will  endeavor  to  dispel  another 
myth  and  try  to  paint  the  medical  student  as  he 
really  is^  and  show  how  he  lives  and  studies.  To 
tell  a  profound  secrev,  the  medical  student  him- 
self is  much  to  blame  for  the  romance  and  mys- 
tery which  surrounds  his  existence.  The  medical 
student  as  known  to  the  public  never  matures 
from  the  chrysalis  of  medical  student  hood  ;  hav- 
ing no  past  and  no  future,  he  comes  from  no- 
where and  goes  nowhere,  for  when  the  eventful 
time  comes  that  he  must  leave  his  haunts  and  be- 
come the  full-blown  doctor  he  simply  disappears 
and*leaves  no  trace  behind^  while  in  his  place  is 


seen  his  counterpart  ready  to  prolong  the  decep- 
tion upon  the  public. 

The  medical  student  is  simply  misunderstood 
in  his  various  moods  and  phases.  Where  so  much 
anxiety  is  felt  and  so  much  hard  work  done  there 
is  a  great  reaction  among  the  students  in  the  form 
of  boisterous  mirth  and  practical  jokes,  which 
are  the  natural  safety  valve  of  the  student  organ- 
ism. This  noisiness  and  roughness  impresses 
strangers  most  forcibly,  and  it  is  this  element  in 
the  life  of  the  medical  student  which  has  given 
him  his  fictitious  reputation. 

First  and  most  conspicuous  in  a  class  of  first- 
year  men,  as  these  freshmen  in  a  medical  school 
are  called,  are  the  noisy  simpletons  who  study 
medicine  simply  because  there  does  not  seem  to 
be  anything  else  on  this  footstool  for  which  thejT 
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are  fittcil.  Tlicy  are  short-lived  studeuta,  as  a 
rule.  Tlio  biting  frost  of  a  single  examination 
frequently  bligiits  tlieir  tciulor  bm3s  of  hope,  and 
tliey  retreat  to  other  circles  of  life  whicli  are 
more  congciiiitl  t3  their  natures,  and  in  which  wo 
trust  tlieir  oitpnrtunitiea  for  good  and  eyil  are 
more  limited.  Their  prominence,  however,  ia  in 
iuvorso  ratiij  to  tiieir  esiatence  as  students.  They 
form  the  '■  fast  men"  of  the  class ;  they  are  the 
shadowy  prototypes  of  the  typical  medical  stu- 
dent. Their  leisure  time  is  spent  in  hanging 
around  cigar  stores  and  beer  saloons,  where  they 


a  certain  pertness  is  most  prominent.  They  are 
sixteen  or  seventeen  years  of  age,  always  flasliily 
dressed,  and  generally  work  in  some  neighboring 
mill.  AVhon  time  hangs  heavy  and  no  other 
thing  is  in  hand  these  students  wander  into  the 
clinic  or  tho  lecture  room  for  an  hour  or  so,  but 
it  ia  surprising  how  littlo  medical  knowledge  and 
instruction  they  can  get  along  with.  Their  ca- 
pacity for  doing  without  it  is  practically  unlim- 
ited. 

Then  there  ia  another  distinct  class  of  men  who 
form  a  lai^e  part  of  every  medical  class.     These 


IK  UNIFORU,  IK  TUE  AUPHITHEATRE. 


indulge  in  large  quantities  of  beer  and  tobacco, 
and  entertain  their  friends  with  choice  storioa 
whose  limits  are  only  bounded  by  the  exteut  of 
their  imagination.  The  nearest  approach  to  ac- 
tivity comes  when  they  go  out  for  a  walk  or  two 
with  chiince  young  lady  acquaintances.  This  di- 
version, in  the  picturesque  language  of  the  stu- 
dent, is  called  "chippy  chasing."  The  young  la<iy 
who  is  dignified  with  the  name  "chippy  "  almost 
baflles  capture  and  identification  aa  much  aa  tlie 
student  himself.  They  are  not  the  grisetUi  of 
the  French  medical  student,  being  as  a  rule  young 
girls  of  ezcelient  reputation,  in  whom  youth  and 


men  have  starteil  out  in  other  professions  or  busi- 
ness, in  which  they  have  either  failed  or  for 
which  they  feel  they  are  not  suited.  They  are 
older  men,  milder  in  their  ways,  and  far  more 
earnest  in  their  work  ;  in  fact,  they  are  frequently 
BO  eager  to  work  that  their  mere  earnestness  often 
interferes  with  their  progress.  Tliese  men  are 
generally  married  and  liave  families  depending 
npou  them.  In  this  class  are  still  older  men, 
forty-five,  fifty,  or  even  sixty  and  siity-five  years 
of  age.  This  latter  class,  as  a  rule,  study  medi- 
cine for  a  pastime  or  recreation,  feeling  that 
they  have  finished  their  regular  life  work,  and 
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always  having  had  a  desire  for  medical  work,  take 
tip  ite  study. 

Nc  medtoal  (daas  i^  complete  without  its  coterie 
of  Brazilian,  Mexican,  Japanese  and  East  Indian 
students.  These  men  are  generally  of  rich  par- 
entage, and  study  medicine  with  the  intention  of 
returiHng  to  their  own  country  to  practice.  Many 
of  them  are  indolent  and  never  pass  the  examina- 
tions. A  considerable  proportion^  however,  be- 
come brilliant  students,  and  are  an  honor  to  the 
school  as  well  as  to  their  nationality. 

These  types  of  students  are  all  exceptional 
ones  ;  they  form  but  a  portion  of  the  class.  The 
regular  American  medical  student  generally  grows 
from  tendtfr  years  with  his  eyes  turned  toward 
the  study  of  medicine.  He  varies  in  age  from  nine- 
teen to  twenty-five  years  ;  he  is  usually  a  college 
graduate,  well  grounded  in  the  preliminaries  of 
common  school  and  general  literary  and  scientific 
education.  He  is  well-built  physically,  intelli- 
gent, and  as  a  student  forms,  perhaps,  the  hard- 
est-working body  in  American  collegiate  life.  In 
this  class  are  found  the  embryos  of  the  doctors 
who  reach  success  in  their  profe£»ioQal  life.  Hav- 
ing been  dependent  upon  paternal  sources  for  his 
livelihood  ior  4m>  many  years,  he  is  most  anxious 
to  accomplish  his  medical  work- well  and  gradu- 
ate fitted  for  his  life  work.  The  eagerness  and 
intensity  with  which  he  does  his  work,  the 
shrewdness  and  intelligence  which  he  displays  in 
contact  with  his  professors  and  fellow  students, 
all  show  that  he  is  determined  to  hold  up  the 
high  standard  which  has  been  set  by  the  better 
class  of  students  throughout  the  country. 

A  subdivision  of  this  type  of  American  medical 
students  is  found  in  the  Western  and  Southern 
medical  students.  The  Southern  medical  student 
of  to-day  is  quite  frequently  the  son  and  even  the 
grandson  of  physicians  who  have  graduated  at  this 
school  before  htm  —  a  fact  of  which  he  is  very 
proud.  He  has  been  familiar  for  years  witlx 
medicine  in  its  practical  application,  and  he  can 
frequently  astonish  his  preceptors  and  fellow 
students  in  his  first  year  by  his  display  of  medical 
knowledge.  He  is  frequently  uncouth  in  appear- 
ance, with  a  scorn  for  the  conventionalities  of 
city  life  often  appearing  at  the  school  in  a  som- 
brero, with  his  trousers  tucked  into  the  tops  of  a 
very  high  pair  of  aggressive  cowhide  boots.  He 
is  an  inveterate  tobacco  chewer  ;  he  is  rather 
coarse  in  his  language,  and  cynical  of  humanity 
in  general.  But  before  he  leaves  the  school  he 
is  not  so  anxious  to  display  his  peculiarities  and 
is  not  so  aggressive  in  his  ways.  The  cowhide 
boots,  disappear,  and  although  he  rarely  dons  a 
derby,  the  rim  on  his  hat  is  very  much  narrowed. 
As  a  rule,  he  possesses  the  attributes  which  go  to 


make  a  good  doctor,  and  many  a  successful  city 
practitioner  comes  from  this  source. 

It  is  difficult  to  describe  the  methods  of  teach- 
ing in  a  first-class  medical  school ;  but  let  us  en- 
deavor to  see  how  the  man  in  whose  hands  you 
place  the  most  precious  thing  you  own,  and  on 
whose  judgment  rests  more  of  real  moment  to  you 
than  your  own — let  us  see,  I  say,  how  he  acquires 
his  training  for  the  wdrk;  There  are  two  great 
divisions  into  which  medical  teaching  is  divided, 
didactic  or  theoretical,  and  clinical  or  practical. 
The  didactic  teaohing  consists  in  the  delivery  of 
a  regular  series  of  lectures  upon  certain  broad 
divisions  of  medicine,  in  which  the  field  is  gone 
over  as  thoroughly  as  the  leotnrsr  deems  suf- 
ficient. This  forms  the  basis  for  medical  educa- 
tion, and  all  schools  properly  arranged  see  that 
all  the  great  divisions  of  medicine— therapeutics, 
practice  of  medicine,  pathology,  obstetrics,  sur- 
gery, physiology,  eta — are  covered  in  tho  course. 
The  practical  teaching  consists  principally  in 
holding  clinics  in  which  are  demonstrated,  directly 
from  the  examination  of  patients,  disease  and  its 
treatment.  In  this  division  is  included  also  ward 
class  teaching,  ilj^at  is,  teaching  the  students  at  the 
bedside  of  the  patient  or  in  thei  dispensary.  The 
various  forms  of  laboratory  work  is  included  in  this 
division.  Chemical  instruction  generally  pays  at- 
iantion  to  the  broad  subject  of  chemistry  in  the 
first-year  course,  taking  up  the  following  year  cr- 
anio chemistry  with  special  attention  to  medical 
nubjects,  such  as  the  examination  of  the  secretions 
and  excretions  of  the  body,  the  detection  of.poison 
in  water,  food  and  the  human  organism,  etc.  This 
course  is  most  important,  for  a  good  physician 
should  be  a  moderate  chemist.  In  the  pharma- 
ceutical laboratory  prescriptions  are  given  to  the 
student  to  be  compounded  and  handed  in  for  in- 
spection. In  the  pathological  laboratory  all  nor- 
mal and  pathological  tissues,  growtlis,  eta,  aro 
prepared,  mounted  and  studied.  All  this  work 
makes  the  time  consumed  at  the  school  eight  to 
ten  hours  a  day,  including  Saturdays.  Outside  of 
this  time  the  dissecting  must  be  done  and  special 
courses  taken,  such  as  instruction  in  bandages, 
fracture  dressing,  demonstrations  in  obstetrics, 
etc.  Another  very  important  factor  in  the  educa- 
tion of  the  medical  student  is  the  "quiz."  This 
word,  whose  origin  is  connected  with  such  a  ro- 
mantic story,  is  the  name  for  small  classes  of 
students  who  are  coached  on  the  various  courses 
of  lectures,  etc.,  by  private  teachers  or  quiz  mas- 
ters. Selection  of  the  proper  quizzes  is  a  most  im- 
portant matter  in  determining  the  success  in  ex- 
aminations. This  runs  the  time  at  the  school  for 
third-year  men  up  to  ten,  twelve,  fourteen  and 
even  sixteen  hours  daily.     Of  course,  all  study  is 
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oiitsicie  of  these  hours,  making  a  full  day's  work 
six  times  a  week,  and,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  often 
seven  times.  The  examinations  are  annual,  and 
as  a  rule  are  oral.  The  professor  m  each  hranch 
examines  each  student  separately,  suhjecting  him 
to  a  minute,  careful,  searching  test.  While  this 
fallc  hard  on  anyone  whose  ideas  do  not  flow  with 
lightninglike  rapidity  and  whose  nerves  are  not 
the  steadiest,  yet  nndoabtedly  it  is  the  fairest, 
surest  and  8afe»E(t  way. 

IMie  great  tftnlt  with  American  medical  teach- 
ing is  that  not  enough  range  is  giyen  as  yet  to  the 
practical  side  of  the  subject.  This  is  due,  not  to 
Ignorance  on  tb«  part  of  teachers  of  the  needs  of 
the  students^  bnt  to  th«  lack  of  time  in  the 
course,  for.  if  didaetio  and  dinical  work  cannot 
both  be  giv«ii9  didi^tie  teaching  forms  the  best 
basis  on  whidi  to  build.  I  will  refer  to  this  sub- 
ject of  the  adranoement  of  American  medical  ed- 
ucation fartber  on. 

The  principal  method  of  teaching  in  all  med-. 
ical  schools  is  by  lectures  and  clinics.  Tier  above 
tier  of  semicircular  benches  like  a  Roman  amphi- 
theatre form  the  accommodations  for  the  students, 
running  down  to  a  central  inclosure — the  arena, 
one  might  say,  where  science  battles  daily  with 
disease.  A  blackboard  is  here,  a  couple  of  chairs, 
a  reading  desk,  and  possibly  a  glass  of  water  for 
the  lecturer.  It  is  a  half- hour  before  the  pro- 
fessor arrives.  A  few  flrst-year  men  gaze  sol- 
emnly down  from  the  upper  rows  of  seats ;  a  few 
languid  hlase  third-year  men  saunter  in  the  pit 
or  loll  on  the  lower  benches,  reading  notes  or  the 
morning  paper,  smoking  pipes,  matching  pennies 
or  disputing  some  trivial  point  about  a  previous 
lecture. 

Gradn:illy  and  almost  unnoticeably  the  benches 
fill  up  ;  at  last  with  a  rush,  especially  if  an- 
other lecture  or  clinic  elsewhere  is  just  over.  A 
great  noise  of  novel  salutations,  gibes,  songs,  cat- 
calls, are  yelled  back  and  forth.  Suddenly  there 
is  a  cry  of  **  Fresh  on  the  fourth  row  I'*  Fresh- 
men are  not  allowed  below  the  fifth  row,  and 
everybody  rises  and  comes  forward  to  find  the 
audacious  fellow.  But  generally  after  a  week  or 
two  of  hard  experience  the  **  fresh  "  is  too  weary 
to  wander  down,  and  the  grave  and  reverend 
seniors  slowly  take  their  seats  again,  while  the 
freshmen  from  above  mock  and  taunt.  The  bell 
for  the  beginning  of  the  lecture  rings,  and  there 
is  a  momentary  hush.  Suddenly  an  air  cushion, 
a  gum  shoe,  or  a  snowball  flies  through  the  air 
and  hits  the  most  studious  man  in  the  room  on 
the  ear  just  as  he  is  welcoming  with  a  reassuring 
smile  the  incoming  lecturer.  A  titter  runs 
aroinid,  tbe  student  gets  very  red  and  kicks  the 
offending  missile  under  the  seat ;  the  lecturer 


smiles  or  frowns,  according  to  his  humor  of  the 
morning,  and  starts  for  an  hour's  talk. 

Everything  is  quiet  for  fifty  minutes  ;  the  ut- 
most attention  is  paid  by  everyone,  some  taking 
notes,  some  simply  listening.  Ten  minutes  be- 
fore the  hour  is  up  each  one  straightens  out  his 
books,  yawns  and  looks  at  his  watch.  This  warns 
the  lecturer,  and  he  slowly  puts  a  conclusion  to 
his  words.  Then  the  bell  sounds,  and  as  if  by 
magic  the  greatest  din  arises  ;  everyone  seizes  his 
hat  and  bag,  and  rnshos  for  the  door  as  if  for  his 
life  ;  a  great  mass  struggles  here  for  a  moment, 
and  then  all  are  gone.  The  room  is  silent  and 
deserted  again,  ready  for  the  repetition  of  the 
same  performance  the  next  day. 

One  curious  feature  is  the  influence  this  free- 
and-easy  behavior  has  upon  the  older  men  in  the 
class.  At  first  they  are  staid,  dignified  and 
quiet ;  but  gradually  the  change  comes.  They 
take  great  interest  in  the  small  gossip  of 
the  school  ;  they  become  hail-fellow  well  met 
with  the  younger  men  ;  they  even  enter  some- 
times into  the  rows  and  frolics.  I  have  seen  a 
rich  old  fellow,  a  retired  lawyer  and  ex-district 
attorney,  with  well-grown  grandchildren,  sitting 
on  an  upper  row  in  a  clinic  room,  yelliug  with  all 
his  might,  "  Fresh  on  the  fourth  row  I  Fresh  on 
the  fourth  row  1  Pass  him  up  1"  And  I  know 
that  had  be  been  a  visitor  and  seen  a  young  stu- 
deut  so  calling  and  shouting  he  would  have  sadly 
thought  how  he  had  outgrown  such  boyish  sport, 
and  how  totally  unfit  he  was,  both  mentally  and 
physically,  for  enjoying  such  an  uproar.  It 
seems  as  if  even  the  habits  and  feelings  of  a  life- 
time are  largely  the  outgrowth  of  environment. 

It  is  harder,  slower  work  for  the  older  men  ; 
age  seems  to  put  a  narrow  limit  on  their  capacity 
for  new  ideas  and  knowledge,  possibly  somewhat 
oh  the  spiritual  injunction  not  to  put  new  wine 
into  old  bottles.  Men  of  a  certain  age  seem  to 
be  able  to  learn  only  in  the  line  they  have  been 
pursuing,  A  physician  of  sixty  can  learn  more 
of  an  entirely  new  departure  in  medicine  which 
does  not  need  any  of  his  already  acquired  knowl- 
edge or  experienoe  to  oosipreli«nd  than  can  a 
medical  student  equally  intelligent  of  the  same 
age. 

Probably  there  is  no  snbject  which  is  involved 
in  greater  romance  and  mystery  than  the  dissect- 
ing room — the  **  anaiomical  room  ''  of  the  cata- 
logues. This  room  is  a  long,  dreairy  space  with 
stone  or  cozici«te  floor,  filled  with  ro^n  of  dissect- 
ing tables,  oa  each  of  which  in  midwinter  a  found 
a  subject.  The  betft  taUei  ana  smde  with  slate 
or  marfaia  tagHi»  imvijm^  giroovva  WBBtmaA  the  edge. 
Above  etMih  table  is  arranged  a  couple  of  gas  jets, 
so  that  the  studiot  can  see  to  work  at  night. 
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The  room  is  generally  stone  cold,  and  possessing 
a  curious  odor  impossible  to  describe. 

A  cadaver,  or  Bubject,  consists  of  six  parts  for 
division  for  student  use — two  oti  the  head,  one 
on  each  arm  and  leg.  If  the  body  has  not  been 
"posted,"  i.e.,  no  post-mortem  made,  the  abdo- 
men and  thorax  constitute  another  part,  on  which 
two  students  work  together.  lu  tliese  davs  of 
pathological  investigation  this  latter  part  is  hard 
to  get.  When  the  colleges  were  obliged  to  get 
their  dead  as  best  they  might]  better  material 
was  "procured,"  but  now  strict  l^iws  govern  this 
subject,  and  only  the  unclaimed  dead  are  used. 
In  a  number  of  States  anatomic:il  bourds  exist 
which  distribute  these  bodies  to  tlie  diflerent  col- 
leges in  proportion  to  the  number  of  their  stu- 
dents. There  is  no  longer  any  use  for  a  potter's 
field  excepting  for  persons  dying  of  contagions 


The  odor  of  a  subject,  or  "stiff"  in  student 
language,  changes  from  day  to  day,  but  it  rarely 
becomes  offensive.  The  objection  is  that  the 
odor  seems  to  impregnate  one's  clothing  and 
body.  The  student  changes  his  clothes  ns  often 
as  he  can,  washes  his  person  with  equal  assiduity, 
and  that  faint,  strong  smell  clings  with  quiet  per- 
sistence. This  is,  of  course,  somewhat  due  to  the 
imagination,  nnd  it  is  one  of  the  early  troubles  of 
dissecting.  Still,  when  a  student  has  been  work- 
ing his  friends  and  family  can  frequently  recog- 
nize the  fact  despite  his  best  endeavors  with  Pears' 
soap  or  violet  wnter.  Hie  food  at  first,  especially 
his  meat,  is  hard  to  take  ;  it  may  require  a  strong 
effort  after  the  first  few  dissections.  However, 
he  rapidly  grows  accustomed  ;  a  student  who  will 
almost  faint  on  his  first  walk  through  the  room 
will  be  calmly  working  there  in  lees  than  a  week 
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as  though  he  had  been  doing  nothing  else  for  a 
lifetime. 

The  trouble  begins  when  the  student  gets  bis 
scalpels  and  walks  to  his  part  to  commence  lis 
first  dissection.  Until  then  he  has  nerved  him- 
self by  not  thinking  of  it.  He  looks  at  the  body 
nnd  then  at  his  "part";  it  seems  pretty  lifelike. 
lie  hesitates;  a  brilliant  idea  strikes  him.  He 
goes  and  sharpens  his  knives  carefully  and  most 
deliberately.  He  may  require  eomo  time  for  this 
before  he  feels  satisfied  that  the  scalpels  are  suf- 
ficiently sharp.  But  as  he  keeps  at  it,  it  sud- 
denly grows  easier.  As  he  studies  the  arteries, 
nerves  and  muscles  the  body  becomes  more  and 
more  of  a  simple  model  to  him,  a  complete  maui- 
kin.  In  appearance  it  becomes  lees  lifelike  and 
gh.istly,  until  it  seems  no  longer  human,  but 
purely  n  legitimate,  businesslike  and  necessary 
aid  to  his  studies. 

There  is  no  slashing  work  done  in  dissection,  as 
is  often  imagined.  The  skin  is  first  cai'efully  re- 
moved, then  the  superficial  fascia  containing  the 
ailrpose  tissue;  then  the  deep  fascia;  then  the 
muscles,  arteries,  veins,  nerves  and  lymphatics 
are  exposed  and  their  relations  carefully  studied 
nnd  examined.  Three  months  often  can  be  prof- 
itably spent  on  one  part  in  this  way.  Occasion- 
a  ly  a  student  cuts  himself  while  dissecting. 
Immediately  the  wound  is  washed  out  and  a 
solution  of  zinc  chloride   is  applied.     Formerly 
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arsenic  iras  injected 
into  the  tissues,  bnt 
from  the  great  danger 
it  exposed  tlie  dissec- 
tor to  it  la  no  longer 
used.  Now  only  red 
lend  is  thrown  into 
the  arteries.  This  re- 
dnces  the  danger  of 
dissection  somewhat. 
Still,  it  is  no  pleasaut 
thing  to  be  cut.  The 
wound  may  become 
sore,  inflamed,  dlled 
with  pus ;  glands  at 
the  elbow  and  shoul- 
der may  enlarge,  due 
to  absorption  of  the 
]>oison8  of  the  dead 
body — tor  every  dead 
body  is  full  of  deadly 

ptomaines — and  general  blood  poisoning  may  fol- 
low, all  of  which  is  not  reassuring  to  the  unfort- 
onate  etiident.  A  splosh  of  fat  in  the  eye  may 
be  sufficient  for  its  loss. 

Many  hospital  patients  hate  a  medical  student, 
their  horror  being  of  landing  some  day  on  a  dia- 
Eccting  table.  The  colored  race  are  especially 
fearful,    and   they   have  good   cause,  for   many 


come.  No  Roman  Catholics,  however  poor  and 
friendless,  are  obtained.  The  priests  watch  tlio 
hospitals  well,  admtnistor  comfort  to  all  of  their 
faith,  and  see  that  they  rest  after  death  in  con- 
secrated ground.  The  late  Joseph  Leidy,  the  fa- 
mous anatomist,  said  to  a  few  of  us  at  one  time, 
in  talking  of  dissection:  "I  cannot  see  what 
the  horror  of  being  dissected  consists  in.     It  u 
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clean,  thorough,  ecientific,  far  better  than  de- 
caying or  being  incinerated.  Really,  were  it  not 
for  the  fact  that  my  family  would  object  most 
fitrennonsly,  I  wonld  will  my  body  for  the  use  of 
the  students.  I  have  dissected  all  my  life,  and  I 
am  willing  to  be  done  by  as  I  bave  done  to  oth- 
ers/' However,  not  a  student  would  have  dis- 
sected him  ;  they  loved  him  and  his  modest, 
splendid  character  too  well ;  for  dissection  is  far 
different  from  a  post-mortem.  It  is  a  complete 
slow  annihilation. 

There  are  many  pleasant  features  in  the  course^ 
of  which  any  student  enterprising  enough  can 
avail  himeelt.  By  the  series  of  subdivisions  of 
the  class  for  diffsrent  work  the  hundred  and 
fifty  men  ot  the  dass  become  thoroughly  .ac* 
qnainted  by  the  end  ot  the  second  year.  Stu- 
dents from  nearly  every  college  in  the  country 
can  be  found,  and  this  mingling  with  new  men 
with  fresh  ideas  and  thoughts  can  become  very 
interesting  and  attractive.  They  become  clan- 
nish and  fraternal,  ready  to  assist  one  another  in 
any  way,  physically.,  materially  or  mentally. 

Tlie  professors  are  usually  eager  to  help  a  stu- 
dent in  any.  outside  investigations.  In  this  way, 
if  a  student -has  any  hobbies,  theories  or  plans,  he 
can  generally  get  data  for  outside  work. 

The  medical  student's  boarding  house  is  as  un- 
like anv  other  kind  of  human  habitation  as  the 
exigencies  of  civilized  life  will  permit.  There  is 
a  don't-care,  let-it-go- as-it-is  air  about  this  style 
of  boarding  house  that  would  drive  the  ordinary 
housekeeper  mad.  The  parlor  is  always  dark, 
damp  and  dusty.  Its  few  ornaments  are  so  ob* 
viously  the  scattered  remnants  of  better  days  in 
the  life  of  the  landlady  that  they  are  dispiriting. 
The  springs  are  always  broken  in  the  sofa,  and 
pressing  out  in  so  many  ways  that  it  is  frequently 
an  act  of  oonaiderable  dexterity  and  endurance  to 
renin  in  on  them  for  any  length  of  time.  The 
epriiig  rocker  is  a  weapon  of  destruction  if  not 
treated  Tery  tenderly ;  the  pictures  on  the  wall 
are  of  the  days  before  the  dawn  of  American  art. 
It  would  be  an  impossibility  to  do  any  material 
damage  to  the  carpet.  This  room  is  rarely  need 
by  anyone.  It  is  utterly  superfluous,  but  it  rep- 
resents the  landlady's  offering  to  the  convention- 
alities t>f  polite  society. 

It  is  the  dining  room  which  is  the  centre  of  at- 
traction in  the  student's  solar  system.  Sitting 
on  hard  wooden  benches  for  five  hours  at  a  stretch 
listening  to  descriptions  of  disease  has  a  tend- 
ency to  make  the  student  hungry ;  consequently 
he  does  not  waste  unnecessary  time  in  reaching 
this  aciractive  room  at  mealtime.  In  the  centre 
of  this  room  stands  a  rickety  table  ;  sometimes  it 
is  a  collection  of  tables  joined  together.     This 


fact  i?  more  apparent  if  the  tables  are  of  different* 
heights.  Over  this  mahogany  is  spread  a  thread- 
bare tablecloth  very  much  worn  and  very  much 
darned.  Some  time  this  cloth  was  originally 
white  in  color,  but  frequently,  to  hide  the  mis- 
haps of  previous  meals,  thrifty  boarding-house 
keepers  use  red  or  blue  tablecloths.  Presiding 
over  this  room  is  always  a  slatternly  dressed, 
matted-haired,  dirty-faced  young  lady  of  uncer- 
tain age,  who  is  known  familiarly  as ''Jen"  or 
''Sal."  She  never  looks  upon  herself  in  the 
light  of  a  servant,  and  as  she  addresses  the 
keeper  of  the  house  as  "  ma,"  and  the  students 
by  their  first  names,  we  can  imagine  that  she  is  a 
daughter  of  the  hostess.  She  is  the  worn-out 
household  drudge  —  the  female  Smike  of  this 
medical  Dothebovs  Hall. 

To  complete  the  family,  there  is  always  a  sister 
who  is  never  seen  at  meals  and  only  rarely  at 
other  times.  She  gets  up  in  the  morning  at  half- 
past  ten  or  eleven,  wanders  downstairs,  and  after 
snapping  and  snarling  at  her  mother  and  sister 
she  eats  whatever  delicacy  the  house  affords,  and 
wanders  out  to  see  some  "young  lady  friend." 
She  wears  all  the  fine  clothes  of  the  family,  is 
always  overdressed,  and  takes  what  pleasure  there 
is  in  their  life  all  to  herself.  She  despises  her 
mother  and  sister,  and  wishes  a  number  of  times 
a  day  to  their  faces  that  they  were  dead.  She 
considers  herself  very  good-looking,  and  when- 
ever a  new  student  boarder  arrives  she  is  in  a 
flutter  ot  excitement,  for  idie  considers  herself 
quite  a  connoisseur  on  the  snbject,  having  had 
many  interesting  experiences  with  the  genus. 
She  never  grows  old  ;  she  never  knows  anything ; 
she  never  learns  anything,  and  apparently  she 
never  gets  married.  If  she  does  she  is  replaced 
so  quickly  and  imperceptihiy  that  her  absence  is 
not  noticed. 

Pardon  this  digressioB :  it  has  nothing  to  do 
with  the  dining  room.  Over  the  mantelpiece 
hangs  a  motto.  It  is  always  faded  and  dirty,  but 
no  medical  student's  dining  room  is  complete 
without  its  motto.  Many  a  time  when  the  hun- 
gry-eyed student  has  toyed  with  his  lunch,  possi- 
bly a  ham  bone,  which  might  have  served  from 
all  appearances  as  a  meal  for  old  w£scnlspius  him- 
self in  his  student  days,  he  has  looked  at  this 
motto  over  the  mantelpiece  and  wondered  if  any 
sarcasm  is  implied  in  its  assertion,  far  it  says, 
"  The  Lord  will  Provide.*" 

The  city-horn  student,  of  course,  lives  at  home, 
and  this  life  is  unknown  to  1am,  unless  he  comes 
into  the  neighborhood  of  his  school  to  board  for 
m  tern  weeks  or  months  before  examination. 

I  will  try  to  give  a  few  of  the  amusing  encoun- 
ters between   professor  and    student,  of  which 
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every  medical  college  has  a  number  more  or  less 
authentic.  As  many  of  these  tales  arc  found  in  ev- 
ery medical  school,  it  is  ])robably  true  that  the  ma- 
jority of  them  are  carried  from  school  to  school 
and  adapted  to  the  needs  and  pecaliarities  of  differ- 
ent professors  and  students,  suiting  the  appropriate 
humor  of  the  occasion.  One  of  the  best  teachers 
and  wittiest  speakers  among  medical  professors, 
vhose  lectures  left  an  indelible  mark  upon  his 
students,  had  the  happy  iaculty  of  illustrating  his 
points  with  anecdotes  and  adven4)ures  of  a  long 
professional  career.  The  tone  of  his  voice,  hid 
language,  his  expressive  face  and  body,  all  com- 
bined to  make  him  the  prince  amoi^  lecturers. 
He  could  appreciate  tlie  wit  of  his  students,  and 
many  are  the  tales  told  of  their  eooouBters  in  the 
examination  room.  '.Just  before  resigning  from 
his  chair  he  inquired,  of  a  student,  whom  ''the 
boys"  wore  talking  of  for  his  successor.  The 
student,  under  examination,  showed  surprising 
Biblical  knowledge  evenj  for  a  medical  student, 
for  ho  replied :  ''  Professor,  Elisha  Itas  not  yet 
appeared  for  Elijah's  mantle.'*  It  is  needless  to 
say  that  this  student  did  not  fail  in  obstetrics. 
Another  young  man  who  had  told  the  professor 
that  a  baby  newly  born  should  be  laid  on  its  left 
side,  and  learning  on  his  exit  from  the  room  that 
the  professor  taught  the  child  should  be  laid  on 
its  right  side,  rushed  back  and  exclaimed  : 
*'  Doctor,  if  you  don't  object,  we'll  turn  that 
baby  oven"  Another  professor,  who  is  noted  for 
his  wit  and  humor  as  well  as  his  abilities  as  a 
teacher,  asked  a  student  in  examination  :  ''  What 
is  the  dose  of  arsenic  ?"  He  was  considerably 
surprised  when  the  young  man  replied  :  "  Twenty 
grains."  '*  Very  good,"  said  the  professor  ;  **  you 
may  go."  Quite  elated  with  his  short  examina- 
tion, the  student  left  the  room  ;  but  his  oonster- 
nation  may  be  imagined  when  he  learned  of  the 
great  mistake  he  had  made.  Hastening  back  to 
the  professor's  room,  he  said  :  **  Doctor,  I  have 
made  a  mistake ;  I  didn't  intend  to  say  twenty 
grains ;  I  meant  to  say  a  twentieth  of  a  grain." 
*' Yon  are  too  late,  sir," said  the  professor  ;  "your 
patient  is  dead." 

Tiiis  professor  was  in  the  habit  of  showing 
specimens  of  plants  and  drugs  and  asking  what 
they  were.  In  examination  one  year  one  speci- 
men baffled  the  entire  class,  until  after  being 
tasted,  chewed,  smelled  and  swallowed,  one  stu- 
dent was  sharp  enough  to  suggest  that  it  was  a 
piece  of  human  skin.  Such  it  proved  to  be  ;  be- 
grimed with  dirt,  discolored  and  leatherlike,  it 
resembled  very  closely  the  inner  surface  of  a  piece 
of  bark. 

Probably  one  of  the  best  stories  is  that  told  by 
a  professor  who  is  noted  for  his  strictness  in  ex- 


amination. In  starting  the  examination  of  a 
first-year  man  this  professor  inquired,  "  What  is 
an  element  ?"  Now,  all  who  have  studied  chem- 
istry remember  that  an  element  is  one  of  the 
most  important  foundations  of  the  subject,  being 
matter  which  cannot  be  resolved  into  anything 
simpler,  such  as  gold  or  iron.  The  student  re- 
plied, *'  Oh,  yes,  professor,  I  know  what  an  ele- 
ment is."  "  Well,  then,"  said  the  professor, 
somewhat  sharply,  *'  if  you  know  what  it  is,  tell 
me."  *'  Why,''  said  the  student,  *'  an  element  is 
anything  found  in  the  elementary  canal."  '*  That 
is  very  good,  sir,"  said  the  professor  ;  ''  that  will 
do  for  to-day." 

In  a  country  having  the  form  of  governniont 
of  the  TJnited  States,  where  the  theory  of  govern- 
ment is  that  private  enterprise  shonld  not  be  in- 
terfered with  if  it  is  fairly  well  done,  higher 
medical  education  has  been  necessarily  a  product 
of  slow  growth.  The  methods  by  which  the 
state  shonld  regulate  the  practice  of  medicine 
are  being  tested,  so  that  the  wisest  and  most 
practicable  course  can  be  cliosen,  that  results 
may  be  secured  which  will  be  proportionate  with 
the  necessity  of  the  problem.  Undoubtedly  the 
future  of  higher  medical  education  in  America 
is  brighter  than  ever  before  in  the  history  of  the 
country.  The  people  are  awakening  to  the  ne- 
cessity of  inquiring  where  a  man  graduates  and 
what  has  been  the  amount  of  his  training.  Med- 
ical schools  have  voluntarily  made  their  courses 
longer  and  more  thorough,  while  in  many  States 
examining  boards  have  been  established  which 
impose  standard  regulations  on  all  practitioners 
residing  within  the  State. 

The  effect  of  even  one  efficient  and  active  ex- 
amining  board  for  physicians  is  seen  in  the  results 
produced  by  the  Illinois  State  Board  of  Health. 
This  board,  under  the  efficient  guidance  of  Dn 
John  H.  Ranch,  publishes  yearly  a  complete  re- 
port on  the  medical  schools  in  America,  their  re- 
quirements and  their  facilities.  It  examines  and 
verifies  diplomas,  determines  the  standing  of  le- 
gally chartered  medical  institutions,  examines 
non-graduates  as  to  their  qualifications  as  prac- 
titioners, and  issues  certificates  or  licenses  to 
practice  to  such  as  pass  satisfactory  examinations, 
and  refuses  or  revokes  certificates  to  ignorant 
practitioners,  or  for  unprofessional  and  dishonor- 
able conduct. 

A  brief  synopsis  of  the  work  of  this  board  may 
be  interesting.  Up  to  the  present  time  it  has  ex- 
amined and  verified  the  diplomas  and  licenses  of 
275  institutions  and  licensing  bodies.  It  has  defi- 
nitely rejected  the  diplomas  of  28  institutions  on 
grounds  of  fraud  and  gross  invalidity.  It  has  re- 
quired that  the  diplomas  of  26  other  institutions 
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iniiflt  be  supplemented  by  ejcnmi nation  ;  and  it 
ha^  ieaued  certificates  based  on  the  diplomas  of 
legiilly  chartered  medical  institutions  in  good 
standing  to  9,^12  practitioners.  It  has  rejected 
in  ten  years  2,'ZSa  applications,  for  the  following 
reasons ; 

1.  Failure  to  present  a  diploma  from  a  legally 
chartered  medical  institution  in  good  standing  as 
defined  by  the  board.  (The  board  hna  adopted  a 
Bchediile  of  minimum  requirements,  to  which 
every  institution  must  at  least  comply.) 

Z.  Failure  to  sustain  a  satisfactory  examination 
sufficiently  strict  to  test  the  qualificationB  of  a 
candidate  lor  tlie  practice  of  medicine. 

3.  Personal  or  professional  antecedents,  habits 
or  associations  warranting  the  charge  of  nnpro- 
fessional  and  dishonorable  conduct. 

4.  Proved  intent  to  practice  in  an  unprofes- 
sional and  dishonorable  manner,  as  by  claiming 
to  cure  incurable  maladies  ;  to  possess  unusual 
skill,  e.Tperience  or  f>icilities  ;  and  similar  claims 
involving  deceit  and  fraud  upon  the  public. 

Tlie  most  fortunate  thing  for  the  welfare  of  the 
inhabitants  of  the  United  States  would  be  the  ex- 
istence of  these  regulations  in  every  State  and 
Territory. 

Of  course,  tlie  powers  of  such  a  board  must  be 
nsed  with  care  and  discretion.  It  is  extremely 
important  that  the  examinations  held  shall  be 
fair  tests  of  a  sufficient  amount  of  medical  educa- 
tion.    If  "catch  questions,"  unosual  or  obsolete 


facta,  data  and  theo- 
ries, etc.,  are  requir- 
ed, undoubtedly  many 
schools  would  prepare 
their  students,  not  to 
practice  medicine,  but 
to  pass  examining 
boards,  and  hence,  as 
one  writer  has  ex- 
preFBod  it,  ' '  make 
mediEeval  lumber  at- 
tics out  of  the  heads 
of  their  students,  to 
the  disgrace  of  tho 
medical  profession 
and  the  detriment  of 
American  communi- 
ties," 

A  curious,  some- 
what arbitrary  but 
very  effective  method 
has  been  adopted  by 
the  Illinois  State 
Board  of  Health, 
which  aims  to  force 
the  two-year  achoo!  to 
the  wall.  The  continuouB  graduation  of  forty- 
five  per  cent,  of  the  total  number  of  matricu- 
lates of  a  medical  college — due  allowance  being 
made  for  the  average  annual  loss — must  be  ac- 
cepted as  prima  facie  evidence  that  practically 
every  candidate  is  graduated  witliout  regard  Co 
competency  or  qualification  ;  therefore  this  boaid 
does  not  recognize  any  school  in  which  the  aggre- 
gate graduates  amount  to  forty-five  per  cent,  of 
the  tiggregate  matriculatea  during  a  period  of  five 
years.  Of  course,  in  a  three-  or  four-year  course 
the  percentage  of  matriculates  to  graduates  is  cor- 
respondingly lowered. 

Tlie  summary  of  matriculatea  and  graduates  in 
America  shows  tliat  there  has  been  a  gradual  in- 
crease in  the  number  of  matriculates  since  1884- 
'85,  while  the  number  of  graduates  has  remained 
about  the  same,  showing  that  the  standard  of  re- 
quirements is  advancing.  Thus  the  percentage 
of  graduates  to  matricnlatee  has  steadily  diinin- 
ialied  in  the  United  States  from  an  aggregate 
average  of  3C.3  per  cent,  in  1881-'82  to  30.3  per 
cent,  in  1887-88. 

The  older  and  larger  schools,  snch  na  Har- 
vard University  and  the  University  of  Peuiisyl- 
vauia,  have  already  lengthened  their  course  to  four 
years.  In  addition,  in  order  not  to  keep  the  med- 
ical student  too  many  years  dependent  upon  other 
resources  than  his  own,  a  number  of  schools  have 
made  arrangements  for  students  in  a  collegiate 
course  to  take  sucli  work  as  will  fit  them  for  nied- 
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ical  training  in  advance,  cntting  the  Ipiistli  of  tlio 
total  course. 

There  are  in  America,  at  the  latest  report,  148 
medical  coliegea  oC  all  kinds,  of  whicli  135  are  in 
'  this  country  and  13  in  Ciiiiada.  In  I88i  the 
immhcr  of  colleges  requiring  certain  educational 
qualifications  for  matricuhttion  was  45  ;  in  I8S6, 
114,  and  ill  1891,  129.  In  1883  the  number  of 
colleges  tiiat  required  atte^idance  on  three  or 
more  courses  of  lectures  before  graduation  was 
22;  in  18S6,  41  ;  and  in  1891,  85.  The  number 
of  colleges  which  had  terms  of  six  months  or 
more  in  18S3  was  42  ;  it  was  52  in  188G,  and  111 
in  1891. 

There  are  now  in  the  United  States  over  35 
examining  boards  that  do  not  give  instructions. 
The  potency  of  tliis  factor  will  bo  appreciated 
when  it  is  considered  that  these  boards  directly 
control  the  recognition  of  diplomas  in  an  area 
embracing  about  41,000,000  jjeopte. 

The  morcmcnt  for  a  higher  standard  for  a 
medical  education  has  now  acquired  a  momentum 
that  will  probably  result  in  the  control  of  medical 
education  and  the  regulation  of  medical  practice 
in  every  State  and  Territory,  excepting,  perliaps, 
Alaska,  within  ten  years.     The  indications  are 


that  in  the  course  of  a  few  years  at  least  100  col- 
leges in  the  country  will  require  four  years' study 
before  graduation. 

And  yet,  in  a  work  recently  published  on  the 
"History  of  Medical  Education  from  the  Most 
Remote  Period  Down  to  the  Present  Time," 
Professor  Puschman,  of  Vienna,  states,  as  hia 
entire  report  on  America,  "  that  in  the  United 
States  medical  teaching  is  a  matter  of  private  en- 
terprise. Several  doctors  living  in  the  same  local- 
ity unite  for  the  purpose  of  imparting  instruction 
in  medicine,  and  give  their  pupils  testimonials  of 
proficiency.  No  one  makes  inquiry  as  to  the 
qualifications  of  the  doctors  or  to  the  result  of 
their  leaching." 

But  the  learned  professor  as  a  general  rule  is  ten 
years  behind  the  times  as  far  as  America  is  con- 
cerned, for  the  time  is  fiist  approaching  when  the 
American  physician  wlio  has  spent  years  to  ac- 
quire a  medical  education  and  training  will  not 
be  required  to  cuter  into  competition  wiili  the 
products  of  a  school  which  grinds  out  gnidnalea 
after  a  five  montlia'  course,  or  still  worse,  to  com- 
pete with  the  ignorant  quack,  whose  daims  are 
made  without  regard  to  honesty  or  conscience,  or 
even  common  sense. 
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THE   DEAD   SUMMER.- 

By  Lbon  Mead. 


Oh,  pathos  of  dend  sammer  time ! 

Oh,  Toioe  thy  goal  to  me, 
Tbat  I  may  journey  to  the  clime 

Where  time  has  carried  thee. 
With  all  the  rainhow  tints  that  shone 

Upon  thy  matchless  sky ; 
With  ell  the  scents  of  flow'rs  now  gone^ 

That  only  bloomed  to  die. 

Thy  presence  was  a  precieus  boon. 

While  thon  wert  lingMng  here ; 
And  one  frail  rosebad,  bom  in  June, 

Is  my  best  sonyenir 
Of  thee»  that  of  all  sammers,  wrought 

A  pease  ne'er  felt  before; 
And  many  syWsn  lessons  taught 

From  thy  unmeasured  lore. 


My  mem*ry  clings  with  loving  pride 

And  loyalty  to  thee  ; 
Oh,  lofrely  summer  that  has  died 

And  left  a  legacy 
Of  prioeless  Joys  I  shared  with  one 

Who  sliU  remains  to  share 
The  ways  of  life  my  love  has  done 

Its  all  to  lead  from  care. 

A  chastening  pow'r  had  thy  fresh  bloom» 

Which,  welcomed  through,  my  sense, 
]^ed  all  my  soul  with  a  perfume  , 

Delightful  as  intense. 
Oh,  hallowed  are  the  tints  that  shone  * 

Upon  thy  matchless  sky  I 
I  know  the  floral  scents  now  gone 

Are  wasted  not  on  high. 


A  TENDERFOOTS   HORSE   TRADE. 


By  Charles  H.  Turner. 


The  starlit  gloom  of  a  glorious  midsummer 
night  was  settling  over  the  prairie  as  George  San- 
ders jogged  slowly  and  painfully  along,  still  a 
dozen  miles  or  so  from  his  next  stopping  place. 
His  horse  was  an  excellent  one,  but  very  tired 
from  its  long  journey.  George  was  a  tenderfoot. 
His  health  failing  under  too  close  application  to 
business  in  the  East,  he  had  taken  his  doctor's 
advice  to  pass  a  year  or  more  out  of  doors  by  ac- 
cepting an  invitation  from  an  old  friend  to  join 
him  on  his  cattle  ranch  in  the  northern  part  of 
Texas.  He  was  now  on  his  journey  thither,  and 
a  full  two  hundred  miles  from  bis  destination. 

As  he  rode  along  his  attention  was  arrested  by 
the  clatter  of  hoofs,  and  a  few  moments  after  a 
single  horseman  came  within  view.  He  reined 
his  steed  up  sharply  when  within  a  dozen  yards 
of  our  friend  and  greeted  him  with  an  affable  nod 
and  smile. 

Through  the  dim  light  George  beheld  a  stal- 
wart individual  in  the  picturesque  garb  of  the 
frontier.  He  also  observed  that  he  bestrode  a 
magnificent  animal,  which  evidently  had  been 
driven  hard,  as  it  was  flecked  heavily  with  foam. 

"  Good  evening  stranger/'  spoke  the  plains- 
man, pleasantly.  "  Which  way,  if  I  am  not  too 
cur'ous  ?'* 

The  man's  friendly  manner  won  George  at 
once.  He  answered  freely  as  to  his  purpose,  des- 
tination, and  so  on,  casually  remarking  that  his 


horse  was  about  whipped,  and  that  he  feared  its 
strength  would  not  hold  out  to  the  end. 

*'  To  Weldon's  ranch  !"  exclaimed  the  stranger. 
''Then  mebbe  yer  the  relation  he  spoke  about? 
I'm  from  Weldon's — b'long  thar — an'  am  kinder 
lookiu'  up  lost  stock.  Queer,  ain't  it,  how  folks'll 
meet  sometimes  ?  Yes,  Hank  spoke  about  yer 
comin'  not  more'n  a  week  ago." 

George  was  overjoyed  to  meet  with  one  who 
knew  his  old  friend.  The  two  cantered  along 
side  by  side  for  some  miles,  and  became  quite  un- 
reserved in  their  interchange  of  confidences. 

**  Here's  a  ho88,"8aid  the  stranger  in  the  course 
of  the  conversation,  ''that  hain't  got  his  ekal  on 
the  plains.  He's  one  of  Hank's  best  stock,  as'll 
gallop  night  an'  day  without  feed  or  water  if  he's 
got  ter.  Now,  I'll  do  by  yer  jest  as  Hank  'ud 
want  me  to  if  he  wuz  here.  I  hain't  in  no  hurry, 
bein'  jest  joggin'  along  lookin'  fur  Weldon's 
brand,  while  you've  got  nigh  two  hundred  miles 
afore  ve,  an'  not  much  of  a  boss  to  make  it  on. 
My  propersition  is  that  you  can  take  this  boss 
back  to  Weldon's  an'  I'll  take  yourn.  I  can  trade 
him  into  suthin'  afore  another  day  is  over." 

He  spoke  so  disinterestedly,  and  his  horse  was 
so  obviously  a  superior  one,  that  George  accepted 
the  offer  without  hesitation.  They  dismounted, 
discussed  the  points  of  the  horses  as  critically  as 
the  darkness  permitted,  exchanged  saddle  and 
bridle,  remounted  and  continued  on.     After  can- 
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tering  along  for  several  miles  Uie  stranger — he 
gave  his  name  as  William  Horton^-bade  George 
a  pleasant  adieu  and  turned  to  the  south.  The 
darkness  swallowed  him  and  he  was  seen  no 
more. 

George  was  a  gobd  jndge  of  horseflesh,  and 
found  that  his  acquisition  was  a  superb  one.  He 
was  strong,  fleet  and  spirited  —  three  qualities 
that,  united  with  soundness  of  limb  and  kindli- 
ness of  temper,  make  the  perfect  animal.  He  was 
still  thinking  over  the  generosity  of  the  stranger 
when  he  reached  Burrit's  Station,  and  was  soon 
comfortably  settled  in  the  only  public  house  in 
the  place. 

While  he  was  dispatching  the  fare  placed  be- 
fore him  ho  heard  sounds  of  an  animated  discus- 
sion from  the  direction  of  the  barn.  His  window 
being  open  to  admit  the  languorous  southern 
breezes,  he  found  no  difficulty  in  bearing  all  that 
was  said. 

**  I  tell  yer  he  tallies  to  a  dot  I"  cried  a  stri- 
dently insistent  voice.  '*  Look  at  the  boss,  an' 
then  read  the  description  Coal  black ;  weight 
ten  hundred  ;  long  mane  an'  tail  j  white  left  fore 
foot ;  scar  on  right  haunch — it^s  him  to  a  dot ! 
Two  hundred  dollars  reward  fur  the  boss  an* 
Jedge  Lynch  fur  the  thief  T' 

George  did  not  grasp  fully  the  significance  of 
what  he  had  heard,  and  yet  he  understood  it  well 
enough  to  make  him  thoroughly  uneasy.  He  was 
still  eating  when  the  door  opened  and  nearly  a 
dozen  men  filed  solemnly  in. 

A  bronzed  individual,  bushily  bearded,  con- 
stituted himself  spokesman.  Apologizing  for  the 
intrusion,  etc.,  he  said  : 

'^Stranger,  thar  wuz  a  boss  stole  from  Eitler's 
ranch  severial  days  ago,  that  ar  same  boss  bein'  a 
val'able  boss  ;  an'  it's  our  painful  dooty  to  ask  how 
he  come  under  your  saddle — hey,  boys  ?'* 

The  crowd  grunted   .ssent. 

George  was  fully  alarmed  by  now.  He  had 
read  much  about  Judge  Lynch  and  his  summary 
dealing  with  horse  thieves,  and  he  knew  that  a 
suspect  was  not  always  given  opportunity  to  es- 
tablish his  innocence,  even  if  he  possessed  it.  It 
matter  very  little  to  the  prisoner  whether  he  was 
innocent  or  guilty  so  long  as  the  court  persisted 
in  ihinking  him  guilty. 

^'  GontloTnen,''  said  George,  rising  after  a  brief 
formal  discussion  of  the  situation,  "  I  am  well 
aware  that  circumstajices  are  against  me,  but  I 
assure  you  of  my  innocence  and  of  my  ability  to 
prove  it  if  given  time.  We  have  only  to  find 
Mr.  Horton " 

A  roar  of  laughter  interrupted  him. 

**  S'poso  we  tellygraph  fur  him  !"  exclaimed 
one. 


''Or  have  Um  oome  C»O.D./' suf^gested  an- 
other. 

**  We  never  do  things  in  a  hurry,"  resumed  the 
spokesman.  ''So  we  won't  kurry  in  this  case. 
Ill  give  ye  till  to-morrer  afternoon  to  git  yer 
case  ready,  an'  the  trial  will  be  held  in  this  place 
at  that  time.  The  hoss'll  be  put  in  evidence  agin 
ye,  an'  if  ye  can  prove  that  ye  came  honestly  by 
him  yell  be  discharged  ;  if  ye  can't,  why " 

A  gesture  told  the  rest. 

The  morrow  came,  and  the  courtroom — at  other 
times  the  barroom^ — was  filled  with  as  motley  a 
gathering  as  ever  confronted  a  prisoner.  The 
spokesman  of  the  preceding  day  occupied  the 
bench.  A  jury  was  impaneled,  and  George  was 
offered  counsel,  but  declined  the  service  of  the 
lank,  tobacco-stained  cattleman  who  was  assigned 
to  the  case. 

The  trial  proceeded.  George  was  sick  at  heart 
at  the  utter  hopelessness  of  his  case.  The  land- 
lord testified  that  the  prisoner  had  ridden  the 
stolen  horse  into  the  village,  and  George  repeated 
his  tale  of  the  stranger  and  tlie  exchange  of 
mounts.  It  was  further  elicited  that  the  missing 
horse  was  valued  at  a  thousand  dollara,  that  ho  wiis 
taken  from  Eitler's  place  four  days  before,  that 
Kitler's  was  fifty  miles  northwest  of  Burrit's,  and 
that  there  had  been  no  previous  clew  to  the  iden- 
tity of  the  thief. 

'^  Got  ennything  to  say  afore  I  sentence  ye  to 
be  hung  ?*'  asked  the  court,  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  testimony. 

**  One  thing,"  replied  George.  "  If  the  taker 
of  the  stolen  horse  took  also  the  saddle,  touching 
which  no  evidence  has  been  submitted,  and  which 
it  may  be  assumed  was  true,  why  did  he  not  lot 
it  go  with  the  horse  ?  The  saddle  on  the  floor 
there  is  mine,  as  I  can  show  by  its  contents. 
Now,  if  I  came  honestly  by  the  saddle,  is  not 
this  court  bound  to  assume  that  I  came  into  hon-' 
est  possession  of  the  horse  also,  unless  it  be  shown 
that  I  did  not  ?"  •     - 

George's  logic  made  an  evident  favorable  im- 
pression on  the  spectators,  if  not  on  the  court. 

''  What  the  prisoner  sez  is  true,'' said  lie ; ''  but 
it  is  also  true  that  ye  can't  try  a  man  fur  two 
crimes  to  once.  This  court'll  try  fust  fur  boss 
stealin',  an'  after  sentenco  fur  that  has  been  exe- 
cuted we'll  hear  evidence  fur  saddle  stealin'." 

A  look  of  fierce  disgust  swept  over  George's  face. 

''Am  I  to  understand,  tlien,  that  if  Fm  hanged 
for  the  alleged  theft  of  the  horse,  and  it  be  proven 
subsequently  that  I  did  not  steal  the  saddle,  no 
additional  punishment  will  be  inflicted  ?"  he  de- 
manded. 

"  That's  the  verdict  of  this  court.  We  don't 
punish  no  man  fur  what  he  ain't  guilty  of." 


^^ 
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At  this  time  the  door  opened  and  a  stranger 
entered  the  room.  George  was  too  deeply  en- 
grossed in  his  own  bitter  reflections  to  look  up. 
The  newcomer  was  tall,  straight,  muscular,  em- 
browned by  sun  and  wind,  and  was  clad  in  soiled 
buckskin  from  crown  to  sole. 

"  Hello  !"  he  observed,  pleasantly.  *'  Suthin' 
goin'  on  ?" 

'^  Trial — hoss  stealing''  explained  a  bystander, 
laconically. 

George  raised  his  head  at  the  sound  of  the 
stranger's  voice,  and  to  his  blank  amazement  rec- 
ognized the  impudent  scoundrel  who  had  gotten 
him  into  his  present  plight. 

Springing  to  his  feet,  he  almost  shouted  in  his 
excitement : 

'*  There  stands  the  man  who  traded  me  the 
horse  !  There  is  the  person  who  foisted  his  spoil 
on  me  !     He  will  not  deny  it !" 

"  W-a-1,  ril  be  dinged  if  it  hain't  Weldon's  re- 
lation !"  exclaimed  the  stranger.  *'  How  d'ye  like 
the  black  ?" 

''  I  call  all  to  witness  that  ho  admits  it !  How 
do  I  like  the  black  ?  You  confess,  then,  that  you 
gave  me  a  black  stallion  with  white  left  fore  foot 
and  scar  on  right  hip  ?" 

The  stranger  seemed  puzzled  by  the  interroga- 
tory fusillade. 

'*  I  did,'*  he  replied  at  length  ;  '*  that  is  to  say, 
I  let  ve  take  him  to  ride  to  the  ranch.  He's 
Hank  AVeldon's  thoroughbred  an'  wuth  a  clean 
thousand." 

*'And  I  am  nnder  conviction  for  the  steal- 
ing of  the  accursed  brute  !  After  that  man's 
statement  I  have  a  right  to  demand  instant  re- 
lease from  custody  !"  cried  the  prisoner,  turning 
to  the  court. 

"  W-a-l — now — let's  go — aleetle  slow,"  drawled 
the  court,  with  a  knowing  wink  in  the  direction 
of  the  jury.  *'I've  seed  mebbe  cuter  tricks  in 
my  time  than  this  is.  Stranger,  what's  yer 
name  ?" 

*'My  name  is  Bill  Horton — uster  be  Willyum 
— an'  I'm  from  the  cattle  ranch  of  Henry  Wel- 
don,"  was  the  reply,  frankly  and  fairly  given. 

''How  did  ye  come  by  the  black  hoss  ?" 

"He  b'longs  to  Weldon,  an'  I've  bin  ridin' 
him  about  fur  nigh  onto  three  weeks  look  in'  fur 
lost  stock." 

'*  Did  ye  know  that  he  tallies  to  a  dot  with  a 
hoss  as  wuz  stole  from  Kitler's  ranch  four  nights 
back,  an'  that  thar's  a  big  reward  offered  fur  the 
Kitler  hoss  ?"  asked  the  court. 

"If  he  does  Hank  Weldon'll  give  big  money 
fur  the  Kitler  hoss,"  replied  the  stranger,  calmly. 

"  Tallies  to  a  dot  an'  wuz  stole,"  repeated  the 
court. 


The  stranger's  aspect  underwent  a  change. 

"If  I  hain't  too  bold  I'd  like  kinder  to  ask  if 
they  is  ennybody  here  as  insinerates  that  I'm 
guilty  of  horse  stealin'  ?"  be  inquired,  carelessly 
dropping  his  hands  on  two  huge  pistols  protrud- 
ing from  his  belt. 

No  one  spoke.  The  buckskinned  one  flashed 
his  eyes  keenly  from  face  to  face,  finally  resting 
inquiringly  on  that  of  the  court. 

"  As  nobody  seems  like's  if  he  wanted  to  s'spect 
a  gentleman  without  no  evidence  agin  him,  s'pose 
ye  adjourn  the  court  fur  a  day  or  so  till  ye  ken 
look  f  nther  into  this  mysterious  sarcumstance  an' 
find  out  about  it  ?  I  propose  that  we  all  adjourn 
an'  take  a  drink." 

The  court  agreed  readily  enough,  and  nnder 
the  mellowing  influence  of  the  landlord's  decoc- 
tions the  best  of  feeling  soon  gained  ascendency. 
The  stranger  was  well  supplied  with  money,  for  a 
cow  puncher,  and  spent  it  freely. 

"Now  I'lltell  ye  what  we'll  do  so  as  to  clear 
the  green  'un  thar  an'  take  s'picion  off'n  every- 
body consarned,"  remarked  tlie  stranger,  when 
all  were  more  or  less — few  less — under  the  spell 
of  the  bottle.  "Send  a  man  over  to  Kitler's  to 
git  the  exact  markin's  of  his  hoss  as  wuz  stole. 
Ye'll  find  that  thar's  a  difference  atween  the  two 
bosses,  that  is,  the  Kitler  hoss  an'  the  black  in 
the  barn.  The  sick  maM  thar  can  stay  here  till 
t'other  gits  back." 

The  suggestion  met  with  approval,  and  a  cou- 
rier was  immediately  dispatched  to  the  despoiled 
ranch.  George  was  not  particularly  well  pleased 
at  the  turn  of  affairs,  however. 

There  was  high  carnival  at  Burrit's  that  night, 
and  few  went  to  bed  sober.  Horton  was  one  of 
the  last  to  leave.  One  after  another  the  denizens 
of  Burrit's  reeled  through  the  door  nntil  the  land- 
lord, George  and  the  cowboy  were  all  that  re- 
mained. It  was  some  time  after  midnight  when 
Horton  gave  our  friend  a  farewell  shake  of  the 
hand  and  also  departed,  seemingly  in  a  state  of 
maudlin  inebriety. 

The  male  populace  of  Burrit's  was  hardly  astir 
the  next  morning  when  sounds  of  cursing  and 
lamentation  were  heard.  It  began  when  the  hos- 
tler hurried  from  the  barn  to  the  hotel  and  whis-* 
pered  with  agitated  voice  in  the  landlord's  ear. 

"  Both  gone  ?  Ye  tarnal  fool,  what  yer  chat- 
tering about  ?"  demanded  that  personage,  excit- 
edly. 

"  That  big  black  as  wuz  stole  an'  Horton's 
bay  is  both  gone,"  repeated  the  hostler. 

"  Then  find  'em  !  What  the  tarnal  air  ye  gib- 
berin'  about  ?  Find  Horton — the  hoss — every- 
body !  He'll  rage  like  a  wolf  when  he  diskivers 
that  his  hoss  is  gone.     It  don't  make  no  great 


A    TENDERFOOT'S  EORSE   TRADE. 


438 


odds  about  the  aick  man's  black,  but,  that  bay  o*        "  What's  all  the  excilemeut  abnut  V  aaked  the 

Uorton'a  is  got  to  be  got !"  judge,  entering  at  that  moment. 

The  sick   man  was  easily  found,  but   not  so        "  Two  hoases  gone,"  replied  the  landlord, 
Horton,  that  courteoun  and  liberal  philanthropist        "  Huh  !     Hang  two  men,  or  one  man  twice — 

who   weot  about   country  exchanging    superior  don't  make  much  diff'rence  which.     Let's  see  that 

stock  for  common,  and  throw  his  money  o»er  the  paper." 
bar  08  if  it  were  so  much  worthless  paper.  He  took  the  bit  of  newspaper  from  the  hostler. 


'THE  HAM'S  FIUKIIIU.T  MANIUB  VON  OEOKQE  AT  ONCB.  " 


To  tell  the  troth,  the  landlord  was  glad  that 
the  big  frontiersman  could  not  be  fotind.  He  did 
not  rejoice  at  the  prospect  of  having  to  face  him 
with  intelligence  of  hia  losa.     Ho  was  assuring    dropt  in  juat  w  mj  th«t  tbe 

^,  i"^,  ,,,1  ..  .,  hum*  a  4ri-tfiit-hnrtprl  Krtrt  of  at 

Sanders  that  there  was  little  donbt  of  the  ulti- 
mate recovery  of  hia  animal,  when  again  the  hos- 
tler came  running  from  the  bsru,  this  time  way-    oausrd  him 
ing  a  bit  of  pnper  aloft. 
Vol.  XXXVm.,  No.  4-20. 


Along  the  margin  was  scrawled  the  following 


QZKTBUIBH.     Borry  to  leeve  ye  but  it  in  n 

rbsip  ia  iQDerceot  nn' 

bein'  a  good-harted  sort  of  greennorn  it  wnd  ho  a  sbaine  to 

bang  him  (ur  whot  i  doue.     i  got  the   bay  hom  honest 

enuB  au'  as  i  doD't   epoae   heel  waut   the    black   as  has 

much  trubble  ill  take  that  too.   good-by. 

"Bill  Hobton." 
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''  The  pesky  scoundrel  !"  cried  the  landlord. 

*'  The  villyunous  thief  !"  snorted  the  judge,  in 
the  same  key. 

"  Too  cute  for  Burrit's  !**  shouted  George,  £av- 
agely  jubilant  at  the  unlooked-for  denoueviGui. 


^'Stranger,''  continued  the  judge,  turning  to 
Sanders,  *'  I  sed  yesterday  that  ye  wuz  the  green- 
est greeny  that  ever  blowed  this  way.  I  want  ter 
Apologize  fur  that  slanderin'  statement.  About 
fifteen  year  back  I  blowed  this  way.'' 


THE   SINCROE   OF    BUTUCO. 


By  Edward  W.  Perry. 


As  I  HAD  had  the  pleasnre  and  honor  of  relat- 
iug,  through  these  pages  in  March,  18Q3,  Butuco 
was  long  the  shrewdest,  the  richest,  and  conse- 
quently the  moat  powerful  of  all  the  head  men  or 
chiefs  who  have  ruled  in  Mosqiiitia  since  the  buc- 
caneers, who  infested  all  that  coast  of  Central 
America,  gave  up  their  pleasurable  occupation  of 
cutting  throats  and  took  to  (be  somewluU  more 
honest  and  macb  less  risky  business  of  catting 
mahogany. 

But  Butuco  was  not  immortaU  He  had  been  a 
memory  for  almost  a  year,  and  the  time  had  come 
when  relatives  and  friends  should  make  ready  for 
a  sincroe — for  a  festival  of  the  dead — that  should 
fitly  honor  the  manes  of  the  illustrious  deceased, 
and  that  should  at  the  same  time  give  to  his 
spirit  happy  release  from  all  remaining  earthly 
ties. 

Invitations  had  gone  to  the  heads  of  all  the 
Waikna  families  who  could  claim  even  remotest 
kinship,  or  could  make  pretense  of  even  the 
mildest  friendship,  with  the  family  of  the  dead 
chief ;  and  as  he  had  traveled  much  in  the  days 
of  his  manhood  and  vigor,  and  had  honored  each 
of  his  many  stopping  plaoes  by  there  taking  to 
himself  a  wife,  there  were  few  families  in  which 
was  no  strain  of  the  blood  of  Butuco. 

Butuco  had  been  a  bold  man,  too,  and  ready  to 
put  into  instant  use  on  slight  provocation  the 
fighting  skill  which  he  learned  of  the  pirates  who 
had  brought  him  from  iiis  native  Jamaica,  and 
who  had  long  been  his  owners.  His  readiness  in 
such  argument  as  he  had  learned  from  his  British 
masters — a  blow  from  a  fiat,  a  kick  from  a  thick- 
shod  foot,  a  slash  from  an  Enp;]ish  cutlass  or  a 
shot  from  an  Eugliah  pistol — gained  for  him 
much  deference  from  the  less  daring  and  less 
well-instructed  Mosquitoes. 

Later  years  brought  much  knowledge  and  wis- 
dom to  Butuco  :  knowledge  of  mysterious  virtues 
of  certain  plants,  and  wisdom  in  so  using  tlicir 
powers  as  to  quiet  forever  the  hatred  and  opposi- 
tion of  whatever  rivals  he  may  have  had.  in  his 
way  Butuco  was  a  missionary,  for  he  enforced  the 
lesson  that  peace,  and   contentment  with   such 


goods  as  the  gods  might  send  to  them,  were  bet- 
ter tlian  vain  strivings  after  those  things  which 
Butuco  wanted  for  himself.  And  the  Waiknas  at 
last  heeded  the  lesson,  for  n^t  even  they  were 
stupid  enough  to  be  blind  to  the  meaning  of  the 
fact  that  to  be  antagonistic  to  Butuco  was  to  be  a 
shining  mark,  which  the  arrows  of  death  would 
surely  soon  find. 

So  it  came  about  that  every  family  in  Mosquitia 
had  gladly  sent  a  representative  to  see  the  burial 
of  Batuco,  and  that  every  hamlet  of  Waiknas 
would  with  equal  pleasure  honor  the  sincroe  of 
Butuco,  which  should  remove  all  restraints,  so 
that  his  spirit  would  forever  leave  the  haunts  he 
had  known  qn  earth. 

Two  stah^art,  half-naked  Waiknaci  panted  and 
sweat,  in  the.  best  of  the  good  causes  they  knew, 
as  they  turned  the  wooden  rollers  of  the  cane  mill 
which  stood'^  before  the  doorway  of  the  thatched 
watla  of  the  dead  chief.  Another  Waikna,  from 
hips  up  innocent  of  covering  other  than  his  glis- 
tening perspiration,  worked  the  handspike  which 
crushed  big  stalks  of  sugar  cane  in  a  still  cruder 
mill  that  stood  beside  the  other.  Streams  of 
yellowish-green  juice  ran  from  the  mills  into  the 
mahogany  canoe  beneath. 

A  pile  of  sugar  cane  lay  across  the.  canoe,  and  a 
group  of  laughing  boys  gabbled  cheerily  as  they 
added  to  the  heap  armfiils  of  the  stalks  of  light 
shades  of  green,  and  pink  that  ran  into  red  aud 
shaded  to  purple.  These  the  boys  brought  from 
the  canoes  which  lay  moored  at  the  bank  of  the 
broad  aud  placid  Patuca* 

A  flock  of  hens  gossiped  cheerfully  as  they 
pecked  and  scratched  about  the  edges  of  the  jule 
of  crushed  cane  that  was  near  the  mills,  and 
skinny  pigs  snatched  from  the  heap  mouthfuls 
whicli  they  ran  away  with,  and  munched  with  en- 
joyment that  might  have  been  more  complacent 
if  there  hud  been  no  need  for  keeping  anxious 
eye  on  the  hungry  curs  that  lurked  near,  eagerly 
waiting  for  man  or  boy  to  offer  some  slight  hint 
of  encouragement  of  attack.  And  such  encour- 
agement was  sure  to  come  whenever  any  urchin  or 
man  should  happen  to  feel  like  having  diversion. 
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Otiier  preparations  were  in  progress.  Airotlier 
canoo  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  muiu  room,  in 
thcsdini  interfor  of  the  watla.  It  was  surrounded 
by  girls  and  boys  who  sat  on  maliogany  benches. 
Oil  the  hip  of  each  was  a  calabash,  in  which  were 
boiled  cassava  roots,  from  which  the  chrldren  took 
monthfuls  that  they  chewed  into  pasty  mush, 
then  spat  them  into  the  canoe. 

In  one  end  of  the  room  a  fire  burned  between 
three  iron  pegs  which  were  driven  into  the  bhick 
earthen  floor,  that  was  packed  hard  and  smooUi 
by  bare  feet.  Cassava  roots  boiled  in  the  big  iron 
pot  which  rested  on  the  ends  of  that  simplest  of 
kitchen  ranges.  The  smoke  and  steam  arose  and 
gracefully  floated  in  clouds  that  half  hid  the 
smooth  round  poles  which,  firmly  bound  together 
by  slender  tie-tio  vines,  formed  the  frame  that 
supported  the  thatch.  The  smoke  slowly  found 
its  devious  way  through  those  thick  layers  of  pal- 
metto leaves,  and  as  it  went  left  on  them  a  coat- 
ing of  soot  as  toll  to  pay  for  passtige. 

A  buxom  young  woman  pounded  boiled  cassava 
into  paste  in  a  tall  mortar  hewn  from;  a  log  of 
Spanish  cedar.  She  held  in  her  hands  a  pestle  of 
the  liard  and  heavy  wood  of  the  sapodilla,  and 
she  held  between  her  teeth  a  clay  pipe.  Around 
her  neck  was  a  baud  of  beads  an  inch  in  width  ; 
it  was  adorned  by  a  pendant  to  which  were  at- 
tached four  beautiful  claws  of  the  American  tiger, 
evidence  that  some  dusky  admirer  of  the  maid 
had  skill  and  daring  to  face  and  conquer  the 
fiercest  of  all  the  beasts  of  tropical  America. 
The  girl  wore  a  skirt  which  hung  from  waist  to 
knee  ;  the  rest  of  her  costume  was  nothing  to 
speak  of. 

Two  fat  and  happy  babies  crawled  about  the 
earthen  floor.  They  were  clad  in  their  native  in- 
nocence, and  adorned  by  long  strings  of  bright 
beads,  wound  around  and  around  their  legs  and 
arms  to  form  bands  of  a  width  in  keeping  with 
the  wealth  of  their  parents.  They  contested  with 
a  kitten  for  possession  of  a  few  bones,  on  which 
were  shreds  of  meat  and  as  much  of  the  dirt  as 
would  adhere  to  them.  A  brown  monkey  scolded 
and  shrieked' among  the  timbers  overiiead.  be- 
cause two  teasing  lads  tried  to  drive  him  down 
from  the  bunches  of  bananas  that  €wung  in  the 
dim  loft. 

Mockala  swung  in  one  of  tUe  hani mocks  made 
of  shreds  of  bark  which  had  been  twisted  into 
rude  cords.  He  sucked  tobacco  smoke  through 
the  bhort  stem  of  a  clay  pipe  that  was  black  witdi 
age  and  nicotine.  His  eyes  twinkled  .with  pleas- 
ure, and  his  face  was  puckered  with  satisfaction 
^as  he  watched  the  preparation  of  the  mishla,  -and 
thought  of  the  mountains  of  good  meat  and 
oceans  of  good  drink  that  would  soon  give  to  all 


the  country  around  a  gi'and  fpast  and -a  most 
glorious  drunk  in  honor  of  the  house  of  Butuco, 
of  which  he  was  now  himself  the  head,  as  he  was 
also  chief,  in  place  of  the  departed. 

The  grinding  of  the  caiie  ceased  at  dusk.  As 
much  cassava  as  was  needed  had  been  beaten  by 
pestle  or  chewed  by  industnous  jaws,  and  there 
was  plenty  of  cane  juice.  Four  empty  pork  bar- 
rels were  then  set  up  in  a  row  at  the  end  of  the 
big  room,  and  two  of  them  were  filled  with  cane 
juice  and  water.  The  cassava  paste  was  put  into 
the  other  bah*els,  which  were  then  filled  with 
water.  Into  each  barrel  was  tiirown  a  handful  of 
the  leaves  of  a  shrub  which  is  cultivated  for  the 
purpose  of  hastening  fermentation,  and  for  in- 
creasing the  intoxicating  powers  of  mishla. 

A  blanket  beaten  from  the  bark  of  the  tuno 
tree  was  spread  over  the  top  of  each  of  the  bar- 
rels^ and  tied  securely  down  with  strings  of  the 
tough  bark  of  the  mahwa  bush.  Then  the  liquid 
was  left  to  ferment  for  two  or  three  days. 

While  the  fermentation  was  going  on  the  hunt- 
ers of  the  village,  accompanied  by  their  dozen 
women,  went  on  a  great  hunt  to  provide  the  fu- 
neral meats.  They  paddled,  with  much  laughter 
and  shouting,  far  up  the  river  to  Wass-il-cara, 
the  **  Big  Hunting  Trail,''  and  made  no  stop  to 
look  for  game  at  less  important  places.  The  hunt- 
ers tramped  long  through  swamp  and  thicket 
after  Wass-il-cara  had  been  readied,  and  the 
women  followed  at  a  proper  distance.  The  sun 
was  low  iu  the  west  before  Mtissoc,  sturdy  leader 
of  the  party,  sniffed  the  musl<y  odor  of  the  wild 
pigs  which  they  sought.     ' 

"  Waree,  waree  !"  he  cried),  ia  low  and  eager 
tones. 

**  Waree,  waree  !"  was  whisjwred  along  the  line 
of  hunters,  until  the  joyful  news  reached  the  last 
of  the  women  who  followed. 

All  pressed  forward  eagerly  and  silently.  Every 
man  of  them  was  half  wild  with  delight  when  he 
caught  the  strong  odor  of  the  pigs,  and  saw  the 
freshly  turned  earth  where,  only  a  minute  before, 
they  hud  rooted  iu  search  of  insects  and  other 
food.  There  was  a  silent  rush  through  the  damp 
aisles  of  the  forest,  the  bang  of  guns,  the  yells  of 
victory — and  every  woman  in  the  line  knew  that 
plenty  of  meat  to  reward  the  toil. of  the  day  would 
soon  be  theirs,  to  lug  back  to  the  riverside. 

They  dragged  down  long,  flexible  and  tough 
vines  that  hung  like  slender  cords  from  the 
branches  high  overhead.  With  these  they  tied 
together  the  feet  of  each  waree,  but  left  the  vine 
slack  enough  to  fit  the  brow,  even  as  the  carcass 
would  fit  the  broad  back,  of  the  woman  who  was 
to  bear  the  burden  to  the  canoes.  So  the  proces- 
sion  trudged   back   to   the  river,  a   fifty-pound 
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watee  on  the  back  of  etich  woman,  a  fonr-ponnd 
gun  in  the  liamls  of  encii  ninn. 

Kext  day  the  pikrty  killed  many  a  pavo  real, 
the  pretty  wiJil  turkey  of  that  region,  and  capt- 
urod  many  an  iguana  on  the  Band  bars,  where 
they  had  gone  to  lay  their  eggs  in  tlie  warm  sands. 
And  tiiey  dng  up  hatfuls  of  the  eggs  of  tliose 
brilliant  reptiles.  Plump  maid  and  sober  matron 
Tied  with  the  young  men,  on  the  way  down  the 
river,  in  diving  into  the  clear  water  and  swim- 
ming a. race  with  the  cushwa,  which  we,  who  do 
not  know  the  right  name  of  things,  call  river 
tnrtles;   and  the  women  caught  the  turtles  as 


the  mouth  of  a  rfver.  Abundance  of  game  hung 
dressed  from  the  timbers  of  the  watlas,  and  cos- 
tumes of  strange  fashion  wei-e  ready.  Boards 
made  by  mills  in  the  white  man's  far-away  coun- 
try, and  flat  crickeiies  of  bamboo,  lay  spread  on 
the  ground,  ready  to  receive  the  feastera  whenever 
they  should  lie  down  under  their  loads  of  drink  ; 
for  it  is  not  wise  to  lie  long  on  the  bare  ground, 
even  if  one  is  drunk. 

Everything  had  been  done,  in  short,  that 
thoughtful  care  and  much  experience  could  sug- 
gest. All  was  rcuiiy  for  scaring  away  from  the 
house  that  had  been  the  homo  of  the  dead  chief- 


THE   CANE   MILL, 


deftly  as  any  man  among  the  crowd  could  do 
such  thing. 

The  liunt  was  a  great  success.  On  the  way 
down  the  river,  whatever  room  was  in  the  canoes 
was  filled  with  bunches  of  platanos  and  bananas 
of  other  kinds,  which  are  to  the  Waikua  what  po- 
tatoes and  fruits  are  to  people  of  less  blessed 
lands.  Pineapples,  mangoes  and  other  fruits 
filled  every  cranny,  and  every  heart  was  as  full  of 
joys  of  anticipation  as  the  canoes  were  full  of 
game  and  fruits. 

The  evening  of  the  great  day  came,  and  all  was 
ready  for  the  sincroe.  The  mishia  was  in  prime 
condition,  strong  enough  to  pull  the  snags  from 


tain,  and  mayhap  even  from  all  the  village  as 
well,  the  dread  demon  Lossa,  or  for  at  least  in- 
ducing him  to  permit  the  soul  of  Butuco  to  take 
unmolested  its  final  flight  to  the  far-away  watla 
of  the  most  mysterious  and  greatest  of  all  the 
gods.  Much  good  might  so  be  doue,  for  so  ev- 
ery survivor  of  the  chieftain  would  be  relieved 
of  all  danger  of  further  iulluonce;  for  there  was 
no  knowing  what  might  happen,  no  safe  peace, 
until  such  a  spirit  as  had  animated  him  should 
be  finally  disposed  of  in  some  place  that  would 
have  value  in  the  ratio  of  its  distance  and  the 
difficulty  of  coming  back  therefrom. 
The  house  was  deserted  by  all  except  Mockala 
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and  the  elder  of  the  widows  of  the  deceased  rnlcr. 
The  interior  of  the  watia  was  faint^  illumined  by 
a  yellow  flame  that  rose  from  the  ends  of  splinters 
of  pitch  pine  which  lay  on  the  edge  of  a  bench, 
and  ended  in  a  wavering  column  of  pungent 
smoke  ihat  helped  to  deepen  the  gloom  of  the 
spaces  overhead,  wherein  conld  be  seen  ghostly 
beams,  pendent  bundles  of  seed  rice  and  ears  of 
maize  in  big  ohiftters,  bnnchea  of  tobacco  leaT» 
and  herbs  of  marvelous  curing  powers,  ftriod  meitt 
in  narrow  strips,  and  other  thiiigs  that  go  to  make 
np  the  thrifty  housewife's  store. 

The  room  had  been  cleared  of  all  its  famiture, 
excepting  the  benches  ranged  against  the  walls 
and  a  few  hammocks  which  hung  from  the 
beams.  Outside  of  the  door  of  the  watla  stood  a 
tall  screen  woven  of  the  leaves  of  the  cahnne  palm 
to  form  a  barrier  that  should  shut  oCT  from  with- 
out all  view  of  the  interior  of  the  house. 

Low  ^own  over  the  top  of  the  forest  in  the 
west  was  Lopta,  beneficent  god  of  the  day,  who 
drives  away  cold  and  all  terrors  of  the  darkness. 
As  his  jFuce  became  hidden  by  the  black  forest, 
wherein:1nrk  the  demons  of  the  night,  iliere  was 
a  firing  bf  guns  in  the  thicket  a  few  hundred  feet 
from  the  watla  that  had  been  Butnco's. 

A  line  of  men  and  boys  emerged  from  the 
thicket  and  esoorted  three  devils  toward  the 
house.  )Bamboo  flutes  droned  out  notes  that  were 
as  melodious  as  the  song  of  the  bull  alligator,  and 
drums  of  the  skin  of  the  peccary,  stretched  over 
the  ends  of  hollow  logs;,  thundered  as  does  the 
surf  when  the  norther  sends  the  seas  pounding 
down  on  that  sandy  shore. 

Gnns.)>opped  and  banged,  to  punctuate  the 
music.  The  whole  procession  moaned  and  wailed, 
chanted  and  cried  out  in  frenzy  as  the  demons 
reeled  a^d  danced  alo^g  in  their  threatened  de- 
scent upon  the  honse  where  the  soul  of  Butuco 
was. 

A  headdress  was  formed  of  the  outer  sheath 
of  the  spathe  of  a  palm  royal,  supported  by  a 
frame  of  light  sticks  attached  to  a  hoop  of  stiff 
vine.  Above  this  rose  a  device  some  five  feet 
long,  cut  from  a  thin  board.  It  was  ornamented 
with  deugns  whittled  out  of  the  wood,  and  was 
touched  np  here  and  there  with  red  paint  and 
with  black. 

The  biggest  devil  of  the  lot  wore  this  cone 
upon  his  head,  and  glared  with  demoniac  eyes 
from  two  holes  cut  in  the  mask.  From  the  mask 
liung  a  fringe  of  leaves  of  the  cahune  palm,  to  dan- 
gle about  the  head  and  should^r8  and  half  con- 
ceal the  painted  breast  and  back  of  the  wearer. 
When  the  sincroe  was  ended  the  headgear  v/as 
destroyed. 

The  demons  were  met,  halfway  on  their  march. 


by  a  small  boy  who  bore  a  big  calabash  ^6f  mishla, 
which  he  tendered  as  a  peace  offermg.  A  group 
of  women  who  were  gathered  near  the  watla  of 
the  family  of  the  dead  wailed  and  chanted  with 
inconsolable  sorrow.  They  tore  their  hair  while 
tears  streamed  down  their  dusky  cheeks,  in  e\  i- 
dcnce  of  their  grief. 

Their  mourning  grew  louder  and  their  contor- 
tions more  violent  as  the  e?il  messengers  drew 
nearer.  The  women  fell  at  the  feet  of  the  devils 
and  besought  ihcm  to  suffer  the  soul  of  the  dead 
to  go  nnhindorcd  to  the  great  watla  in  the  bright 
huid  that  lies  lieyond  the  cold  and  gloomy  shades 
of  the  great  forest,  wherein  lie  mysterious  dan- 
gerSb  The  mourners  threw  themselves  down, 
again  and  agani,  with  faces  to  the  ground,  and 
groveled  in  the  dirt. 

.Some  of  those  heartbroken  mvrcens  wound 
anhind  their  necks  thongs  of  tsonny  bark,  and 
cast  themselves  half  strangled  into  the  river  in 
an  agony  of  terror  and  despair  at  the  a])proach  of 
the  demojis  unapi>eased.  They  were  followed  l>y 
other  women  wlio  in  silence  loosed  the  thonirs 
from  the  necks  of  their  sisters  and  dragged  them. 
from  the  water. 

Portunately  the  offer  of  the  drink  tempted  the 
evil  ones  t^  go  behind  the  screen  by  the  door  of 
the  watla.  The  drum  still  sounded,  the  bamboo 
wailed,  and  the  dancing  continueil,  white  the 
women  entered  the  honse  and  covered  their  heads 
with  ^[Sloths,  then  wept  and  shrieked  in  anguish 
of  soul. 

After  awhile  the  women  arose  and  stood  in  a 
row.  They  put  their  arms  about  each  other's 
necks,  and  danced  forward  and  back  again  and 
again  with  rhythmic  swaying  of  their  half-naked 
bodies  from  side  to  side  and  back  and  forth. 
This  dance  continued  with  simple  variations  un- 
til the  evil  spirits  had  been  lulled  to  sleep. 

Then  the  soul  of  the  dead  chieftain,  watchins: 
for  its  opportunity,  stole  away  to  join  his  for- 
bears at  the  big  mishla  in  the  watla  of  the  Waikna 
heaven. 

Then  the  liv<ery  of  the  devil  was  tlurown  aside, 
and  they  who  had  a  moment  before  been  super- 
natural enemies  now  became  welcome  friends. 
The  mourning  turned  to  loud  rejoicing  when 
the  change  was  made,  and  the  intoxicating  mishla 
gurgled  freely  down  all  those  thirsty  throats. 
Now,  joyous  chants  and  dances  began,  men  and 
women  joined  in  the  walk  around,  the  men  limp- 
ing about  with  the  help  of  walking  sticks  made 
expressly  for  this  occasion.  And  drums  tlum- 
dered,  pipes  wailed  and  queer  mouth^neces  buzzed 
and  droned  and  squealed,  while  the  myreens 
joined  in  an  oft-repeated  chorus,  and  violently 
shook  rattles  made  of  cocoauut  shells  that  h:id 
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been  patiently  carved  in  pntforns  <inil  Gmootlily 
po)i3lie<l. 

The  <lancing  conlinncd  far  info  the  night,  anil 
calnboshea  fnll  of  mishla  went  the  rounds  witliont 
ceasing,  nntll  crory  drop  of  the  liqnor  was 
drained  from  the  dre^  tlint  feeterod  in  those 
barrels.  No  one  was  permitted  io  neglect  tiie 
libations  to  the  soni  of  tlie  dead.  Tlie  rery  babes 
tiiat  Hit  astride  tlicir  mothers'  htpa  drank  the 
stuff  thnt  wna  Iield  to  tlieir  nnwilling  liia.  Bo- 
fare  dawn  many  n  dark  form  lay  in  slnpor  on  the 
boards   and    criekeries,  and   oveu   on  the  bare 


ground,  for  there  were  not  enough  of  the  partly 
sober  to  take  care  of  the  hopelessly  and  helplessly 
dmnk. 

AVIien  day  bad  come  these  "  oopla  ihwa,"  tliese 
good  people  who  had  shown  their  duo  regard  for 
the  requirements  of  society  and  religion  by  drink- 
ing often  and  deeply  to  the  welfare  of  the  de- 
parted sonl  and  the  lionor  of  the  house  of  Butuco, 
began  feasting  on  the  Bjioils  of  the  chase.  It  was 
not  until  all  bad  repeatedly  gorged  themselves, 
not  b(4orB  all  the  supply  hail  been  eaten,  that 
there  ww  ml  end  to  the  sinoroe  of  Butuco. 


"CIASCUNA  K  CITTADINA  D'UNA  VERA  CITTA." 

(Danfe,     '  Futgatttria"   Cania    XJIJ.) 


By  Margabet  Foster. 
no  plummet   ever  soanded 


A   buried   city  sleeps  in  ita   QDfiitLoDMd  gravs : 
The   Etorma   of  time   snrge   on  and   best  above   it — 

Stntely  nncl   Mid   H   rests   beneath   the  rostleBS  wnTS. 
TOere,  when  the  tropic   calmi   tie   atill   and  brooding. 

The  marine*   may  lesn   and   see   the   fanren   belcnr, 
Asd   bear  the  far-off   bella   forOTcr   tolling 

Above  the   noieeless   streets  where   none   nuy  come   and  go. 


I   the   storms   nud   tides   of  this   life's   passion 

There  rests  untonched   a   shadowy  oonutry  lying   fair ; 
Ofa,  Temple   BenatirDl !     I  well   remember. 

And  oonnt  the   blessed   hoars  we  walked  together   there. 
Changeless   in   change,  nt  peaoe   l>eneatfa  the   tempeals. 

Gleam  white   and  still   the   cloisters  of  that   punt  for  me; 
Toinly  these  waves   of  fate   chafe  on  nneeaBing— 

£eep   thoa  thooe   sacred   gates,  O  ever-faithfol  seal 


OENEIUL  VIEW  OF  THE  MONASTERI 


LA   CERTOSA    IN   VAL   D'EMA. 

Bv  Grace  Ellekv  Chanmng. 


La  Certosa  ia  an  illuminated  missal  page  torn  and  not  even  in  Tuscany  are  there  many  spota  so 

fiom  the  book  of  the  Middle  Ages.     There  are  lovely  aa  that  from  which  La  Certosa  lifts  her 

othei-s  scattered  here  and  there  through  Europe ;  mediaeval  walls, 

but  even  la  Europe  there  is  but  one  Tuscany,  Baedeker  says :  "  On  the   htU   of  Montagnto, 


THE  GRAND  CLOISTER. 


LA   CERT08A  IN  VAL  IfEMA. 


■saz  rOABHACZ. 


wliich  18  clothed  with  ey- 
lircsBes  and  olives,  nt  the  coa- 
Duetice  of  the  Ema  with  the 
Greve,  riscB  the  imposing 
C'ertoEa  di  Val  d'Eitia,  re- 
eembling    a    medigefal    for- 

trCBB." 

Bnedekor  is  right  ahoiit  the 
ohves  and  cypreaeeB  and  tha 
resemblance,  but  otherwiae  it 
woiiM  aeem  more  accurate  to 
say  :  "  In  the  land  of  Lotus 
Eutera,  on  a  hill  overlooking 
tlie  Garden  of  Eden,  stnnds 
An  enchanted  castle  of  dreams 
in  which  the  Past  lies  spell- 
boiind," 

Tliere  she  stands,  La  Cer- 
tosn,  frowning  at  you  with  all 
her  walls,  tlie  moment  your 
foot  is  oB  the  steam  tram  ; 
and  if  you  liave  any  sense  of 
StnesB  at  all  yon  begin  at 
once  'an  involuntary  mental 
apology  to  her  for  the  man- 
ner of  your  approach,  Slie 
does  look  rery  like  a  fortress, 
with  her  grtm  battlements — a 
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likeness  wliicli  is  lieiglitened  by  the  spociea  of 
oaiiscwaj  wp  which  yon  wind  beneath  one  Trail  to 
lier  gatek 

Witliin,  yon  find  yonraelf  in  a  conrtyard,  and 
mounting  on  the  pediment  of  the  encircTrng  wall, 
you  may  learn  conclusively  what  manner  of  riew 
can  boigfliten  np  of  rolling  Talleys,  endless  olire 
slopeSy.hiBs,  streams  and  space,  with  indefinable 
Italy  thrown  in.  There  are  views  whieh  msh  in 
npon  the  qpirit  and  orer whelm  it ;  tbere  are  oth- 
ers whicli  the  spirit  goes  forth  to  meet  and  ran 
abroad  in :  the  Tiew  from  Jja  Certosa  is  com- 
pound^ of  both,  for  while  yon  are  hsstewing  to 
it  with  eye  and  spirit  it  ponrv  in  ii{ion  yon  aa 
indescribably  tranqnil  flood  of  delighC  Tntlo- 
scribable,  literally,  but  its  conscious  elements  are 
the  vast  snnny  tranqnillity  and  illimitable  i^oaoe. 

One  goes  by  preference  to  La  Certosa  on  Sun- 
day, for  on  that  day  the  wliito  brethren  aro  visi- 
ble, and  Fra  Benedetto,  i\\Q  prior,  the  spiritnal 
head  of  the  order,  or  the  j)ortcr  (for  we  never 
could  ascertain  at  which  end  of  tlio  monastic 
scale  he  stood),  shows  one  about  the  monastery. 

La  Certosa  was  fonndcd  in  1341  bv  an  Accia- 
juoli,  one  of  the  noble  Florentine  family  of  tlio 
name,  who  had  grown  rich  at  Naples.  So  mnch 
fact  Lgot  from  the  gnidebooks,  btrt  happily  no 
more ;  not  even  the  name  of  the  architect.  I 
could  therefore  enjoy  myself  with  a  clear  mind 
and  an  easy  conscience  while  I  wandered  in  those 
clmstral  walls.  There  is  a  \\nA  Aoat  the  mon- 
astery, as  if  the  finger  of  silence  were  laid  u]x>n 
its  lips.  According  to  Fra  Benedetto  it  is.  The 
rule  of  the  order  forbids  speech  among  the  mem- 
bers within  its  walls  ;  only  on  fesf as  and  Snndays 
do  they  meet  in  the  outer  cloisters  and  excliange 
brief  words.  Perhaps  they  keep  that  mle,  and 
perhaps  they  do  not.  I  am  inclined  to  believe 
they  do.  Every  seventh  day  is  a  Sunday,  and  five 
oiit  of  the  other  six  sirefeslas  in  Italy. 

Kothing  conld  be  more  picturesque  than  the 
heavy  white  woolen  robes  of  the  order,  whether 
gliding  about  the  corridors  or  in  the  elaborate 
carved  stalls  of  the  chapel ;  they  even  throw  a 
certain  glamour  over  the  wearers,  which  it  must 
be  confessed  is  a  little  needed.  Small  suggestion 
of  nightly  vigil  or  spiritual  conflict  is  there  about 
the  inmates  of  La  Certosa.  A  jollier^  better-con- 
ditioned set  I  have  never  yet  beheld.  Huge  were 
the  expanses  of  rope  about  their  capacious  waists. 
As  for  Fra  Benedetto,  he  might  have  stood  for 
Friar  Tuck,  the  veritable  Friar  of  Orders  Gray, 
with  a  change  of  garment.  They  really  needed 
all  that  costume  could  do  for  them. 

There  was  one  exception — I  wish  there  had 
not  been.  My  eye  fell  npon  him  as  we  ]>assed 
from  the   chapel   and   photographed   hira   upon 


memory  for  the  permanent  type  of  human,  an- 
guish. A  yonng,  wasted,  pallid  fignre,  his  hol- 
low eyes,  deep-cirded,  ezprased  as  plainly  as  ever 
tortured  sonl  did  the  absence  of  every  fcroi  of 
peace.  He  looked  like  a  wasting  candle  among 
his  portly  brethren,  and  one  conld  not  help  won- 
dering if  io  him  hail  been  depnted  the  vigils  and 
fasting  and  penanee  for  the  whole  monastery.  lie 
was  a  gfiost  amoirgsi  the  living,  and  like  a  ghost 
be  hannts  me  stilL  I  looked  for  him  the  last 
time  I  visited  Certosa,  but  his  chai>cl  Ktall  was 
Tacant.  I  fervently  hope  his  vigils  arc  ended  and 
those  sleepless  eyes  sbnt  fast.  All  over  bright 
Certosa  the  dbadow  of  his  shape  seemed  to  lie  for 
me,  and  all  the  ofly  laaghs  and  hearty  speech  of 
Fra  Benedetto,  trotting  on  in  advance,  his  white 
gown  flapping  and  his  substantial  feet  flopping  iu 
his  shoes,  conld  not  banish  it.  I  bore  him  n 
grutlgc  for  being  so  well  to  do  and  comfortable. 
After  all,  I  said  to  myself,  tlio  young  monk  \vx\ 
more  fitted  to  his  monastery  thnn  these  fatted 
fathers.  If  the  one  was  a  blasphemy  against  nat- 
ure and  the  God  who  made  man,  these  others 
were  a  worse  blasphemy  against  the  spirit  which 
made  men,  Alas,  so  easy  is  it  to  be  untuned ! 
All  at  once  La  Certosa  appeared  as  nothing  but  a 
vast  prison  boose  on  the  one  haad,  a  feeding 
house  on  tho  other  :  here  for  the  torture  of  aspir- 
ing souls,  there  for  the  debasement  of  human 
bodies.  It  was  only  by  an  effort  of  will  that  I 
summoned  my  imagination  again  to  clothe  her 
anew  in  the  mystic's  robe  and  bind  the  scholastic 
wreath  about  her  brows,  and  to  reinvest  Fra  Ben- 
edetto with  the  attributes  of  good  and  kindly 
nature  which  were,  after  all,  written  all  over  his 
broad  countenance. 

Meanwhile,  down  corridors  and  through  clois- 
ters he  led  us.  There  is  a  fascinating  garden 
where  the  brothers  sow  and  plant  and  sprinkle, 
and  gather  their  harvests  of  artichokes  and  the 
like.  And  in  it  there  is  a  cozy  graveyard  where 
tho  brothers  are  laid  away  as  one  by  one  tlieir 
number  diminishes — ^still  quite  in  the  community 
and  within  the  hearing  of  the  Sunday  t^nifesfa 
conversations.  There  is  a  well,  stone  below  and 
iron  above — that  iron  which  has  been  called  "jew- 
elry in  iron,''and  which  provokes  the  beholder  to 
covetousness.  There  is  a  cloister — **  tho  clois- 
ter of  gifts  and  conversation  " — where  visitors  are 
received  at  certain  hours  and  the  monks  dispense 
counsel  and  charity,  and  I  believe  also  receive 
offerings.  Finally,  and  of  course,  there  are  paint- 
ings and  carviiigs,  and  inlaid  floors  and  stained 
glass,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  adornments  which 
were  not  deemed  incompatible  with  a  renuncia- 
tion of  tlie  vanities  of  the  world,  the  fiesh  and  the 
devil. 
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But  beyond  all  other  things  captivating  are  tlie 
domiciles,  the  little  domains  in  which  each  monk 
is  a  king  in  his  own  castle.  They  are  in  the  pin- 
nacles which  surround  the  building.  To  every 
monk  there  is  a  sleeping  "  cell,"  otherwise  a  gen- 
erous little  room  with  a  bed  and  crncifix ,  a 
''cell '*  for  study,  with  its  table  and  chanv;  and 
a  short  corridor  for  his  own  solitary  walk.  At 
the  end  of  each  corridor  a  swinging  shutter  ad- 
mitted of  being  closed  against  the  wind  or  opened 
upon  a  view  fiiir  and  noble  enough  to  typify  to  an 
imaginative  worshiper  the  heavenly  landscapes. 
Wider  and  wider  grew  my  eyes ;  this  was  a  revela- 
tion of  monastic  solitudes  beyond  my  imaginings. 
I  made  up  my  mind  then  and  there  to  renonnco 
a  favorite  project  of  a  cell  at  S:m  Marco  with  a 
Beato  Aiigelico  fresco  all  my  own,  and  to  take 
one  at  Certosa  instead,  there  is  so  much  more  air 
and  view. 

In  every  cell  there  is  a  slide  and  opening  in  the 
wall  through  which  the  provender — or  should  one 
say  the  food  ? — for  the  inmate  is  silently  thrust 
(except  on  Sundays  2l\\^  fesias),  after  being  duly 
dished  up  ill  the  kitchen.  My  heart  warmed 
to  these  domestic  arrangements  instantly,  and  I 
cast  a  glance  not  free  from  covetousiiess  at  those 
two  rooms  and  corridor.  For  a  stndent  what  an 
Ultima  Thulc  of  quiet  and  comfort ! 

I  wondered  disoroctly  how  much  studying  they 
do  in  Certosa  nowadays.  They  may  all  be  learned 
scholars,  though  having  not  the  air,  nor  being 
"sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cadtof  thoiighL^*  In 
the  past  many  a  missal  page  must  have  grown  be- 
neath skillful  fingers  on  tliese  tables,  and  many 
a  learned  argument  have  been  launched  thence 
ajrainst  heretic  and  schismatic.  La  Certosa  is  in 
her  old  age  now — why  shouldn't  she  take  it  easily  ? 

But  for  a  student!  —  How  easily  one  could 
persuade  oneself  here  that  in  the  world  outside 
was  neither  famine  nor  misery,  neither  crime  nor 
want;  how  dimly  the  voice  of  mankind  would 
come  through  these  walls,  softened  to  what  a 
mere  fretful  murmur  which  no  one  would 
feel  obliged  to  listen  to !  In  £urope  there 
is  cholera,  I  thought ;  English  operatives  are 
starving;  America's  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
unemployed  are  asking  for  work  which  means 
bread ;  everywhere  a  few  are  battening  on  silver 
and  gold  ;  how  wise  are  they  who,  concerning 
themselves  with  their  own  soul's  salvation  merely, 
batten  here  on  solitude  and  the  ample  fare  of  La 
Certosa! 

I  was  curious  to  know  what  that  fare  was,  but 
the  tables  in  the  refectory  were  furnished  fortli 
as  yet  with  nothing  but  plates  and  pickles.  I  am 
sure  they  do  not  live  on  such  meagre  diet  as  that, 
however. 


Rather  as  the  crowning  pride  of  the  place,  Fra 
Benedetto  ushered  us  into  a  room  which  had 
lodged  Pio  Nono  when  he  visited  the  monastery. 
Tiie  canopied  bed  was  pointed  out  for  our  admira- 
tion, and  the  portrait  of  his  holiness  opposite, 
which,  I  believe,  he  bestowed  upon  the  order. 

^'I  snpf)ose/' said  the  sympathetic  member  of 
the  party  with  duly  lowered  voice,  **  you  consider 
this  as  terra  sacra  now.'' 

It  was  Immiliatiug  to  have  this  pious  e£Fort  re- 
ceived by  Fra  Benedetto  with  a  burst  of  jolly 
laughter,  whether  at  the  sentiment  or  the  Latin- 
ized Italian  we  could  not  guess. 

Beneath  the  chapel  are  the  crypts  with  the 
tombs  of  the  founder  and  other  ''people  of  im- 
portance,*' a  oool  and  shadowy  sleeping  place  ;  but 
after  a  moment's  balancing  I  chose  the  queer  lit- 
tle garden  cemetery  with  the  sun  and  air  and 
hum  of  monastery  life. 

From  the  crypts  the  untroubled  conscience  of 
Fra  Benedetto  shot  us  straight  into  the  antipodal 
pharnijicy,  a  most  living,  cheery  place,  where  in 
beguiling  rows  glittered  and  beckoned  fascinating 
seductions  in  the  shapes  of  little  flasks  and  bot- 
tles, all  bekidded,  beribboncd  and  adorned — oils 
and  essences,  and  ointments  and  perfumes,  and 
the  famous  hgueurs  of  Certosa,  green  and  white 
— the  Cliartreuse  of  Italy.  Some  one  or  more  of 
these  temptations  you  are  expected  to  yield  to  : 
it  is  a  pretty  and  gracious  way  of  paying  one's 
fee. 

My  heart  warmed  again  to  La  Certosa ;  it 
brought  back  at  once  the  days  when  the  Frati 
were  healing  leeches  in  a  small  degree,  and  gen- 
tle old  monks  pottered  over  herbs  and  essences. 
And  suddenly  a  nameless  regret  pierced  me  for 
the  passing  away  of  all  this  ;  for  it  is  passing — in- 
deed it  is  almost  past.  The  order  at  La  Certosa 
numbers  but  a  handful,  and  with  the  last  of 
these  the  monastery  is  to  be  closed.  Even  now 
it  is  but  a  memory  of  itself — like  the  gentle  flavor 
of  past  ages  which  floated  out  of  the  pharmacy  as 
we  entered. 

And  what  then,  I  wonder,  will  become  of  La 
Certosa  ? — whose  noble  cloisters  and  dreaming 
walls  seem  fit  for  nothing  but  the  gliding  of 
picturesque  shapes  and  to  echo  Ave  and  Matin. 

Her  day  is  gone,  and  she  is  going.  The  age  of 
the  monk  and  the  warrior  is  over.  So  best — no- 
body in  his  sane  mind  wishes  it  back.  And  yet, 
and  yet,  as  leaf  after  leaf  of  the  missal  is  de- 
tached and  flutters  awav,  one  looks  after  with  an 
involuntary  sigh  of  regret.  It  was  not  conven- 
ient ;  it  would  suit  us  in  no  way ;  we  would  not 
give  our  printing  press  for  all  the  missal  art  in 
the  world — but  the  missal  was  fine  to  look  at,  for 
all  that. 
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There  are  two  parts  in  the  making  or  evolti- 
tion  of  a  statue,  each  quite  as  dietinct  from  the 
other  as  are  the  two  parts  or  stagea  of  a  musical 
composition  ;  one  is  the  birth  conception  and 
springing  into  life  of  the  thought,  or  iciea,  or 
theme,  whichever  it  may  be  called  ;  the  other  is 
the  softening  or  perfecting  of  the  tlieme,  the 
gradual  and  exquisite  melting  of  part  into  part 
and  line  into  line  nntil  there  is  the  final  gracious 
harmony. 

That  we  who  are  so  apt  to  think  of  a  statue 
as  springing  Minerva-like  from  the  marble  block, 
with  perhaps  the  slight  asaiatance  of  a  previous 
design  or  two  on  card,  may  witness  for  ourselves 
thia  most  beautiful  of  growths  or  evolutions,  let 
ns  "look  backward"  quite  a  century,  at  the  eame 
time  changing  our  locale  to  nn  ancient  building 
on  that  neat  and  most  attractive  little  Roman 
Btrada,  the  Via  San  Glacomo,  which  is  one  of  the 


many  connecting  links  between  the  gay  and  fa- 
mous Corso  and  the  gray  old  Ripetta  whose  honscs 
are  sometimes  overflowed  to  Jialf  the  depth  of 
their  lower  floors  during  the  Tiber  inandations. 
Tliia  building  is  one  tall  story  in  height  with  two 
wide  "portone9"(door8},  one  near  each  end  of  its 
faQade  ;  embedded  in  tlie  gray  stucco  of  its  walls 
there  are  fragments  of  beautiful  ancient  marbles, 
bits  of  laurel  and  authemiou  frieze  ;  clusters  and 
garlands  of  fruit ;  a  limb  and  part  of  the  torso  of 
a  litiman  body  ;  and  close  by  the  Corao  end  of  the 
building  a  hendlces  stiitne,  tlie  peculiar  folds  of 
whose  robe  prove  an  imperial  model. 

Soou  after  one  of  the  floods  to  which  I  have  re- 
ferred, and  which  were  particularly  frequent  at 
and  near  the  close  of  the  eighteenth  century,  a 
man  somewliat  above  medium  height  left  the 
studio  building  by  its  chief  portoue,  and  attended 
by  a  servant  in  white   blouse   and  cap,   walked 
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rapidly  down  the  Via  San 
Gi.tcomo  and  across  the 
Kipetu,  passing  at  liist 
nnder  one  of  the  massive 
ai'ches  of  its  ancient 
bridge.  Pausing  to  look 
ciiretiilly  into  c  a  c  Ii  of 
several  ezcaTations  that 
had  been  made  close  to 
'  the  water's  edge,  and  with 
keen  and  practiced  oye  se- 
lecting two  or  three  of 
these,  ho  directed  his  ser- 
vant to  teat  them  with 
the  long  V.  md  he  ca^ 
ried,  and  examining  the 
deptli  and  quality  of 
the  clay  thus  re\ealedj  to 
take  from  the  last  a 
mass  for  con^eylng  to  his 
studio.  At  the  base  of 
the  Vatican  bills,  oppo- 
site, theie  was  other  clay, 
and  in  such  quantities 
that  seveial  of  the  lesser 
elevations  were  entirely  formed  of  it,  but  the  clay 
of  tliese  hills  has  always  been  less  plastic  than  is 
that  of  the  rich  yellow  tint  taken  from  the  Tiber 
ezcavattous. 

It  was  only  a  little  before  this  time  that  the 
artist  had  learned  of  a  citizen  of  a  fair  Sonthern 
State  in  a  laud  across  the  sea  who,  changing  the 
garb  of  a  leisured  country  gentleman  for  the  cos- 
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tnine  of  n  warrior,  hod 
kindled  anew  the  longing 
of  his  people  for  inde- 
pendent citizenship,  lead- 
ing them  nobly  on,  and 
over  tremendoiis  odds,  to 
one  of  the  ginndeet  vic- 
tories ever  won,  and  him- 
self becoming  chief  spon- 
sor at  the  birth  of  a  free 
land.  Then  to  this  artist 
dreaming  grandly  and 
embodying  divinely,  in 
the  heart  of  Rome,  the 
Western  warrior,  who  was 
one  of  the  greatest  peace- 
makers, too,  that  the 
world  has  ever  known, 
seemed  like  a  hero  of  the 
grandest  country  time's 
annals  have  i-eoorded — 
the  Roman  land  whose 
confines  acknowledged  no 
boundaries  save  the  ex- 
tent of  its  imperial 
ruler's  ambition  ;  and  bo  the  inspiration  of  Rome's 
greatness  and  his  thoughts  of  the  conqueror  in 
the  new  land  blended  in  splendid  harmony. 

In  the  San  Giacomo  part  of  the  studio  there 
were  three  higli  and  spacious  rooms  ;  the  second 
opened  from  the  first,  and  the  third  opened  from 
the  second  and  then  led  to  a  gravelc<l  onter  way 
with  the  chiseler's  studio  across,  and  a  tiny  garden 


i^i; 
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with  ivied  walls.  At  the  end  und  out  of  that 
again  a  little  *'cortile'^  where  crystal- clear,  deli- 
cionsly  cool  water  plashed  deep  down  in  a  marble 
vase,  fern-fringed  and  covered  with  quaint  carv- 
ings. The'  central  room  of  the  studio  suite 
looked  out  upon  the  t\i^o  cortiles,  and  it  was  on 
the  tall  modeling  stand,  midway  of  the  windows, 
that  tlie  artist  directed  his  servant  to  place  the 
mass  of  yellow  clay ;  then  he  stood  silent  by  its 
-side,  his  luminous  oyes  penetrating  its  depths  as 
'  if  he  already  saw  in  them  the  realization  of  an 
ideal.  Suddenly  he  tossed  the  wavy  masses  of 
hair  back  from  his  broad,  high  forehead,  and 
then,  as  if  impelled  by  inspiration,  touched  and 
molded  the  clay  deftly  here  and  there  with  his 
strong  and  slender  fingers  and  his  wooden  spatula, 
until  it  began  to  take  form,  and  the  form  was 
that  of  a  victorious  Roman  general,  while  the 
features  marked  with  noble  thought  for  the  peo- 
ple whom  he  had  just  inscribed,  on  the  marble 
tablet  he  held,  aS'  *^  friends  and  countrymen," 
were  those  of  the  conqueror  in  war  and  leader  in 
)ieace  who  had  aiisen  in  the  new  and  far-distant 
land. 

With  lightnin^ike  rapidity  the  first  bozzetto — 
'that  little  embodiment  of  an  ideal  which  every 
'Bculptor  knows  so  well — took  symmetric  shape ; 
but  the  raised  arm  must  be  held  a  little  differ- 
ently ;  a  breastplate  of  fine  chain  armor  must  be 
added;  the  sandaled  feet  must  be  more  firmly 
placed  ;  and  so  one  bozzetto  was  made,  and  then 
another  and  another,  until  the  ideal  was  realized  ; 
the  Roman  warrior  of  the  artist's  land  and  the 
general  from  across  the  sea  were  united  in  ma- 
jestic dignity. 

Although  the  artist  himself  knew  every  step  of 
the  way  to  the  fmal  finish — as  every  real  artist 
must  know  it — after  the  last  bozzetto  there  came 
to  the  studio  those  assistants  who  are  known  as 
'^formatori,"  and  with  their  help  eame  that  mo- 
ment of  intense  and  exquisite  anticipation  at 
whose  end  the  artist  first  sees  his  day  bozzetto 
hidden  with  pure  white  nlaster  for  the  casting, 
and  finally  the  cast  itself  in  the  same  subtle  sub- 
stance. 

I  said  "a  moment^*;  it  seeitis  a  moment, 
but  it  is  hours — at  least  from  sunrise  to  sunset 
and  halfway  back  again — before  the  formatori's 
work  is  done,  a  work  tlmt  is  of  constant  and  most 
incessant  care,  for  on  it  depends  the  perfection  of 
the  whole  development. 

For  the  first  step  of  the  casting  the  bozzetto  is 
closely  bound  and  wrapped  with  cords  that  fol- 
low the  exact  outlines  of  the  figure  ;  then  the 
formatori,  standing  well  back  and  one  at  each 
side,  dash  showers  of  liquid  plaster  oVer  it  in 
equal  q^uantities  and  in  all  directions.  They  TVfttch 


the  drying  with  the  greatest  intentness,  for  di- 
rectly it  is  finished  the  plaster  shell  thus  formed 
must  be  carefully  cut  into  at  least  a  dozen  pieces, 
of  which  the  strong  thread  outlines — through  and 
over  which  the  plaster  has  passed — form  the  foun- 
dation ;  each  piece  is  carefully  scraped,  and  then 
quite  as  carefully  washed  with  strong  soda  solu- 
tion, before  the  pieces  are  carefully  fitted  together 
and  tied  into  one  again  ;  this  is  done  because  it 
is  possible  that  lumps  may  have  formed  here  and 
there;  they  are  so  small  as  to  be  scarce  visible  to 
an  inexperienced  eye,  yet  they  are  capable  of  do- 
ing great  damage  to  the  finished  stahie,  as  tiie 
oast  is  to  be  taken  from  tho  inside,  und  not  the 
decidedly  chaotic  outside  of  the  plaster  shell. 
The  cutting,  cleaning  and  reuniting  completed, 
the  liquid  plaster  is  poured  into  the  strange  i-c- 
ceptacle  whence  it  will  emerge  as  a  perfect  figure. 
The  plaster  is  necessary  because,  despite  the  art* 
ist's  greatest  precautions,  if  the  marble  were 
worked  from  the  bozzetto  the  clay  would  crack 
and  crumble  so  that  it  would  be  alneiost  unrecog- 
nizable before  the  work  wjis  completed  ;  the  plas- 
ter, too,  being  easily  marked  for  the  mechanical 
measurements  and  processes,  without  cracking  or 
peeling  in  the  marking,  is  infinitely  the  more 
convenient  of  the  two  materials. 

In  the  chiseler's  room  of  this  studio  great  blocks 
of  marble  waited  from  the  quarries  of  Carrara 
and  Massa  and  Seravazza ;  it  was  one  of  the  lat- 
ter he  chose,  because,  while  the  others  are  always 
good,  this  is  sure  to  be  exceptionally  fiawless.  It 
seems  audi  a  weird  thing,  tlie  looking,  mto  the 
heart  of  a  great  massive  block  of  marble  and  see- 
ing with  artist's  and  mathematician's  eye  the 
beautiful  life  that  slumbers  there — and  no  less 
weird  is  the  awakening  of  this  life  ;  a  powerful 
arm  is  rising  here,  a  noble  head  is  emerging 
there,  and  everywhere  there  are  foreshadowings 
of  the  beautiful  creation. 

For  the  mechanical  measurements  (always  on 
the  triangular  basis)  and  the  rough  outlining  of 
the  figure,  the  artist  trusted  his  'Mavoranti' 
(workmen),  but  after  tliat  the  chisel  was  guided 
by  hid  own  hand  ;  it  was  his  own  skill  that 
wrought  the  inimitable  perfection  that  stamps 
his  creations,  whether  they  mark  the  tombs  of 
]M>n tiffs  in  St.  Peter's  or  beautify  royal  palaces 
and  (jrirdens  in  Russia  and  England,  and  Germany 
and  It:ily,  or  make  yet  more  glorious  the  world's 
great  treasure  houses  of  art,  or  move  with  inspir- 
ing gentiment  in  the  legislative  halls  of  great  na- 
tions like  our  own,  as  in  the  figure  just  described 
— for  the  Western  leader  in  tlio  Roman  general's 
costume  was  our  own  George  Washington,  and 
the  artist  himself  was  that  great  and  tender 
sculptor  Antonio  Canova,  whose  own  singularly 
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pure  and  beautiful  life  Iiag  been  as  superb  an  ob- 
ject lesson  aa  have  been  every  one  of  his  nearly 
two  hundred  marvelous  creations.  It  was  from 
Canova^s  own  hands  that  these  creations  received 
the  delicate  finish  and  the  strong  and  yet  poetic 
grace  that  compel  one  who  knows  art  at  all  to 
exclaim,  "That  is  a  Canova  T^even  if  he  meets  it 
in  some  strangely  unexpected  place,  as,  for  ex- 
ample, tlie  *'Hebe''  in  the  Forli  Palace. 

It  is  from  the  lips  of  the  famous  sculptors  Ta- 
dolini,  father  and  son,  descendants  of  Canova^s 
bosom  friend,  the  first  8eul]Hor  Tadoliai ;  from 
Missurini's  many  times  re-edited  and  fascinating 
"Vita  della  Canova  "and  Signor  Cortesi's  "  Si- 
lent Company,''  just  published  in  Borne,  that  I 
give  you  a  brief  resume  of  the  life  of  this  great 
man. 

Born  in  Possagno,  a  quiet  and  obscure  little 
village  not  far  from  Venice,  he  was  brought  up 
in  the  simple  cugtoma  and  tranquH  life  of  this 
pretty  settlement.  In  the(  little  parieli  clinrcli 
that  he  attended  there  were  no  wonderful  works 
of  art  to  arouse  his  ambition ;  indeed,  his  crea- 
tions seem  entirely  the  children  of  his  pure  and 
noble  nature ;  for  his  father,  though  also  an  ar- 
chitect of  sufficient  skill  to  satisfy  the  very  sim- 
l)le  tastes  of  the  people  of  Possagno,  was  a  stone- 
cutter by  trade  and  was  well  satisfied  with  his 
calling;  he  was  a  thoraughly  good  mftii,  and  so 
honored  by  the  people  of  this  little  coQinuinity 
that  Ihey  named  many  of  th^ir  public  streets  and 
squares  for  himself  and  his  family. 

From  infancy  the?  little  Antonio- was  passionr 
ately  fond  of  handling  his  father's  stonecutting 
tools,  using  them  with  great  dexterity  in  his  esr^ 
licst  years  ;  this  was  good  in  his  father's  eyes,  for 
he  had  destined  him  to  fpllow  his  own  profession. 
But,  as  Missurini  says,  "lie  seemed  born  with 
the  full-fledged  wings  of  a  sculptor,  attracting 
from  the  first  the  deep  admiration  of  the  people. 
.  .  .  .  Ilis  was  a  soul  given  to  all  good  practices 
and  performances ;  a  heart  humane  in  orerj 
pulse." 

At  fourteen  he  wae  introdtioed'  to  tlio  Venetian. 
Senator  Giovanni  Faliero,  who,  admiring  bis  tme 
and  earnest  nature  and  seeing  what  the  future 
promised  him,  kindled  his  enthusiasm  by  boldly 
prophesying  it.  Our  own  Washington  Allston 
0:100  said  :  "If  you  would  be  a  great  artist,  keep 
your  own  nature  pure  and  noble."  What  better 
exemplification  of  this  saying  could  there  be  than 
the  story  of  Antonio  Canova  ? 

The  Senator  Faliero  recommended  the  lad  to 
Torrctti,  with  whom  he  studied  modestly  and  sim- 
ply, using  only  tliis  sculptor's  somewhat  limited 
store  of  models ;  but  Torretti,  who  was  greatly  in- 
terested in  him,  died,  and  he  became  an  ordinary 


workman  (as  far  as  nominal  position  went)  in 
Giovanni  Ferrari's  studio,  enduring  in  this  capac* 
ity  servile  trials  and  receiving  only  the  barest  re- 
muneration. His  trials  became  so  great,  indeed, 
that  his  stepfather,  appreciating  his  character, 
knowing  well  his  talent  and  having  a  true  affeo!> 
tion  for  him,  sold  his  little  remaining  property, 
giving  him  the  uso  of  a  hundred  ducats  (almost 
the  same  number  of  dollars)^  tliat  were  the  pro- 
ceeds of  the  sale,  for  a  year ;  and  this  was  the  only 
pecuniary  aid  Canova  ever  received  from  his  rela- 
tives. It  was  of  great  benefit,  however,  because 
it  came  just  at  the  moment  of  terrible  necessity, 
enabling  him,  while  continuing  his  work  with 
Ferrari  on  half-time,  to  devote  the  other  half  to 
the  study  of  design  and  life  modeling. 

Ub  first  commission  was  for  two  marble  baskets 
of  floweiB  and  fruits,  and  was  given  him  by  his 
kind  benefactor  and  true  friend,  the  Senator  Fa- 
Hero,  who  a  little  later  gave  him  also  the  commis- 
sion for  his  first  group  of  statues,  ''Orfeo  and 
Euridice'';  and  it  was  in  these  statues  that  his 
wide  departure  from  the  then  set  lines  of  sculpture 
attracted  great  and  immediate  attention.  Giving 
himself  wholly  to  the  creation  of  simple  and 
classic  forms,  he  made  nature  h\B  great  guide, 
modeling  the  two  statues  in  the  quiet  of  his  na- 
tive Tillage,  and  with  results  that  filled  the  whole 
art  world  with  astonished  admiration.  Then 
came  his  second  commission,  an  order  for  the 
busts  of  the  Doge  Sanieri  and  the  Venetian  Sena- 
tor Marc-Antonio  Gremani.  Shortly  after  this 
his  whole  desira  centred  lu  Borne,  *^  the  seat,"  as 
he  declared,  ''of  all  true  art";  and  with  a  small 
sum  in  his  hiind  (for  such  a  venture),  from  tho 
sale  of  his  '^DsBdaltie  and  Icarus,"  sculptured  in 
Venice,  he  entered  the  Eternal  Ciiy,  bringiug 
with  him  an  introdnction  from  the  Senator  Fali- 
ero to  his  eminence  Zullano,  Yenetian  ambassador 
to  the  Iloly  See.  Again  his^weetness  of  charac- 
ter won  all  those  with  whom  he  came  in  contact, 
and  his  new  friend,  the  ambassador,  contributed 
materially  to  his  immediate  renown  by  having'  the 
cast  of  his  '^DaBdalus  and  Icarus"  brought  from 
Venice  to  Rome  and  publicly  exhibited.  The 
cast  arrived  at  just  that  turn  in  the  general  cur- 
rent of  artistic  life  that  was  exactly  in  accord 
with  Ganova's  own  ideas  and  sympathies ;  it  was 
at  the  time,  too,  when  pontiffs  and  princes  alike 
delighted  in  the  true  advance  of  art,  and  when 
the  powerful  Cardinal  Albani  and  half  a  score  of 
others  gave  great  sums  for  that  restoration  of  the 
ancient  beauty  and  purity  of  art  which  it  was 
Canova's  glorious  destiny  to  accomplish. 

One  of  the  men  whose  friendship  was  most  im- 
portant to  Canova  was  that  distinguished  scliolar 
and  art  critic  Gavin  Hamilton,  who,  being  elected 
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judge  of  OanoTa's  works,  immediatelj  and  em-  the  powerful   inoentivea  of  oonetant   patronnge 

phaliciilljr  declared  :  "  The   road   taken   by  this  and  assistance. 

youth  is  that  of  tlie  classic  aiitliors,  that  is  to  say,  Tlius  it  was  that  Canova  hegan  his  Gi-st  Roman 

beginning  with  ntituie  and  using  care  and  jiidg-  stattio,  "Apollo  Crowning  Himself,"  following  it 

ment — the  prodactioii  of  an  exquisite  ideal  of  a  by  that  magniGcent  group,"  Thcseiis  Seated  on  the 

copious  and  broad- mi ndod  style,  taking  alt  tliat  Minotaur,"  wiiicli  roused  a  perfect  fire  of  excite- 

is  noblest  and  most  divine  from  nature."    Hear-  ment  in  tlie  whole  art  world  immediately  it  was 

ing  this  judgment,  the  ambassador  exclaimed  :  exhibited  in  Rome.     It  was  soon  after  this  that 

"  What,   then,   shall  be   done   for  his  develop-  Canova  introduced  the  representation  of  famous 


CANOVA  IN  Hia  ATELIER  —  DRAWN  BT  PAHTB  FAOLOOCI. 


ment  ?"  To  which  Hamilton  answered  :  "Noth- 
ing but  to  give  him  an  immense  block  of  marble 
and  let  him  do  as  he  chooses  ;  liaviug  seen  the 
ancient  moiinments,  he  will  at  once  divine  the 
road  taken  by  tlie  old  masters.''  This  sentence 
shaped  Canova's  fiitine  ;  the  miiuiriceut  ambassa- 
dor nt  once  provided  him  with  studio  and  marbles 
and  all  needed  means  and  materials,  bidding  him 
chooBo  what  he  would  for  work,  and  giving  him 


moderuB  in  ancient  characters  ;  Pauline  Borghese 
as  Vcuua  Victrix ;  Napoleon  as  an  ancient  Ro- 
man ,  and  Letitta,  IiiB  mother,  as  Agripplna. 

Cauova's  tomb  in  tlic  Venetian  Cluucli  of  the 
Frari  is'marked  by  one  of  Jiis  own  beautiful  mon- 
uments, but  tlie  greatest  monument  of  all  those 
he  has  Itift  to  the  world  of  gifted  and  persevering 
workers  is  the  iuflueuce  of  his  own  pure  and  uu- 
selfiah  life. 
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'  FRANCES  SWANN  ' 
^'s  Brother,"  •■The  Jo. 


'ILLIAMS, 

Ei.vN  Sin,"    'Old  Forty's 


Chapter  XIX. —  {Continuep), 


I  HE  yellow,  livid  Ima  drifted  back 
slowly  over  Mrs.  Melvcrn'a  hard, 
lepiileive  visage.  She  could  make 
no  hefldway  against  audi  a  deter- 
inination  to  climinato  lier  from 
ChaDdoe's  future.  A  senEe  of  guilt 
cowed  the  woman's  natural  audac- 
ity. She  looked  at  liim.  He  did 
not  return  tlie  gaze.  Their  eyes  might  never 
again  meet.     That  time  was  pnet. 

"Order  the  carriage,  madam,"  Giiggested  Mr. 
Bliind,  politely. 

"  There  is  no  carnage.  I  sohl  the  carriage  two 
mouths  ago,"  she  retorted  ;  and  despite  the  fenr 
a  gleam  of  exultant  avarice  glittered  in  her  eyes. 
"And  I  Bold  all  the  horaes  except  the  farm  liorsea. 
George,  I'll  go  out,  but  not  to-day.  I  can  stay 
until  to-morrow  ?" 
"  You  nitiat  go  now." 

She  started  in  alarm.  Chandos  atretched  out 
his  hand  and  rang  the  bell,  but  he  neither  left 
the  window  nor  glanced  at  her. 

"George,  the  tenant  might  not  have  my  room 
ready." 

"Yon  will  leave  my  house  now,"  he  repeated. 
"But  I  want  to  stay  until  to-morrow— only  to- 
morrow I"  ahe  whined,  her  eyes  turning  swiftly 
and  greedily  to  the  silver  coffeepot  and  the  Chan- 
dos apooua  and  forks.  "It  is  an  outrage  to 
turn  a  poor  old  woman  out  in  the  dead  winter." 

"It  is  not  night,  und  it  is  not  snoning,"  re- 
joined Chandos,  in  a  low  lone. — "Tell  Barney  to 
bring  a  conveyance  to  the  door  in  one  hour.  He 
will  drive  Mrs.  Melvern  home,"  was  the  order  to 
the  servant  answering  his  summons,  "In  one 
hour,"  he  repeated. 
Chandos  moved  from  the  window  and  passed 
Vol.  ZXXVIIL,  No.  4— 29.  •Begun  iu  the 


out  along  tiie  passage  to  the  study — the  one  place 
fraught  with  painful  memories  of  perfidy  and 
wrath.  A  half-shudder  quivered  through  him — 
a  atrange  senantion  of  evil  and  enmity.  He  tried 
the  door.  It  was  locked.  All  the  doors  were 
locked.  Every  chamber  and  apartment  in  the 
great  luxurious  house  might  have  been  a  convict's 
cell,  so  carefully  secured  they  were.  The  damp  at- 
mosphere crept  through  him,  the  gloom  and  cold 
of  tlie  long-closed  building  penetrated  with  an 
insidious  chill.  He  descended  to  the  hall  in  the 
inaiu  building.  The  identical  shadowy,  freez- 
ing obscurity  met  him  there.  The  marble  fig- 
ures stood  in  their  niches  like  a  mournful  array 
of  monuments  to  past  glories.  An  ignominious 
cloud  of  dust  settled  on  tlie  folds  of  Roman  togas 
and  leaflets  of  crowning  bays.  The  old  Chandos 
portraita  looked  down  from  their  panels  upon  the 
last  of  their  race.  They  peered  through  the  dead 
gloom,  and  seemed  to  survey  him  with  upbraid- 
ing eyea.  The  same  plebeian  clond  of  duat  ob- 
scured their  aristocratic  features.  Chairs  and 
aofas,  bronzes  and  cushions  had  not  doffed  their 
cheap  uniforms.  Mrs.  Malvern  appreciated  their 
marketable  value  and  protected  tlicm  from  dust. 
Works  of  art  aho  regarded  with  scornful  indif- 
ference, and  left  them  to  take  care  of  themselves. 
Chandoa  sighed  as  lie  traversed  the  Gue  hall ;  his 
disgust  and  indignation  were  steadily  gathering 
force. 

"  And  they  were  Dorothy's  ancestors  aa  well  aa 
mine !"  he  muttered,  casting  a  glance  half  of 
shame,  half  of  resentment  at  the  torn,  ilappiiig 
canvas  of  an  old  Chaudos  in  powdered  wig  and 
sky-blue  coat.  He  walked  ou.  His  household 
gods  seemed  to  have  fallen  under  the  genera] 
blight  touching  Chandos  Manor, 
Hftich  urjuber. 
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''Marse  George  !"  whispered  a  voice  near  him. 
"Miirse  George !" 

**  Who  is  that  V*  asked  Ohaodos,  striving  to  see 
through  the  shadows. 

"Me — it's  Barby.**  And  the  dark  face  sud- 
denly came  to  view  from  behind  a  pallid  Pjsche. 
*'0b,  Marse  George,  is  you  comin'  back,  sir?" 
a^.ked  the  faithful  servant,  wiping  her  hand  on 
her  tidy  apron  before  she  ventured  to  put  it  iu 
the  smooth  white  one  extended  to  greet  her. 
'*  Tse  done  slip  up  en  kindle  a  fire  in  de  libr'y. 
Tse  feered  you'd  freeze.  Eph,  dat  triflin'niggah, 
says  he  knowed  fo'sho'  Marse  George  was  comin' 
Dack,  en  he  sneak  out  de  libr'y  key  off  'n  de  hook 
in  Miss  Dorofy's  room." 

'*  Yes,  Barby,  I  shall  return  to  m}'  house  and 
iny  people  again.  Tliey  belong  to  me  once  more," 
Chsindos  replied.     '*  Where  are  they  all  ?'* 

*•  Us  uiggahs  is  down  in  de  servants'  hall, 
Marse  George.  Bress  God  !  it's  powerful  news. 
Bress  God  !  it's  Marse  George. "  And  Barby,  not 
quite  80  substantial  and  well  fed  as  in  old  days, 
sot  her  arms  akimbo  and  looked  as  if  her  bliss 
transcended  expression. 

'*I  will  go  down  and  see  the  servants;  and, 
Barby,  I  am  supremely  grateful  for  a  fire — just 
now  it  16  the  most  acceptable  boon  you  could  be- 
stow/' 

•*  Yes,  sir  j  I  sent  Eph  en  ax  de  gemmen  down 
dere — dey's  comformable  like,"  briskly  retorted 
Barby,  beaming  with  a  delight  heightened  by  a 
sense  of  safety. 

For  the  first  time  since  the  defrauded  master 
of  Chandos  Manor  returned  to  this  forlorn  parody 
upon  the  old  splendor  and  luxury  of  his  home 
Chandos  smiled.  The  calm,  happy  smile  of  con- 
tent beamed  as  of  yore  when  George  Chandos 
went  below  to  the  servants'  hall.  Cue  after  an- 
other of  the  servants,  upon  a  thousand  pretexts, 
had  crept  stealthily  to  the  house.  Nobody  quite 
credited  the  rumor.  Everybody  strove  to  give  it 
credence.  Field  hands  and  servants  and  tenants 
somehow  caught  the  flying  echo  of  a  whisper 
from  the  house. 

**'Twa8  dat  boy  Eph  fetch  de  tale  down  heah, 
en  I  cuff  him  good  fo'  it ;  en,  bress  God,  it  wa'u't 
no  he !" 

**  No,  it  wa'n't,"  echoed  Barney,  filling  his 
pipe — Barney  was  always  filling  his  pipe.  "No, 
it  wa'n't,''  he  repeated,  while  Chandos  shook 
hands  with  each  one.  '*  Dat  boy  kin  tell  de  trufe 
sometimes.'' 

"Yes,  he  kin,"  supplemented  Barby,  emphat- 
ically. "You,  Eph,  git  dat  hoecake  dar.  You 
kiu  hab  ebery  las' crumb  ob  it.  Spec' we  ain't 
gwiue  to  starve  no  mo'." 

"  I  tole  you  so,  Barby.     I  said  I  seen  de  sun 


look  green  en  red  t'other  day,  en  I  said  'twas  a 
sign  Marse  George  was  comm'  back — didn't  I, 
HessieT'  tritrmphiin^iy  denifinded  Barney.  "  En 
when  1  tree  dat  possnm  de  udder  night,  didn't 
he  jes'  laff  en  Ii&S,  en  nntwis'  his  tail,  en  drap 
down  in  de  brush,  en  walk  hisself  away  wid  a 
onsultin'  grin,  en  I  couldn't  cotch  him  nohow  en 
noways  ?  En  didn't  I  say  dat  dat  possum  knowed 
sompum  was  gwine  to  happen — didn't  I,  now  ?" 

"  En  you're  gwine  to  driv'  dat  ole  hyeny  home 
fo'sho'  ?"  reiterated  Barby,  dropping  her  voice  as 
Chandos  approached,  having  made  the  round  of 
the  hall. 

"'Deed  I  is  gwine  to  driv' her  back  whar  she 
'longs — dat's  de  mastah's  order ,  en  I'll  do  it — 
yes,  1  will,"  asseverated  Barney. 

"  Where  is  the  housekeeper,  Barby  ?"  demanded 
Chandos. 

"  Done  gone,  sir,"  answered  Barby,  decisively. 

"  Where  is  the  steward  ?" 

"  Done  gone,  sir,"  repeated  Barby. 

Chandos 's  face  darkened. 

"  Where  is  the  porter,  and  why  is  the  lodge 
closed  ?"  continued  the  master,  turning  to  Barney. 

"  Lord  A'mighty,  sir,  de  porter  was  dared  out 
fust ,  en  de  lodge  is  done  lock  up,  like  de  balance 
ob  do  place,"  responded  Barney. 

Chandos  frowned.  The  ruthless  hand  despoil- 
ing his  beautiful  estate  had  spared  nothing. 

"  Barney,"  he  said,  in  a  slow  tone,  "you  are  to 
take  Mrs.  Melvern  home ;  and  dispatch  a  mes- 
senger at  once  for  my  steward.  I  am  going  to 
the  library  now.  Say  to  the  overseer  I  desire  his 
presence  there." 

The  same  dark  frown  and  metallic  ring  of  voice 
attested  the  anger  surging  in  his  breast.  Pie  gave 
no  further  orders,  only  quitted  the  servants'  hall 
and  descended  the  steps  in  moody  silence. 

"  Bress  God  !"  broke  out  Barby,  "  Marse  George 
do  look  tumble  as  King  Solymon  hisself.  Kn 
our  white  folks  is  all  a-comiTi' back — Miss  Flora 
like  de  Queen  ob  Sheby,  and  Marse  Lawrence  as 
grand  as  a  prince  en  fierce  as  a  roar  in'  lion,  bress 
God  !  I'll  go  up  to  see  ef  dat  fire's  a-burnin'." 
And  Barby  followed  her  master  to  the  regions 
above  stairs,  not  visited  of  late  by  the  servants. 

Chandos  walked  toward  the  library.  His  step 
was  dignified  and  deliberate.  His  head  was  bent 
in  a  meditation  plainly  anything  but  pleasant. 
Perhaps  that  explained  why  he  laid  his  hand  on 
the  library  door  without  perceiving  a  figure  scurry 
swiftly  behind  an  enshrouded  bronze.  The  muf- 
fled sound  of  a  heavy,  stealthy  movftment  caught 
his  ear. 

Chandos  threw  t4ie  door  open  suddenly.  The 
two  gentlem.en  within  glanced  up  iu  mute  in- 
quiry. 
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*'  There  is  some  one  in  the  hall  there.  Barby, 
sec  what  it  means." 

Chandos  stood  quite  still  while  Barby  deftly 
pulled  aside  the  bronze.  An  affected  laugh 
broke  the  quiet  as  Mi's.  Melvern  rose  from  the 
carpet — dropping  her  ample  stuff  cloak  in  the 
effort. 

**  Bress  God  !"  burst  out  Barby,  startled  out  of 
her  propriety  of  demeanor.  '*  Ef  ole  miss  am*t 
got  one  ob  de  big  silver  bowls,  en  de  pitcher  lined 
wid  go\d,  en  a  silver  sugar  dish  en  cream  pot ;  en 
heah*s  de  bes'  en  biggest  ladles  lined  wid  solid 
gold,  jes'  as  many  as  she  kin  tote  \** 

Bai'by  held  up  the  superb  pieces  of  plate  to  the 
astonished  gaze  of  the  gentlemen. 

Mrs.  Melvern  darted  a  furious  glance  at  the 
servant  defeating  this  last  great  coup.  For  tlie 
Chandos  good  name  she  cared  nothing  ;  but  the 
Chandos  plate  her  miserly  soul  coveted  witli  a 
mighty  longing.  She  had  defrauded  her  half- 
brother  once  ',  slie  fully  meant  to  do  it  again. 

'*  I'm  a  poor  old  woman,  George,*'  she  began, 
in  a  wheedling  tone,  which  brought  a  sickening 
memory  of  perfidy  back  to  him.  "  I  am  desti- 
tute and  penniless — not  one  cent  and  no  way  to 
get  it.  I  thought  you  wouldn't  mind  a  few  little 
things.  I'd  like  a  keepsake,  you  know."  And 
Dorothy  Melvern  clutched  the  heavy  silver  bowl 
witii  greedy  avarice. 

*' Barby,  carry  the  plate  back  to  the  butler's 
gantry,"  ordered  Chandos,  refusing  to  glance  to- 
ward this  rapacious  marauder. 

'*  I  will  have  it !"  screamed  Mrs.  Melvern. 
'*  I've  given  up  everything  to  you,  and  I  won't 
starve!  Give  me  some  money — only  five  dollars 
— anytiiing.  I  haven't  one  cent,  I  haven't  one 
fipiap  to  eat,  and  I  want  something.  Tm  a  poor 
old  famishing  woman,  stripped  of  everything." 

**  Marse  George,  silver  spoons  eu  forks,  one  set 
ob  'cm,  is  upstairs ;  en  a  coffeepot,  en  de  jellies 
<Mi  preserves,  en  a  demijohn  ob  de  bes'  French 
brandy  out'n  de  wine  cellar,  en  mo'  t'ings  en 
]»1  under  dan  do  biggest  wagon  on  de  place  kin 
pack  in,  'cause  dey're  tryin'  to  now.  En  I  knows," 
went  on  Barby,  obstinately,  **  dat  Miss  Dorofy 
hadn't  nuftin'  savin'  en  'ceptin'  one  carpetbag 
when  she  come  here." 

'•En  all  Miss  Flora's  silk  dresses  en  clo'es-^ 
cbery  one  ob  'em,"  added  Hester,  who  had  ap- 
peared on  the  scene. 

Chandos  had  retreated  from  the  doorway.  The 
degradation  bore  heavily  upon  him;  nevertheless, 
when  the  maid  supplemented  the  miserable 
charges  with  the  despoliation  of  the  fair  little 
girl  wronged  so  bitterly  a  blaze  of  anger  seemed 
to  break  over  him. 

''Doxothy,  quit  my  house,  and  never  dure  to 


enter  it  again  !"  he  said,  hoarsely.  ''Go,  I  say, 
while  I  can  master  myself !  For  God's  sake  get 
out  of  my  sight  while  there  is  time  !" 

**  I'm  going.  Yes,  yes,  I'm  going  now,  before 
you  kill  me !"  she  flung  back,  in  a  breathless 
taunt.  "  But  I  tell  you  that  I  only  give  up  the 
property  because  I  know  who  the  girl  is.  I've 
always  known  it,  and  I  know  there  is  no  good 
trying  to  hold  the  property.  I  won't  spend  the 
money  fighting  for  it.  But  I  detest  you  and  her  ; 
and  if  I  could  have  rid  myself  of  her  I  would 
have  done  it,  by  fair  means  or  foul.  Yes,  I  would 
— yes — yes  !" 

The  door  shut  with  a  loud  slam.  It  was  all 
that  he  might  do  to  save  her. 

Chandos  sat  down,  white  and  trembling  with 
passion.  Truth  barbed  the  dart,  and  a  certain 
horror  of  what  might  have  happened  hisdarling 
in  those  dark  days. 

*'  It  don't  matter,  Chandos.  We  are  quit  of 
her  forever/'  observed  Mr.  Bland,  pausing  in  his 
restless  tramp,  the  sole  evidence  of  excitement, 
to  draw  the  curtain  back  from  the  great  nn< 
washed  panes.  *'  Here  is  news  from  New  Or- 
leans. By  my  order  telegrams  and  letters  are  to 
be  sent  here  until  our  return.  They  have  baen 
sent.  This  is  the  first ;  and  the  fii*st  recalls  us 
instantly  to  the  South.  Lawrence  has  arrived, 
and  Oscar  has  levanted — gone  ignominiously — de- 
ferred the  day  of  reckoning  by  flight.  And  God 
pity  him  !  for  he  knows  that  sooner  or  later  he 
must  face  Lawrence." 

A  dogcart  rattled  past  the  window  as  he  spoke^ 
followed  by  a  heavily  packed  farm  wagon.  In  tiie 
former  was  Mrs.  Melvern  ;  in  the  latter,  her  spoils. 
The  checkered  handkerchief  and  blue  hood  bound 
her  shrewish  face  and  covered  her  head.  The 
dingy  stuff  cloak  enveloped  her  form.  She  glared 
up  venomously  at  the  window.  She  shook  her 
fist  furiously  at  the  solitary  looker  therefrom, 
and  hurled  back  a  malediction  at  Chandos  Manor 
and  its  master. 

CHAPTER   XX. 

TBA.VBI.8  THE    MXSTIO    OIBOLB. 

A  SUIT  of  spacious  apartments,  alight  with  sun- 
shine, redolent  of  flowers  and  luxurious  in  tue 
thousand  costly  trifies  a  woman  of  artistic  tast43s 
may  contrive  almost  imperceptibly  to  gather 
around  her,  evinced  just  such  a  feminine  presence. 
The  weird,  antique  tenement  house  had  been  de- 
serted by  two  of  its  tenants.  The  famous  doctor 
wrought  the  cure,  and  tl.e  famous  doctor  de- 
spoiled the  old  house  of  Marie  and  her'* casta- 
way." They  were  domiciled  under  the  roof  of  Dr. 
Bi*ois8art.     Possibly  it  was  no  whit  more  modern 
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than  the  great  buiidipg  long  ago  forsaken  by  its 
patrician  owners.  Those  not  chary  of  proximity 
to  bustle  and  noise  filled  the  once  fine  chambers. 
The  vulgar  shallow  of  tnide  and  toil  environed 
the  tenement  house.  Aristocratic  seclusion,  far 
remote  from  business,  draped  its  sacred  purple 
over  the  garden  of  tropical  creepers  and  glowing 
flowers  around  Dr.  Broissart*s  quaint  mansion, 
with  its  galleries  and  corridors,  its  echoing  rooms 
and  dreamy,  poetic  hush. 

Flora  for  the  first  time  was  to  appear  at  dinner. 
The  spirituelh  air  of  the  half-recovered  invalid 
scarcely  detracted  from  her  beauty.  She  made 
her  toilet  with  occasional  little  gasps  of  over- 
taxed strength.  Old  ^larie,  in  her  gaudily  col- 
ored dress,  oddly  becoming  to  the  swarthy  Cre- 
ole, touched  hero  and  there  with  deft  fingers  and 
wonderful  French  taste  the  toilet  of  ciel  blue. 
A  knot  of  ribbon  or  fall  of  lace  became  effective 
under  her  fingers.  Ilcr  countenance  beamed  wilh 
pride  and  joy.  Hester  had  arrived  only  a  few 
hours  previously.  A  copious  flood  of  tears  occu- 
pied the  time  until  her  services  were  required  to 
dress  Flora.  All  the  evil  prognostications  of  serv- 
ants and  tenants  at  Chandos  Manor  must  be  de- 
tailed to  amuse  her  mistress. 

*'  We  made  sure,  miss,  you  was  gone.  Barby 
she  said  'twa'n't  no  way  'ceptin'  to  be  cotched  up 
into  hebben  'long  ob  Gabriel  hisself ;  but,  how- 
Bomdever,  Barney  he  sneak  off  cbery  night  to 
quire  at  de  houses  ef  any  ob  'em  had  seen  or 
heerd  ob  his  young  mistis  ;  but  'twa'n't  no  use. 
Folks  only  axed  all  'bout  it,  en  said  as  how  dey 
knowed  it  would  be  dat  way  ef  Mis'  Melvern  en 
Mr  Oscar  Harvey  set  demselves  down  on  Chandos 
Manor  ;  en  dey  said  fo'sho'  en  certain  you'd  been 
covered  up  in  de  snow  ;  en  wlien  it  melted  in  de 
sun  nobody  hadn't  found  you,"^c]iattered  Hester, 
her  mulatto  face  once  more  smiling  and  happy. 

"Yes,  yes,  the  chere  enfant,  old  Marie  have 
fonnd  her!"  murmured  Marie.  "And  maman 
have  find  her  if  she  bo  cast  away  again." 

"Oh,  maman,  wish  me  lucky  and  happy  this 
time  !"  Flora  said,  the  musical  laugh  tempered  by 
a  half-mournful  pathos;  "because,  if  I  am  cast 
away  again,  no  one  will  ever  find  me — neither 
papa,  nor  Lawrence,  nor  maman." 

**0h,  Missie  Flora,  you  needn't  be  troublin' 
now  !"  eagerly  chimed  in  Hester.  "  Marse  Law- 
rence ain't  no  lamb ;  Marse  Lawrence  don't  hev 
no  foolin'  around  him.  Ef  vou  trus'  in  do  Lord 
en  Marse  Lawrence  dere  ain't  not h in'  top  ob  dis 
yeth  kin  harm  you  in  any  way.  I  knowoi  it 
would  be  so.  1  tole  Barney  3'oung  miss  goin'  to 
be  married,  'cause  I  d renamed  I  seed  a  cofi^.n  wid 
two  people  sittin'  on  it,  en  day  was  all  dressed  in 
black  en  was  a-cryin'— en  dat's  a  weddin'  fo'sho'. 


Oh,  miss,  yon  do  look  sweet  I  I  nebber  did  spec* 
to  see  you  dressed  up  agin  in  blue  en  white  after 
dat  Miss  Dorofy  done  pack  eberyrag  ob  yourn  en 
tote  it  off.  Here's  your  fan,  miss.  Your  color  is 
comin'  back,  en  you  does  look  lubly  !' 

The  beautiful  face  glowed  into  color  ;  the  mag- 
nificent eyes  gleamed  in  their  dusky  depths. 
Hester  shook  out  the  Lice  handkerchief.  Marie 
fastened  the  bouquet  of  cream -colored  roses  on 
the  dainty  corsage.  Both  leaned  over  the  balus- 
trade to  watch  her  sweep  down  the  steps  to  the 
salon  below.  A  vivid  flush  drifted  over  her  fair 
face  as  Flora  entered  the  salon.  Her  limbs  trem- 
bled under  her  strangely.  Siie  stretched  out  her 
hands  in  bewilderment,  and  was  folded  in  her 
father's  arms  and  almost  carried  to  a  faulcuiL 

"Oh,  papa,"  she  gasped,  laughing,  while  the 
luminous  splendor  of  her  eyes  seemed  for  an  in- 
stant dimmed  by  tears,  "I  can  hardly  believe  that 
I  have  you  and  Lawrence  again  !" 

She  raised  the  long  lashes  and  glanced  up  at 
Lawrence  in  appealing  tenderness.  He  did  not 
approach,  but  stood  on  the  rug,  his  back  to  the 
bright  blaze  of  fire.  He  had  never  looked  so  lofiv 
and  grand  to  Flora  as  at  that  moment.  Little 
^Ime.  Broissart  fluttered  up  to  him  with  a  mar- 
guerite in  her  hand,  but  a  world  of  admiration  in 
her  eyes  for  this  handsome,  dominant  man. 

"You  will  bring  Flora  to  dinner,  Mr.  Law- 
rence ;  doctor,  you  must  take  care  of  Colonel 
Chandos ;  and,  last  of  all,  I  myself  must  fall  to 
you,  Mr.  Bland,"  said  the  warm-hearted  dame, 
still  piquant  and  charming  despite  her  sober 
middle  a:re. 

They  were  all  dining  together  again,  Xot  in 
the  great  dining  room  at  Chandos  Manor,  as  of 
yore,  when  toasts  were  quaffed  to  Flora  when  she 
was  seventeen,  when  Chandos  stood  before  the 
earlv  autumn  fire  and  told  them  of  the  fatal  le<r- 
acv,  and  when  ^Irs.  Melvern  had  sneered  at  her 
birth  and  Marion  had  envied  her  engagement  to 
Lawrence.  It  seemed  ages  ago ;  3'et  that  was  the 
early  autumn,  this  the  early  spring.  Bitter  sor- 
rows whitened  the  head  of  Chandos ;  Flora  re- 
turned from  the  edge  of  the  grave.  Lawrence, 
with  his  fearless  laugh,  his  herculean  proportions 
and  handsome^  resolute  aspect,  alone  seemed  un- 
changed. 

The  gentlemen  soon  quitted  the  after-dinner 
wine.  Despite  a  new  dry  sherry  to  be  criticised, 
Lawrence  lingered  only  a  brief  time. 

"My  \larling,  you  are  too  lovely  to  reproach," 
he  said,  abruptly,  as  he  drew  a  seat  close  to 
Flora.  "  But  why  did  you  not  come  to  me  when 
— when  " — his  face  changed  ;  a  shade  of  savagery 
became  perceptible ;  it  taxed  his  temper  to  the 
utmost  to  speak   of  that  dreadful  time — "you 
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were  in  troiiMe  nnd  friendleaa  ?    Diil  joii  fear  my  lionrt  wus  breaking,  ami  von  BaM  yoii  ivoiiM 

tbjit  I  woiilil  tiirii  a^'iiiiist  yoii,  too  ?"  never  forgive  snch  a  lack  of  affection.     Yon  8ai<l 

Floni  Itftcil  Iicr  (lark  cjca  to  his  in  pleading  it,  Lawrence. " 

deprecation.  She  glanced  np  onco  more  with  a  ehndder,  then 

"  Ijawrenco,"  she  said,  in  that  plaintive,  won-  her  oyoa  fell.     A  eecnre  smile  curved  her  lips. 

dcifiil  voice  of  hers,  while  the  cream-tinted  rosea  All  doubt  innst  vanish  forever  under  the  fire  of 

on  her  breast  quivered  and   shook,  "even  if  I  the  deep,  enduring  tenderness  in  his  gaze, 

hoped  you  wonld  forgive  me "  "My  darling,  I  remember  the  selfish,  idle  words. 


"Forgive  joii !"  interrupted  Lawrence.  "My 
darling,  did  you  suppose  that  I  could  fail  yoii  ? 
Did  j^ou  imagine  that  joii  were  not  the  exception 
to  my  creed  for  all  the  rest  of  the  world  ?  Yon 
have  110  part  and  parcel  in  my  dealing  with  oth- 
ers. Yon  are  something  almost  divine  to  me,  my 
love — something  I  hold  dearer  than  life  itself." 

"If  1  had  only  had  courage  to  tell  you,  Law- 
rence, that  day  at  the  jitil !     Ihit  1  could  not; 


FROM   A    PHOTOORAPa. 


They  have  upbraided  me  perpetually  for  their  ut- 
terance since  my  eyes  were  opened  and  1  under- 
stood  the  tortures  racking  your  poor  little  heart. 
I  would  have  given  my  life  gladly  to  unsay  tliem. 
Ah  !  could  anything  but  death  take  you  away 
from  me  ?  I  was  maddened  by  the  restraint 
holding  me  )>otverless  to  protect  you ;  and,"  he 
added,  iu  a  suppressed  tone,  "  but  for  old  Marie 
I  might  have  lost  you  and  gone  wholly  wad." 
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Flora  laid  her  soft^  sknder  fingers  on  his. 

"  Lawrence,  I  love  you  no  more,  no  less,  than 
on  that  day.  I  love  you  with  my  whole  heart,  as 
I  have  ever  loved  yon  ;  and  I  shall  love  you  to  the 
end,  solely  and  entirely.  I  could  not  have  sought 
your  protection  that  terrible  night  when  Mrs. 
Mel  vein  pushed  me  out  in  the  storm  and  the 
door  closed  behind  me.  I  stood  almost  paralyzed 
with  fear.     The  snow  beat  in  my  face,  it  blinded 

my  eyes,  and  the  darkness Oh,  Lawrence, 

do  not  laugh  at  me  !    I  am  such  a  coward  !   And, 
papa,  you  know  what  agonies  of  terror  I  endure. ** 

She  appealed  to  Chandos.  He  came  nearer, 
and  assented  in  stern  silence  to  the  i^logetic  ex- 
planation. No  glint  of  smile  or  laughter  softetM^ 
the  countenance  of  Lai^rence.  The  tmrbaric  look 
settling  over  his  features  ud  tKe  steenike  gfeam 
in  h'm  eyes  were  not  good  to  see^ 

''Ah,  yes!  I  am  such  n  pitiful  coward  I*  die 
went  on,  in  a  tremnloas,  faltering  roice.  ^I 
seemed  afraid  to  scream  ;  it  was  black  and  stormy, 
find  so  bitterly  cold  !  The  snow  drifted  in  treach- 
erous banks.  I  could  not  see  — the  appalling 
darkness  bewildered  me.  I  meant  to  strive  to 
reach  the  cabins.  I  peered  into  the  blackness 
for  the  lights  in  the  cabins.  There  were  none. 
Everywhere  thick,  impenetrable  darkness  met 
me.  It  was  bitterly  ecdd,  and  the  snow  beat — 
beat  always  in  my  face.  I  ran  straight  toward 
the  cabins.  I  screamed  for  Hester.  I  never 
found  the  cabins,  and  no  one  answered.  In  real- 
ity I  did  not  do  either.  In  my  terror  I  must 
iiave  rushed  away  from  the  cabins,  and  the  gale 
drove  my  cries  back  into  my  throat.  I  remember 
that  I  thought  myself  insane.  I  shrieked  for  papa 
and  Lawrence,  and " 

"  My  darling,"  interrupted  Chandos,  drawing 
a  long,  difficult  breath — "  my  darling  little  girl, 
I  cannot  bear  it." 

Lawrence  averted  his  face.  A  deadly,  implaca- 
ble bitterness  had  gradually  frozen  every  trace  of 
human  kindliness  therefrom. 

'*  And  oh,  papa  !"  she  said,  with  a  tearful  smile, 
*'it  was  so  dark,  and  I  am  such  a  coward  !  I 
don't  remember  much — I  don't  know  when  and 
how  I  passed  the  gate  without  seeing  it.  We  had 
probably  left  it  open  when  Barney  drove  through. 
The  snow  seemed  to  cover  my  face  with  an  icy 
sheet.  I  was  panic-stricken.  Terror  of  the  black- 
ness and  storm  overwhelmed  me — I  struggled  to 
rush  forward  as  long  as  possible  ;  but  I  remember 
that  I  stumbled  and  sank  down,  and  somehow 
the  snow  seemed  to  beat — beat  on  my  eyes.  The 
storm  raged  with  a  dull,  distant  roar  like  fhe 
sea.  I  recollect  that  I  hoped  I  might  not  die,  be- 
cause it  would  distress  Lawrence  and  papa.  I 
knew  they  would  [)ity  me  if  the  others  did  not." 


"My  darling! — my  little  darling!"  repeated 
Chandos,  in  a  strained  voice. 

Lawrence  lifted  the  delicate  hand  to  his  lips 
without  a  word.  It  was  too  frail  and  transparent 
for  health.  It  related  its  own  touching  aside  to 
the  stoi*y. 

"Ah,  papa,  memory  fails  me  there.  When  it 
returned  the  day  was  half  gone.  I  was  in  a  farm- 
house, far  away  in  the  next  county.  A  passing 
farm  wagon  had  found  me,  and  the  good  old 
farmer  carried  me  home,  twenty  miles,  to  his  wife. 
Papa,  I  had  but  one  idea — I  had  saved  Lawrence 
bj  telltng  that  jon  Hved.  I  must  save  you  by  go- 
ing to  Mexico  and  warning  jou  of  the  danger. 
The  fxnmtr  and  his  wife  were  -^oor  and  ignorant,. 
hvt  oh,  so  good — BO  good  f 

^•Thcjwere  angels^  my  darling!"  interposed 
Chandos. 

^They  granted  mj  entreaty.  I  started  for 
New  Orleans  that  nighty  vhile  I  had  time,  before 
I  was  too  ill.  My  only  fear  was  that  I  would  rlie 
before  I  reached  Tampico.  But  oh,  papa,  I  ho[ie 
yon  may  never  know  my  despair  when  I  found 
the  steamer  gone,  and  no  other  for  weeks  !  All 
my  strength  left  me — my  brain  seemed  to  reel. 
I  gave  you  up  for  lost,  papa.  My  heart  died. 
You  know  the  rest  —  when  maman  cried  out, 
'Oh,  ma  petite! — ma  castaway!'  Dear,  good 
maman  I  Papa,  I  can  never  tell  it  to  you  again. 
There  is  no  more  of  it  T*  she  murmured,  with  a 
little  sob. 

**I  shall  never  ask  you,* rejoined  Chandos. 

There  is  punishment — nothing  more  than  that,'* 
added  Lawrence,  in  a  grim,  menacing  voice. 

*'No,  no,  Lawrence ;  wo  can  be  happy  without 
that.  Ton  will  not  care  for  that — will  you,  dear  ?" 
urged  Flora,  anxiously.  **  I  shall  never  be  afraid 
again,  and  yon  know  I  am  such  a  pitiful  little 
coward  !    We  will  forget  it  all  now." 

Lawrence  bent  his  head  once  more  over  the 
fragile  hand,  but  gave  no  syllable  in  answer — 
only  pressed  the  soft  fingers  to  his  lips  mechan- 
ically. 

'*  Jfr.  Lawrence,  **  said  Dr.  Broissart,  appear- 
ing just  then  in  the  doorway,  '^it  is  too  shocking 
to  take  you  away  from  mademoiselle,  but  Pierre 
says  a  lady,  beautiful  almost  as  mademoiselle, 
insists  that  she  must  see  you.  She  is  in  the 
library." 

Lawrence  rose  with  visible  reluctance. 

"Some  mistake,  I  rather  expect.  However,  I 
shall  not  be  long  absent," he" said,  carelessly. 

•*Peste  !"  exclaimed  the  host,  as  Lawenco  had 
gone.  "I  quite  forgot  the  card.  Voila,  Pierre, 
give  mademoiselle  the  card.  Mademoiselle  is  too 
beautiful  to  have  one  pang  of  jealousy." 

Flora  lifted  the  card  from  tlio  salver. 
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Apaitied  smile  flitted  oyer  the  exquisite  face  as 
she  read  the  name.  The  name  waa — ''  Mrs.  Oscar 
Harvey."  

CHAPTER   XXL 

IN  THE  OBIFFE8   OF  INFLEXIBLE  DEBTENT. 

Marion  Harvey  was  at  home.  She  had  been 
at  homo  for  two  whole  days,  and  the  quoLsi  do- 
mestic bliss  told  unpleasantly  upon  her  temper. 
She  was  there,  nevertheless,  clad  in  black,  with  a 
black  lace  scarf  over  her  head.  However  strict 
her  seclusion  might  have  been  for  two  entire 
days,  she  meant  to  emerge  from  it  now.  The 
black  lace  sleeves  fell  back  [from  snow-white 
arms.  Her  black  eyes  had  a  glitter  of  suppressed 
ferocity.  The  smooth  cheek,  scarcely  as  round 
as  in  days  of  less  revelry  and  magnificence,  needed 
an  artificial  tint  to  heighten  the  feverish  flush. 
At  her  best  Marlon  never  looked  more  beautiful 
or  more  restless.  Evidently -she  expected  a  vis- 
itor, and  quite  as  plainly  the  visitor  had  no  con- 
sideration for  her  consuming  impatience.  At 
last  he  came,  walking  at  a  leisurely  pace,  smiling 
his  brilliant,  heartless  smile.  They  knew  each 
other,  Cadmus  Hauton  and  his  daughter,  and  in 
all  the  universe  each  would  have  sought  pity 
from  any  source  save  the  other.  Nevertheless, 
another  principle  ruled  their  lives  —  interest. 
Marion  faced  her  father  with  a  swift,  impetuous 
movement. 

**l8  this  all  true  ?*'  she  demanded,  rushing  to 
the  purpose  in  her  mind  without  preliminary  re- 
mark. 

'*  Is  what  true  ?"  carelessly  inquired  Hauton. 

**  Is  it  true  that  Grayfriars  and  all  Oscar's  fort- 
une belongs  to  Lawrence  ?    It  will  ruin  Oscar  1" 

"Yes,"  deliberately  answered  Hauton,  return- 
ing the  gaze  of  her  flaming,  frightened  eyes,  *'  it 
is  all  true.  The  Harveys  received  the  money  and 
suppressed  the  canceled  mortgage.  It  has  come 
to  light.  Coupled  with  his  wild  expenditure,  as 
you  observe,  my  dear,  it  will  ruin  Oscar." 

"  Where  are  the  papers  ?  You  have  them  ! 
You  have  done  this!  It  will  ruin  —  ruin  Os- 
car !"  ejaculated  Marion,  stamping  her  foot  furi- 
ously. "Where  are  they,  I  say  ?  Is  it  too  late 
to  destroy  them  now  ?  Why  could  not  that  fool 
Oscar  tell  me  of  this  ?  I  could  have  secured 
Grayfriars  I  What  is  to  be  dofie  ?  I  am  disgraced 
and  impoverished." 

"Yes,  my  dear," coolly  replied  Hauton.  "But 
Oscar  brought  it  on  himself.  He  was  not  liberal^ 
Marion ;  nor  were  you." 

"I  will  give  you  anything  to  destroy  those 
papers  I"  she  broke  out,  desperately. 

*'You  have  nothing  to  give,"  was  the  curt 
reply. 


"  I  have  if  you  will  save  it  for  me  by  swearing 
that  no  such  papers  existed." 

She  riveted  her  frantic  eyes  upon  him  in  breath- 
less suspense. 

'*  That  would  be  perjury ;  my  conscience  will 
not  permit  it,"  he  answered,  suavely. 

"  Your  conscience !"  she  repeated,  in  bitter 
mockery.  "I  will  pay  you  in  dollars  and  cents 
for  your  conscience !" 

"Thanks;  I  had  a  check  cashed,  a  few  days 
ago,  for  ten  thousand  from  Lawrence." 

She  gave  a  cry  of  sharp  pain.  This  terrible 
downfall  was  almost  death  to  IMarion  Harvey. 
She  must  perforce  surrender  the  wealth  coveted 
so  long,  so  hardly  secured  and  briefly  enjoyed. 
Freezing  smiles  and  chilling  glances  had  already 
pointed  to  overthrow. 

"  Where  is  Harvey  ?"  observed  Hjiuton. 

"I  care  not,"  she  answered,  petulant  in  her 
misery. 

"  He  is  flying  from  the  law  ;  he  is  under  charge 
of  murder  and  fraud,"  informed  Hauton,  in  an 
evil  tone,  nevertheless  smooth  as  Satan.  "He 
has  not  been  heard  of  since  Lawrence  landed, 
three  days  ago.  It  would  be  well  were  he  never 
heard  of  again." 

Marion  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and 
shivered. 

"  Can  nothing  be  done  ?  I  will  give  yon  five 
times  ten  thousand  for  that  canceled  mortgage," 
she  said. 

Not  a  twinge  of  conscience  checked  hep  un- 
scrupulous offer.  Not  a  thougiit  of  dishonor 
marred  his  supreme  satisfaction.  Neither  per- 
ceived anything  in  the  matter  beyond  a  stroke  of 
business.  Hauton  had  the  master  hand  ;  Marion 
only  strove  to  repair  her  own  fatal  blunder. 

"  The  papers  are  in  the  hands  of  Lawrence  and 
bis  lawyer,  beyond  recall,"  answered  Hauton. 
'*  You  overshot  the  mark  this  time,  Marion.  You 
have  winged  your  bird  ;  but,  unluckily,  it  is  Os- 
car. Ah,  well  I  you  must  trust  to  your  wits.  Os- 
car may  turn  up  some  day.  He  can  add  a  post- 
script to  his  career,  you  see,  to  say  that  he  remem- 
bers all  his  sins  and  knows  the  Lord  will  forgive 
them,  and  pass  in  his  checks  to  heaven  at  any 
rate.  He  is  such  a  thoroughgoing  hypocrite ! 
You  can't  say  that  I  did  not  warn  you,"  he 
added,  with  a  brutal  mockery,  as  if  nothing  was 
ever  so  delightful  as  squaring  accounts  with  one 
of  his  own  metal.  They  were  quits  at  last.  Past 
affronts  put  upon  him  were  scored  out.  "And  I 
varn  you  again  that  if  ever  men  fall  into  the 
ill  luck  to  serve  the  Lawrences  a  dastardly  stroke 
they  never  live  long  to  repent  of  it.  A  short 
shrift  and  a  sure  hand — that  is  the  Lawrences; 
and  there's  never  much  talk  when  they  mean 
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donth.  I  roallv  wonder  voii  were  so  infatuutcd 
witli  voiir  clioioo.*' 

*' IiifiitiiJitod  !"  repeated  Marion,  her  hands 
clinched  in  a  paroxysm  of  wild  rage.  **How 
could  I  find  it  possible  to  care  for  a  despicable 
creatnro  like  Oscar  save  as  a  pack  horse  to  bring 
me  wealth  T* 

Han  ton  contemplated  the  ferocious  brightness 
and  fury  of  her  excited  face.  The  pearl-white 
teeth  gleamed  between  the  red  lips.  The  canine 
look  returned  in  savage  viciousness. 

"You  are  like  your  mother,  my  dear  —  yon 
spurn  a  homely  man,"  he  philosophized,  in  tran- 
quil satisfaction. 

"Spurn  him!"  ejaculated  Marion.  "I  hate 
him  !  He  has  tricked  and  deceived  mo.  How 
could  I  know  that  this  estate  was  not  his  ?" 

"By  Jove,  just  what  I  said  half  an  hour  ago, 
my  dear,  when  the  papers  were  handed  me  at  the 
club  !  There  is  so  much  deception  in  this  world  ! 
It  has  not  been  a  week  since  I  cut  Chandos  dead, 
and  now  he  has  come  into  all  his  money ;  but 
how  could  I  know  it  ?"  pathetically  responded 
Hauton,  suppressing  a  yawn. 

"Everything  is  gone.  What  am  I  to  do?' 
asked  Marion,  in  sullen  despair. 

"My  love,  you  must  trust  to  your  wits,"  ob- 
served Hauton,  taking  his  hat  and  gloves.  "  You 
had  better  pack  up  and  slip  away  to  some  obscure 
place  in  Europe.  You  might  see  Chandos  and 
his  daughter,  and  ask  their  intercession  with 
Lawrence.  Women  are  very  effective  intercessors 
when  they  don't  happen  to  be  one's  wife  or 
one's  daughter — then  they  are  immensely  boring. 
And,  by  the  way,  my  love,  I  considered  your  ex- 
cellent advice  given  at  Chandos  Manor — charm- 
ing place — your  sensible  suggestion  of  marriage.  I 
have  decided  to  marry  Lelli  next  month.  Her 
voice  brought  her  a  fortune,  you  know.  I  shall 
be  quite  too  much  engaged  to  see  30U  again. 
Bonsoir !" 

Marion  uttered  a  shrill  scream  of  rage  and  dis- 
appointment. Her  father  whistled  a  lively  air  as 
he  strolled  through  the  garden  of  roses.  Outside, 
a  man  in  a  dark  overcoat  paced  up  and  down  the 
pavement.  Inside,  nothing  escaped  his  keen  scru- 
tiny. This  was  the  policeman  stationed  there  to 
watch  Oscar's  house  for  a  clew  to  Oscar's  where- 
abouts. His  sharp,  searching  glance  traveled 
over  Marion  as  she  hurried  through  the  garden. 
Flinging  herself  into  a  carriage  waiting  at  the 
gate,  she  gave  an  impetuous  order  to  the  coach- 
man. As  the  carriage  rolled  away  from  the  Har- 
vey mansion  the  man  crept  out  from  the  shrub- 
bery and  followed  swiftly.  He  shadowed  every 
turn  of  the  handsome  equipage,  and  noted  every 
movement  of  the  fair  occupant. 


Mnrion  sprang  on  the  pavement  and  rnshed 
into  Dr.  Rroissart's. 

The  man  folded  his  arms  and  leaned  lazily 
iigainst  a  wall  in  the  heavy  shadow  of  the  trees. 
She  meant  to  defraud  Lawrence  if  chance  favored 
the  scheme  ;  failing  that,  Marion  was  there  to  ap- 
])eal  for  mercy.  He  opened  the  library  door,  and 
crossed  the  apartment  before  this  strange  visitant 
gave  any  token  of  recognition.  Weeks  only  had 
elapsed  since  their  last  meeting. 

"  Oh,  Lawrence,'''  she  broke  out,  passionately, 
"  what  am  I  to  do  ?  Lawrence,  spare  Oscar.  Let 
him  go  unpunished,  for  God's  sake  !  Do  not  im- 
poverish and  degrade  me  so  terribly  !  You  will 
bo  rich  and  honored.  Spare  me  utter  poverty, 
Lawrence  I" 

She  besought  him  to  spare  not  Oscar,  but  Os- 
car's money.  Lawrence  rested  his  arm  upon  the 
mantel,  and  met  the  glitter  in  her  black  orbs  with 
a  fire  in  his  scorching  her  very  heart.  He  tow- 
ered above  her  in  relentless  strength. 

"  It  is  too  late,"  was  the  icy  response. 

"Lawrence,"  she  exclaimed,  in  accents  almost 
wooing,  "you  will  make  me  the  wife  of  a  criminal 
and  beggar !" 

"  No,  madam,"  he  answered,  in  the  same  freez- 
ing tone.  "  You  have  made  yourself  the  wife  of 
a  criminal  and  beggar." 

"  Lawrence,  you  will  not  compel  me  to  suffer 
for  his  crimes  !  You  will  spare  me  !  I  hate  him 
— I  always  hated  Oscar  1" 

"I  require  no  atonement  from  you." 

The  answer  came  with  the  same  significant 
brevity.  Lawrence  had  mercy  for  her,  but  he 
was  invulnerable  to  charms  other  men  found  irre- 
sistible. 

Marion  tossed  the  lace  back  from  her  dusky 
hair.  A  sednisante,  wooing  softness  crept  into 
her  eyes. 

Lawrence,  leave  me  my  establishment !"  she 
said,  in  soft,  luring  tones.  "Do  not  break  the 
settlements  Oscar  made  upon  me.  Oh,  Law- 
rence, I  will  love  you  forever  if  you  spare  my  in- 
come !" 

"Thanks,  madam,"  he  returned,  in  frigid  po- 
liteness.    "  The  law  will  decide  your  rights." 

Marion  drew  the  black  lace  over  her  head  and 
receded  a  step.  If  ever  a  savagery,  hard  and  piti- 
less, came  into  any  countenance,  it  was  legible  on 
the  one  fronting  her. 

"Are  you  so  barbarous?"  she  asked,  in  a  low 
tone.   "  Have  you  no  mercy  ?" 

Even  as  she  syllabled  the  words  Marion  knew 
that  the  appeal  was  in  vain.  He  said  that  he  re- 
quired no  atonement  from  her.  She  filled  the 
dire  void  in  her  passion  and  misery.  How  could 
he  have  moFcy  left  in  his  heart  for  Oscar  or  for 
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Oscar's  wife  ?  The  last  line  of  the  tragic  page  was 
yet  untraced.  How  could  Oscar  atone  for  the 
guilty  past  P  Gould  he  restore  the  years  of  toil 
and  deprivation  to  Lawrenee  ?  Could  he  efface 
the  fraud  and  bitterness  from  his  existence  7 
Could  Ottar  0|»dii  the  gravv  nnder  the  flLi-s — the 
grafe  with  the  long,  yellow  sedge  vaTiog  over  it, 
and  a  plain  stoae  slab,  already  gray  and  moldered, 
whereon  were  gra? en  the  words,  **  Raonl  La  Pres, 
Aged  Twenty-three  '^T  Could  be  bid  the  laugh- 
ter-loTing  Frenchnuui  leave  his  lonely  home  to 
take  up  the  broken  song  and  return  to  the  haunts 
of  men  ?  Ah,  no  I  the  crime  lay  in  the  domain 
of  the  {)ast.  The  past  is  immutiJde.  The  atone- 
ment was  in  the  hands  of  the  man  wronged. 
There  was  no  mercy  for  Oscar.  There  had  been 
none  for  Lawren(>9 — none  for  La  Pres.  Marion 
rushed  away  from  him.  She  quitted  the  room  in 
bitter  dis^pointment.  The  door  of  the  salon 
stood  open,  and  Marion  was  desperate.  Crossing 
the  ball,  she  walked  into  the  salau  with  a  swift, 
impetuous  step,  and  stood  before  Flora  and  Chan- 
dos — stood  there  a  suppliant  to  the  woman  she 
had  socMmed. 

^  Flora  r  she  said,  bitterly,  "  ask  Lawrence  to 
spare  me.  Ask  him.  You  can  make  him  spare 
nie.  Ask  him^  for  God's  sake,  not  to  ruin  me 
utterly  V 

;  Flora  paled  a  shade  as  she  went  nearer  to  Mar- 
ion. Through  the  vista  of  trial  and  calamity 
came  a  scene  when  she  herself  asked  a  similar 
boon  of  Marion.  It  started  from  the  arras  before 
her  mental  vision. 
'•  **  Marion,  long  ago-— it  seems  ages— I  said  that 

you  might  have  something  to  ask  of  us " 

<  'VYoQ  need  not  throw  that  in  my  teeth»'*she  in- 
terrupted. *'  I  said  I  would  never  ask  a  favor  of 
you  until  yon  were  richer  than  I  was.  I  have  kept 
my  word.  Gk>d  knows  yoa  coold  leave  me  my 
establishment  and  never  miss  it.  Lawrence  could 
call  off  the  hounds  of  the  law,  and  not  degrade 
me  by  dragging  Oscar  from  hia  hiding  place.  Yoa 
can  ask  him  to  do  this.     He  will  listen  to  yon.'^ 

'^  Marion,  in  the  old,  miserable  days,'' softly 
returned  Flora,  ''you  said  I  could  have  my  re- 
venge by  refusing  any  favor  you  asked.** 

''And  you  will  take  it!  —  you  do  refuser* 
screamed  Marion.  ''And  Colonel  Cbandos  will 
refose,  because  I  called  him  a  swindler  f* 

**  I  do  refuse,'^  asserted  Chandos,  slowly. 

"  Yes,  yes  Y*  she  exclaimed,  with  a  harsh  langk ; 
"yon  have  your  revenge — ^you  are  richer  than  I 
am.  I  have  no  love  for  you,  but  I  wish  now  that 
the  miserable  favor  you  asked  of  me  had  been 
granted.  I  could  have  restrained  Oscar — fool 
and  hypocrite  that  ho  is  !  Yes,  yes,  you  have 
your  revenge  V* 


"  Marion,  I  do  not  refuse.  I  will  go  to  I^w- 
rence  and  implore  him  to  spare  Oscar.  Oh,  Mar- 
ion, do  you  think  I  have  forgotten  the  misery  I 
endared  when  yon  would  not  help  me  ?^ 

A  wild  hope  flashed  into  Marion's  ^es. 

"  CoBM  now.  I  will  not  believe  it  unless  I  see 
it,*'  she  wrged.  "  Come — come  !** 

Flora  walked  straight  to  the  library.  Marion 
followed  in  breathless,  ftrantie  anxiety  lest  this 
last  hope  fail.  Lawrence  stood  jnst  where  she 
had  left  him.  If  possible  his  aqped  was  more  in- 
exorably severe. 

Flora  passed  her  arm  within  his  caressingly. 
She  folded  her  frail,  almost  transparent  hands 
across  bis  sleeve,  and  pressed  her  cheek  to  his 
shoulder.  Marion  watched  her  in  a  hard,  angry 
disdain* 

''  Lawrence,  I  have  said  that  I  would  ask  you 
to  spare  Oscar — will  you  do  it  ?  Oh,  Lawrence, 
you  love  me  ! — for  my  sake,  will  you  do  this  ?"6he 
pleaded,  in  a  low,  plaintive  tone. 

Lawrence  passed  hia  hand  over  the  shining 
golden  head.  He  neither  looked  at  Marion  nor 
heeded  her  presence. 

"  It  is  too  late,  my  little  darling.  Those  mat- 
ters are  not  for  your  ears.    Good  night  "^ 

"  Lawrence,  one  moment !  Dear  Lawrence, '^ 
she  implored,  detaining  him  with  her  fight  touch, 
"  will  you  spare  Oscar  ?  Do  not  ruin  and  dis- 
grace him — for  my  sake  f* 

He  looked  down  on  her,  then  turned  away. 

**  Not  even  for  your  sake  will  I  forego  the  pun- 
ishment of  inquity.     Good  night." 

They  listened  to  the  firm  step  passing  through 
the  hall  and  out  into  the  garden.  Lawrence  had 
gone,  and  Flora  speculated  in  dread  and  anxiety 
where.  What  purpose  was  in  his  mind  she  could 
not  fathom.  Oscar  had  gone,  no  one  cared  whither 
save  the  police  and  Lawrence. 

Marion's  face  whitened.  Her  fury  knew  no 
softening ;  but  this  last  blow  shattered  her  sole 
hope. 

"  You  have  had  your  revenge  V*  she  cried, 
hoarsely.  ''Oh,  that  I  could  have  the  money 
and  the  wisdom  too  !  Oh,  how  I  hate  and  loatlie 
an  the  world  —  everybody,  everybody — and  ycu 
above  all  others  f* 

She  flung  the  door  open  and  ran  at  frantic 
speed  back  to  her  carriage.  It  drove  away  from 
Dr.  Broissart's  door.  The  man  emerged  from 
his  vigil  in  the  shadow,  and  followed  in  its  wake 
to  Oscar's  door.  The  grand  town  house  was  closed 
and  guarded.  The  superb  picture  gallery  and 
the  costly  furniture  were  in  the  hands  of  the 
emissaries  of  the  law.  Creditors  rose  in  myriads. 
Unexpected  transactions  of  questionable  charac- 
ter had  developed  in  odd  localities ;  foolish  spec- 
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nlatiioiib  simply  to  inflate  the  pnblic  estimate  of 
his  wealth  became  apparent.  Each  and  all  waited 
to  grasp  what  Lawrence  might  leave.  Of  the 
friends  and  admirers^  only  a  few  men  had  won- 
dered in  the  last  two  days  how  ''  La  Belle  Mar- 
ion'' looked,  and  whether  she  had  faded  under 
the  wear  and  tear  of  this  spicy  scandal. 


CHAPTEU   XXII. 


▲TONXMENT. 


The  wind  howled  with  the  f nry  of  a  hurricane. 
The  boiling  sea  laslied  the  shoio  and  rolled  its 
white  froth  far  up  on  the  sands. 

A  few  fishermen  from  the  scattered  huts  stood 
back  in  awe.  The  fish  women,  with  faded  shawls 
and  worn  blankets  over  their  heads,  whispered  in 
grewsome  conclave,  and  waited  in  tiie  drifting, 
sheeting  torrents  of  rain,  striving  to  catch  a 
glimpse  df  an  object  only  visible  an  instant  when 
the  fierce  wind  swept  aside  the  rain.  The  masts 
of  a  vessel,  ever  and  anon  riving  the  mist,  were 
the  objects  upon  which  the  practiced  eye  of  mar- 
iner and  mariner's  wife  fixed  in  breathless  horror. 
A  vessel  rolling  and  plunging  in  the  hideous 
trough  of  waters. 

Her  masts  appeared  and  disappeared,  now  driven 
close  to  the  reefs,  now  swept  away  into  dangers  not 
less  appalling. 

A  group  of  men  in  oilskin  coats  and  hats  watched 
the  masts.  Equally  with  the  coast  men  they  dis- 
regarded the  violence  of  the  storm  ;  and  with  the 
coast  men  they  knew  the  vessel  was  doomed.  The 
latter  was  a  foregone  conclusion ;  the  former, 
secondary  to  the  accomplishment  of  their  pur- 
pose 

She  is  a  furriner,  sir — Spaniard,"  one  of  the 
men  replied  to  a  question  from  an  ofiicer  in  the 
group. 

**0f  doubtful  reputation  ?'*  queried  the  officer. 

The  coastman  laughed  ;  then  addcil,  in  a  mean- 
ing tone,  as  a  wild  sea  burst  over  the  rocks  with 
a  roar  of  thunder  : 

**  Her  reputation  be  naught  now,  sir,  whether 
good  or  bad  ;  but  she  be  a  bit  of  a  free  trader  once 
in  awhile." 

The  heavy  fog  thickened  ;  the  rain  dashed  into 
their  faces  as  the  storm  rose  higher. 

A  Satanic  roar  of  the  waters  deafened  human 
ears  to  human  sounds.   Tlie  steady  rays  of  a  light. 
far  out  on  the  sandy  head  hind  still  warned  the 
wrecked  vessel  of  dangers  no  human  skill  might 
8hnn. 

*'  Can  nothing  be  done  ?"  asked  a  deep,  sono- 
rous voice  rising  easily  above  the  gale. 

The  coastnien  shook  their  heads  and  glanced 
significant !y  at  the  shapely  white  hands   of  tLs 


magnificent-looking  gentleman  in  a  suit  of  oil- 
skin. 

**  He  is  only  a  landsman.  What  can  he  or  aTiy- 
body  do  in  a  gale  like  this  ?"  muttered  one  of 
them,  pointing  to  the  boiling  sea. 

"  No,  no,  Mr.  Lawrence ;  there  is  nothing  to 
be  done.  Boat  nor  man  could  never  weather  this 
sea," answered  the  officer. 

Lawrence  glanced  at  the  appalling  mountains 
of  foaming  waves.  Every  sailor  knew  that  they 
were  the  tomb  of  the  hapless  craft  whose  ''repu- 
tation" was  ''naught,"  and  whose  fated  souls 
were  to  perish  in  sight  of  shore. 

"I  can't  see  her,"  the  officer  said,  striving  to 
peer  into  the  enshrouding  gloom. 

"You'll  not  be  like  to  see  her  again,"  replied 
the  sailor. 

Lawrence  fastened  his  hat  firmly.  The  water 
poured  in  streams  down  on  his  broad  shoulders. 
The  gale  and  rain  beat  and  drifted  in  his  face, 
lie  walked  closer  to  the  slippery,  treacherous 
reefs,  venturing  upon  them  with  an  agile  strength 
and  daring  amazing  the  sailor  hard  after  hi  in. 
With  a  roar  of  thunder,  the  seething  waters, 
driven  by  the  hurricane,  broke  over  the  long,  black 
line  stretching  out  to  the  sea.  The  spray  and 
foam  almost  swept  Lawrence  from  his  hold  ;  nev- 
ertheless, he  crawled  seaward  until  the  coastman 
warmed  him  of  further  advance.  He  threw  him- 
self flat  upon  his  face  as  a  frightful  sea  burst  on 
the  reefs. 

Suddenly  something  loomed  through  the  sheets 
of  rain  and  heavy  mists — something  close  to  him, 
flying  past  like  a  noiseless  phantom  ;  a  silent 
spectre,  creeping  up  horribly  close,  and  dashing 
onward. 

"  She's  struck  !"  shouted  the  coastman.  '^Ay, 
sir,  she's  aground  !  She's  gone  !  The  Spaniard's 
gone  !     She's  gone  now  !" 

It  was  true.  The  foreign  sailing  vessel  with 
the  doubtful  reputation  had  gone  down  into  the 
caldron  of  the  Gulf — gone  to  the  bottom — and  the 
waters  roared  over  her  grave  with  a  hellish,  deaf- 
ening sound. 

L^iwrence  crawled  back  over  the  dangerous 
sand  reefs,  and  rejoined  the  group  striding  in 
tlie  forlorn  shelter  of  a  dilapidated  cabiii. 

*'  Ay,  sir,  them  reefs  is  t' devil  hisself.  Many's 
t'  craft  the  hu'icane  has  driv'  abaft  them  reefs,"^ 
commented  the  old  coastman,  following  Law- 
re  nee  into  the  hut.  "  I'se  seen  'em  afore  creep 
up  like  sommat  as  knows  they's  driv'  into  their 
coffin.  Sometimes  it's  ghosts  of  wrecks^  en  some- 
times it's  t'  wrecks  theyselves." 

"  Body  come  ashore  !"  shouted  the  coastmen, 
rushing  by. 

"Only  one  of  the  crew," the  officer  said.  In  a 
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tone  of  disappointment^  standing  off  so  that  the 
women  might  revive  the  swarthy  stranger. 

'*  There's  no  chance  for  him,  poor  soul  V  mur- 
mured one  of  tliem,  while  she  straightened  the 
dead  man's  limbs. 

Then  another  and  another  of  the  wrecked  crew 
reached  the  shore — all  too  late.  Darkness  fell 
over  the  lonely  coast  and  shut  off  all  save  tlie 
gleam  of  the  light  on  the  banks,  when  one  more 
tempest-torn  body  washed  on  the  sands. 

'*  This  one  is  not  gone/'  they  said. 

Instantly  kind  hands  pressed  forward  to  help 
the  feeble  flicker  of  waning  vitality. 

**  He's  none  of  the  crew — he's  a  stranger,"  ob- 
served a  coast  man. 

**  And  not  naturally  dark,"  added  the  officer, 
placing  a  lantern  on  a  window  sill  at  the  head  of 
the  rude  couch. 

The  light  fell  on  the  cold,  wet  face  while  the 
officer  of  the  law  bent  over  and  scanned  the  rigid 
features. 

"  This  man  is  disguised,  and  this  man  is  our 
man." 

He  pointed  to  the  dark  line  around  the  throat, 
under  the  rough  collar,  where  the  staining  of  a 
naturally  sallow  skin  abruptly  ended.  Ho  re- 
moved a  dark-red  wig  from  over  closely  shaven 
black  hair. 

Despite  the  rough  disguise  the  face  of  the  man 
was  eiisily  recognizable.  They  looked  at  him 
moodily.  They  identiGed  him  angrily.  Oscar 
Harvey  had  cheated  them  of  their  reward  for  his 
capture. 

'•  He  still  lives,  but  one  can  scarcely  hope  that 
he  will  recover,"  Lawrence  said,  a  faint  pity  in  his 
voice.  Pity  for  the  criminal  cast  off  by  friends, 
hunted  by  the  law,  and  abandoned  by  all  the 
world  save  the  city  detectives  and  human  retri- 
bution. 

The  night  wore  on.  Lawrence  still  sat  before 
the  fire.  Sailors  and  coastmen  sought  to  revive 
Oscar's  wretched  life.  The  minions  of  the  law 
watched  him  hungrily.  No  friendly  eyes  noted 
his  heavy  breathing.  He  was  a  criminal.  Atone- 
ment was  what  they  required.  AVhether  he  per- 
ished in  the  storm  or  suffered  the  penalty  of  out- 
raged justice,  his  life  must  atone  for  his  crimes. 
A  half-conscious  moan  at  last  broke  from  his  lips 
as  he  moved  uneasily. 

"  Marion !"  fell,  in  a  feeble  voice,  on  the 
gloomy  silence  of  the  smoky  hut. 

"  Did  you  send  the  dispatch  to  his  wife  ?" 
asked  Lawrence  of  one  of  the  detectives. 

*' Hours  ago,  sir,  the  man  went  to  the  nearest 
station.  He  has  just  returned.  Here  is  her  re- 
ply. She  declines  to  come,  or  have  anything  to 
do  with  his  affairs,  altkough  I  told  her  he  was 


dying.  She  begs  to  be  informed  immediately  of 
his  death,"  answered  the  other,  putting  the  dis- 
patch in  Lawrence's  hand. 

**  Marion  !"  repeated  Oscar. 

His  eyes  unclosed.  They  traveled  over  the 
faces  around  his  bed — traveled  on  until  they 
rested  upon  Lawrence. 

"  My  God  !  It  is  Lawrence !"  he  cried  out 
with  a  shrill  scream  of  horror.  The  blood  trickled 
in  a  little  stream  from  his  lips.  He  sank  back 
helplessly,  watching  Lawrence,  the  Nemesis  who 
had  overtaken  him  at  life's  finality.  The  men 
moved  away.  The  women,  with  that  shrill 
scream  in  their  ears,  retreated.  Lawrence  ap- 
jiroached  his  old  enemy  once  more. 

**  Oscar,"  he  said,  slowly,,  "you  are  dying. 
There  is  no  hope  for  you.  A  half-hour  seems  the 
utmost  you  can  live.  This  is  no  time  for  bitter- 
ness and  too  late  for  terror  I  am  not  a  good 
man  myself,  but  I  am  mindful  that  when  a  man 
comes  to  die  he  has  some  desire  to  make  his  peace 
with  the  God  who  is  to  judge  him." 

Oscar's  terror-stricken  eyes  fastened  themselves 
upon  Lawrence.  He  had  dreaded  him  in  life; 
he  hung  upon  his  every  word  in  death. 

*'  Is  it  all  over,  Lawrence  ?"  he  questioned,  a 
curious  relief  in  the  tone. 

"  There  is  no  chance  of  life,"  was  the  brief  re- 
sponse. 

"Marion  ?"  slowly  interrogated  the  dying  man, 
not  once  removing  his  spellbound  gaze. 

"I  have  telegraphed  her,"  replied  his  enemy, 
in  merciful  evasion. 

"  She  Will  not  care !"  he  burst  out,  in  high, 
thin  tones.  "She  does  not  care  for  me.  Marion 
wants  only  my  money — solely  that.  Lawrence," 
he  ejaculated,  catching  his  arm,  "I  did  move  the 
rock.  I  dislodged  the  spur.  I  flooded  Shaft 
No.  2.  They  have  all  deserted  me,  but  I  care 
nothing  for  it.  Life  is  over  for  me.  I  could  havo 
lived  on  and  been  happy  if  they  had  not  played 
mo  false." 

'•'  You  had  best  regret  that  you  ever  committed 
your  crimes,  not  that  your  accomplice  betrayed 
you,"  sternly  reminded  Lawrence. 

"  Yes,  yes.  Hauton  sold  you  the  papers.  Ho 
meant  to  ruin  me,  and  I  thought  to  stop  it,"  ram- 
bled Oscar,  declining  swiftly.  "  I  was  a  fool  not 
to  give  his  price.  Y'^ou  would  have  killed  me — I 
knew  that.  And  now  I  have  lost  all — character 
and  fortune.  Marion  will  have  nothing — ^she  has 
spent  it  and  I  have  spent  it.  I  thought  we  would 
have  old  Melvern's  money.  Gray  friars  is  yours. 
I  believed  I  had  burned  the  papers.  We  kept  the 
money  and  the  place.  Help  me  !"  he  cried  out, 
loudly.     "  I  am  dying  !" 

Oscai''8  eyes    still  watched   Lawrence.     Turn 


THE  SILVER   SHAFTS. 


4>}] 


wliere  he  would,  tliose  eyes  never  diverget)  from  ftnd   taki!  ymir  futl)er's  Iioiisc,   for  God's  saku ! 

iheir  intense,  magnetized  gnze.  Oli.  who  will  Jielp  ino  ?     Marion  !  Marion  ! ' 

Tlie  criminnl's  cliitcli  tiglitened  deaperately  on        TIev  name,  sylliiblcd  in  a  last  shriek  of  pain, 

the  arm  of  hia  bitter  enemy,  and  his  lips  moved  echncd  on  tlio  stormy  niglit  above  the  roar  of  the 

convulsively.  Gnlt.     Oscar  wjia  dead.     The  great  fortune  ac- 
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"I  have   wronged  you.     God  Almighty  save  cumulated  by  two  generations  ol  fraud  and  in- 

1110 1     I  am  sorry  for  it."  iqaity,  culminating  iu  deadly  ciime,  barely  yielded 

Doth   hands   closed   in   convulsive  grip   npon  its  last  owner  a  wretched  concli.   A  rough  blanket 

Lawrence's  arm.     The   fascinated   watch    never  pillowed  his  head  ;  rougher  hands  gave  liim  liiial 

wavered.     He  would  die  with  those  frantic  eyes  service,     Kobody  mouincd  or  pitied  a  man  whose 

riveted  upoD  Lawrence.  sole  claim  to  respectability  bad  melted  with  an 

"Hide  me  here,  without  name  or  headstone,  income  once  inflated  to  bixty  thousand  a  year. 
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Lawrence  looked  down  on  his  bitter  foe,  and  per- 
haps that  was  the  sole  kindly  glance  cast  upon 
the  dead  criminal.  The  coastraen  regarded  him 
as  something  uncanny,  and  longed  to  harry  him 
into  the  grave.  Superstitions  old  wives  shunned 
the  dead  man,  and  averred  that  he  could  never 
rest  in  peace  where  human  hands  might  lay  him. 
The  detectives  replied  to  Marion's  significant  in- 
<iniry,  "  Is  he  alive  V  by  one  word,  *'  Dead  1** 

Hautou  declined  any  **  interference,"  as  he 
termed  it,  in  the  affairs  of  his  son-in-law. 

'*  Harvey  was  always  an  observer  of  propriety,** 
he  said,  afterward;  "and  nothing  coald  have 
been  more  considerate  or  diplomatic  than  to  die 
without  any  public  exposure.  The  world  may 
now  always  doubt  his  guilt/^ 

The  night  succeeding  the  great  storm  was  calm 
and  moonlit.  The  coastmen  carried  the  hastily 
constructed  bier  to  a  remote  clump  of  trees,  and 
lowered  the  ci-devani  millionaire  into  his  last  rest- 
ing place.  Beyond  the  bafiSed  detectives,  nobody 
cared  whom  they  consigned  to  the  commonest  of 
nil  destinies  on  the  coast,  an  unrecorded  grave. 
'i'here  were  other  graves,  under  the  firs  at  the 
Crevasse,  with  fresh  young  blades  of  grass  start- 
ing upon  them.  The  long,  jellow  sedge  had 
fallen  away  from  a  sad  record — ''Raoul  La  Pres, 
Aged  Twenty-three.* 

Society  effaced  Oscar's  name  f rooi  its  books, 
his  memory  fifom  its  mind,  with  a  bitter,  scorn- 
ful sneer.    Whether  it  be  beggar  or  millionaire, 

slayer  or  slain,  we  will  say,  "  God's  rest  be  his.* 

*  *  j  •   .         •  »'  ♦ 

There  was  a  quiet  wedding  one  morning  in  the 
pretty  salon  of  Dr.  Broissart.  Lawrence  was 
minded  to  risk  no  further  delay,  and  Chandos 
reared  no  obstacles  this  time.  Old  Marie;  far 
less  withered  and  aged  in  appearance,  was  flanked 
on  either  side  by  pretty  Amina  and  soft-eyed 
Ilosine  and  the  '' pickanins.*  Ifr.  Bland  was 
there,  beside  Chandos,  and  when  Church  axid 
State  had  welded  the  bond  which  ^  mo  naaii  should 
put  asunder  "  the  lawyer  offered  a  casket  to  Flora, 
along  with  his  tender  wishes  for  happiness. 

'*They  are  your  old  friends,  dear  child,*  he 
said. 

''  Did  you  suppose  I  would  suffer  any  snch  sac- 
rifice from  you,  my  darling  ?**  whispered  Law- 
rence as  Flora  raised  tlie  lid  and  revealed  her 
jewels,  just  as  she  had  pac^ked  them  that  misera- 
ble day  when  her  heart  ached  to  breaking  and 
Lawrence  was  in  dire  peril. 

*  «  l|C  ||C  )|t  41 

However  bleak  and  calamitous  the  winter  had 
biuMi,  it  was  gone  now.     The  great  oaks  at  Chan- 


dos Manor  waved  their  gleaming  leaves  in  the 
summer  sun.  The  shrubbery  bloomed  in  beauty 
under  the  hand  of  the  old  gardener. 

Housekeeper  and  steward  were  restored  to  their 
accustomed  places.  Chandos  was  there,  no  longer 
the  ex-Pacific  speculator  bent  on  new  ventures, 
but  calmly  happy,  the  same  pleasant  companion 
and  ciiarming  host. 

Flora  and  Lawrence  were  there.  Lawrence  re- 
fused to  occupy  his  fine  old  Grayfriars  until  thor- 
oughly freed  of  the  pollution  of  its  last  occupant 
— until  the  atmosphere  of  perfidy  and  crime  had 
removed  its  taint.  Flora,  in  fleecy  white  robes,  as 
of  yore,  flitted  about  the  great  mansion,  making 
it  alight  with  the  sunshine  of  her  presence.  She 
was  a  matron  of  wonderful  childish  beauty.  A 
matron  neither  very  sober  nor  staid,  seeing  she  was 
scarcely  eighteen,  but  always  a  matron  tender  and 
loving.  Her  merry,  musical  laughter  echoed 
through  the  beantiful  hall  and  the  spacious  rooms 
until ''Maman  Marie ''would  langh  to  herself  and 
say,  *' Ah,  ma  petite  have  took  heart  again  V* 

Lawrence  did  not  fail  of  his  promise  to  Barney. 
He  '' remeunbered '^  him  to  such  good  purpose 
that  a  universal  merrymaking  was  held  in  honor 
of  Barney^s  marriage  to  Hester.  No  cabin  on 
the  manor  estate  is  so  tidv  and  tasteful  as  Bar- 
ney's ;  and  he  has  a  deed  of  gift  for  that  same 
cabin  and  twenty  acres  of  land  around  it. 

The  Silver  Shafts  are  still  a  stirring,  dangerous 
locality,  and  despite  the  gaseous  odors  and  be- 
griming clouds  of  blaek  eotl  dust  might  be  termed 
'^Sflver  Shafts  **  witK  &  thousandfold  more  of 
realityrnow  tiian  when  they  sought  the  imaginary 
vein  of  ore* 

Mrs.  lilelvem  perforce  obeyed  the  grim  sum- 
mons, all  too  soon  for  her.  By  her  will  Marion 
fell  heir  to  the  carefully  hoarded  little  property. 
'^I  also  bequeath  to  my  niece  Marion,^' tliis  re- 
markable document  stated,  ''Sister  Motella's 
linen  dieets^and  Sister  Sarah's  best  linen  pillow- 
cases. I  desire  that  she  will  not  use  thcin  in 
any  way.  I  have  saved  them  for  fifty- five  years 
in  the  same  corner  of  my  black  trunk.  Cotton 
sheets  were  always  good  enough  for  me.'* 

Tiio  small  estate  was  sold.  V/hether  or  not  tiio 
bequest  served  to  bring  Marion  happiness,  no  one 
knew.  They  never  heard  of  her  again.  A  mod- 
erate stipend  allowed  by  Chandos  was  drawn  with 
prompt  regularity.  The  demand  suddenly  ceased. 
The  bankers  wrote  and  advertised.  Letter  and 
advertisement  received  no  answer.  The  woman 
once  called  **La  Belle*'  left  neither  trace  nor 
footfall.  In  the  gray,  chill  haze  of  obscurity  and 
oblivion  Marion  had  vanished. 


THB    END. 
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THE   HARBOR   OF   REFUGE." 

{Painted  fy  Frtd  Walker^  A,R  A) 

Ly  J     W.    NOKTH. 


This  picture  (see  next  page)  acquired  lately  by 
the  British  nation  is,  I  thinks  the  most  complete 
of  Walker's  oil  pictures;  it  has  great  strength 
and  beauty  of  coliiTy  and  is  equal  in  noble  coucep- 
tion  to  any.  Its  system  of  coloring  may  well  be 
compared  and  contrasted  with  that  of  his  ''  Va- 
grantSy''  for  some  years  past  in  the  National  Qal- 
iery»  which  will  appear  by  comparison  poor  and 
superficial  in  this  respect.  The  glow  and  richness 
of  color  so  perceptible  iu  **  The  Uarber  of  Ref* 
iigo ''  is  no  accident,  but  is  tlie  intentional  result 
of  intelligent  underpainting ;  tliis  glow  will  in- 
crease in  cliarm  with  age,  and  the  picture  might 
even  stand  direct  comparison  with  the  ''  Bacchus 
and  Ariadne'* —  Wt  '* The  Vagrauts,**  in  this  re* 
spect,  never. 

We  must  speak  of  color  when  we  criticise  a  pict- 
lire,  bat  unf<Nrtusatel?  it  is  the  eieoMnt  most 
difficult  to  describe,  most  impossible  to  suggest  to 
tliose  without  intuitire  love  of  iU  In  the  en- 
deavor one  is  forced  to  fall  back  upon  mere  asseiv 
tion  (which  is  hateful),  or  upon  a  reference  to 
the  work  of  some  great  acknowledged  colorist  and 
make  comparison  with  that.  Yet  this  may  be  ua- 
fair,  and  may  be  especially  so  to  tlie  most  original 
man ;  for  color  is  infinite,  the  variety  of  harmony 
and  contrast  inexhanstible.  If  one  really  dri%hts 
in  color  irrespective  of  other  qualities — in  the 
''Bacchus  and  Ariadue"  of  Titian,  the  '<St. 
Oeorgo"  of  Tintoret,  tlie  *'  Ulysses*'  of  Turner, 
the  /'  Alexander ''  of  Ver^Miese — he  may  be  grate- 
ful for  a  sense  capable  of  exquisite  gratification 
wit^iout  alloy — a  sense  not  too  common,  be  it  ob- 
served, or  we  should  not  find  intelligent  and  sin* 
cere  men  writing  of  William  Hunt  without  appre- 
ciation of  his  feeling  for  color,  and  pcaisifig  for 
tiiat  quality  the  curious  and  pretentions  falsity  ^ 
Ilobbema  or  Rnysdael's  birch  broom  dippe'  in 
wiiitewash  waterfalls  backed  by  tin  fir  trees. 

The  landscape  setting  of  Walker's  picture  is 
only  slightly  altered  from  its  original)  the  alms- 
houses at  Bray,  near  Windsor).  I  rem«mber  his 
saying  that  the  door  on  the  left  by  the  black  cat 
was  that  iu  and  out  of  which  bis  picture  went. 
^i'he  main  liberty  taken  is  tlie  imaginary  terrace 
and  the  shifting  of  the  little  belfry  to  one  side  ef 
the  roof.  The  little  man  in  black  with  his  hands 
on  his  knees  pleased  the  painter  much  ;  he  had  a 
whimsical  notion  that  ho  miglit  himself  become 
just  such  a  little  figure  in  old  age.  The  statue 
introduced  (studied  from  one  of  Charles  IL  for- 


merly in  Soho  Square)  was  a  happy  afterthought ; 
but  it  is  scarcely  correct  to  say  this,  for  all  the 
more  important  of  Walker's  pictures  were  the 
outcome  of  long  consideration,  the  original  idea, 
the  centre  subject,  being  turned  over  and  over  in 
his  bi-aiu,  forming  itself  very  gradually  as  a  rule 
into  a  complete  pictorial  dream.  When  it  was 
sufficiently  clear  in  his  brain  he  would  go  to  nat- 
ure direct,  with  an  absolutely  o})en  mind  as  to 
receiving  suggestions  from  fact  which  he  would 
thresh  and  winnow  upon  his  actual  canvas  until 
he  fairly  satisfied  himself  tiiat  all  was  pictorially 
harmonious,  aud  yet  told  the  story  with  which 
he  started.  A  very  rapid  worker  from  nature, 
he  yet  spent  much  time  u[K>n  his  pictures,  de- 
stroying by  razor  aud  benzine  without  hesitation 
the  work  of  months  when  he  was  dissatisfied  with 
the  resolL 

Walker  did  not  invent  out-of-door  painting, 
but  no  man  more  honestly  worked  iu  open  air, 
more  determinedly,  more  appreciatively.  I  have 
known  him  working  under  circumstances  of  phys- 
ical discomfort  which  would  have  made  painting 
impossible  to  most  men.  On  '^The  Plow,"  for 
instance,  he  worked  some  windy  days  with  the 
canvas  lying  on  the  uneven  earth,  with  great 
stones  aud  lumps  of  wood  on  its  corners  to  keep 
it  steady*  Once  it  was  carried  into  the  stream 
which  is  its  foreground  by  an  extra-strong  blast, 
and  floated  down  sooe  way — luckily,  face  up. 
This  lie  took  very  Calmly,  saying,  **  I  have  no- 
ticed that  unfinished  pictures  never  come  to  harm 
from  accidents.'' 

The  title,  '*The  Harbor  of  Refuge,"  a  singu- 
larly good  one,  was  suggested  to  the  painter  by 
Mr.  John  IL  Clayton,  of  Clayton  aud  Bell. 

There  is  a  curious  appearance  of  failure  to 
carry  through  the  intention  of  the  young  woman's 
face  in  this  picture.  It  is  impossible  to  me  to 
believe  that  this  arises  from  want  of  power  of 
drawing — rather,  I  think,  from  au  ideal  in  the 
painter's  heart  beyond  his  power  completely  to 
expreas. 

Strange  as  it  ia,  I  fancy  that  an  actually 
bettier  drawn  and  painted  face  of  more  ordinary 
character  is  difficult  to  imagine  in  its  place 
without  the  poetry  of  the  picture  suffering. 
What  is  i)oetry  ?  Is  it  not  au  unxntenixonal  em- 
phasis or  exaggeration  of  some  part  of  a  subject 
which  appeals  to  our  finite  capacities  more  than 
the  whole  ?" 
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Just  before  tlio  raising  of  tlio  curtain,  wliilc 
tlio  orclieRtra  ia  yet  blaring  ont  its  nieOlcy  of 
popular  airs,  n  party  composed  of  two  elegantly 
dressed  vomen  and  two  distingiiislied- looking 
men,  in  faultless  evening  attire,  t»ke  their  plocGs 
ill  the  box  to  the  left  of  the  stage,  and  immedi- 
ately become  tlio  cyuosnre  of  all  eyea. 

The  older  woman,  in  rich  velvet  gown  and  bon- 
net, with  blazing  jewels  at  her  ears  and  throat, 
and  her  soldierly-looking,  gray-haired  cavalier, 
occupy  seats  a  little  in  the  background.  The 
young  girl  sits  well  forward,  facing  the  stage, 
while  her  handsome  escort  settles  himself  oppo- 
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site  to  her,  and,  after  a  few  light  words,  torns  toi 
survey  tho  honse,  and  carelessly  scans  those  faces 
ill  tho  parquet  still  upturned  toward  the  box. 

Suddenly,  as  hia  eyes  meet  those  of  a  black- 
robed  wonitin  among  the  audience  at  some  dis- 
tance away,  he  starts,  and  a  wave  of  nuusual 
color  sweeps  over  lii3  marblelike  face.  It  is  but 
for  a  moment.  Tlicit  her  eyes  droop,  and  his 
tarn  back— as  if  by  an  effort— to  tho  smiling, 
youthful  face  at  liia  side.  lie  changes  his  posi- 
tion slightly,  aud  with  one  hand  resting  upon  the 
back  of  his  companion's  chair  he  bends  forward 
a  little  and  speaks  to  her  agaiu. 
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The  curtain  rises.  And  then^  while  the  eyes  of 
Mrs.  MayOy  the  colonel  and  Marion  aro  on  the 
stage,  watching  the  progress  of  the  comedj,  those 
of  Marcus  Waring  look  back  upon  tliia  traj^edy  of 
the  past. 

It  began  with  the  old,  old  story  of  a  boy'ii  first 
passionate  love.  The  scene  was  a  quiet  country 
town  on  the  bank  of  a  beantiful  river,  where 
Waring  had  spent  two  of  his  infrequent  holi- 
days. 

Ho  had  met  her  first  upon  the  river,  and  had 
been  able  to  render  the  yon ug  girl  some  trifling 
assistance  in  replacing  a  broken  oarlock.  They 
had  met  again  on  the  chnrch  porch,  where  Ver- 
non shyly  had  introduced  him  to  her  motlier. 

They  had  chanced  to  meet,  here  and  there,  so 
often  after  that — and  it  was  chance  upon  Vernon's 
part — that  before  his  brief  holiday  was  over  ho 
had  given  his  heart  into  her  keeping,  and  had 
gone  away  at  last  with  a  firm  resolve  to  win  fame 
and  fortune  for  her  dear  sake. 

He  was  only  a  young  reporter  then  for  one  of 
the  daily  papers.  And  bis  first  holiday  in  this 
quiet  place  was  the  result  of  a  blow  OJi  the  head 
which  he  had  received  from  a  ruffian  who  had 
discovered  him  listening  at  the  keyhole  of  a  room 
where  a  band  of  agitators  were  holding  their 
secret  meeting. 

His  hurt  had  not  been  serious,  but  the  phy- 
sician had  ordered  him  a  period  of  entire  rest ; 
and  he  had  chosen  this  particular  plaoo  because 
of  the  beauty  of  its  river,  and  also  on  account  of 
its  moderate  rates  of  board. 

When  he  went  back  to  the  city  it  was  as  one 
inspired  by  a  great  courage  and  a  new  liope.  Ho 
had  said  no  word  of  his  love  to  her  as  yet,  but 
Vernon  knew.  And  it  was  her  part  to  wait  and 
hope  and  dream,  until, summer  came  again  and 
brought  him  back  to  her. 

Then  their  daily  meetings  recommenced,  but 
now  chance  had  no  part  in  them.  In  the  morn- 
ing they  were  together  under  the  birches  ;  in  the 
afternoon,  upon  the  river ;  in  the  twilight,  upon 
the  vine-canopied  veranda  of  Vernon's  home, 
where  her  mother  sat  near  them  and  dozed,  or 
dreamed  of  her  own  long-past  youth. 

Vernon  had  become  his  inspiration.  Ho  was 
writing  his  first  novel,  and  building  high  hopes 
upon  it.  It  was  audacious  for  a  first  attempt, 
but  he'  had  served  a  long  apprenticeship  on  the 
newspapers>  and  he  felt  that  his  wings  were 
strong  enough  now  for  a  liigher  flight.  Straight 
from  Vernon's  side  he  would  go  back  to  his  room 
and  write  far  on  into  the  night.  And  the  next 
morning,  when  he  coolly  and  impartially  read 
over  whs^  he  had  written,  his  critical  judgment 
told  him  that  it  was  good. 


And  Vomon  believed  in  him  fully — ^believed  in 
his  talent  and  in  his  future. 

Suddenly  he  was  recalled  to  town.  Ho  would 
return  in  a  week,  he  told  her ;  but  in  three  days 
he  was  back  again. 

It  was  afternoon.  Would  he  find  her  under 
the  birches  or  on  the  river  P  He  would  go  to  the 
birches  first 

Vernon,  indeed,  was  there ;  but  she  was  not 
alone.  A  man  was  sitting  beside  her ;  Waring 
could  not  see  liia  face,  but  she  was  talking  ear- 
nestly to  him,  and  now  and  again  laid  her  hand 
upon  liis  arm  and  looked  into  his  face  with  an 
appealing,  wistful  look  that  was  wholly  new  to 
Waring. 

At  length  the  man  arose,  and  as  ho  turned 
Waring  recognized  him  as  a  follow  reporter  of 
several  years  before,  turned  off,  at  last,  for  his 
dissipated  liabits  ;  after  which,  falling  lower  and 
lower,  ho  had  become  a  horse  jockey  and  a  com- 
mon swindler.  Why,  it  was  only  the  day  before, 
in  town,  that  he  had  chanced  to  hear  him  spoken 
of,  for  the  first  time  in  many  months,  in  connec- 
tion witli  a  bold  attempt  to  rob  an  express  com- 
pany. And  there  was  even  now  a  warrant  out 
for  his  arrest. 

IIow  came  Vernon  to  know  such  a  fellov/? 

Just  tlien  the  man  suddenly  bent  forward  and 
kissed  her  upon  the  lips. 

Many  a  time  had  Waring  longed  to  do  the 
same,  and  never  had  dared  take  such  a  liberty ! 
Wei'o  those  lips  he  had  thought  so  pure  and 
sacred  such  common  property,  then  ? 

Mad  with  jealousy,  auger,  indignation,  ho  broke 
through  the  intervening  bushes,  but  when  he 
reached  Vernon's  side  she  was  alone. 

There  was  no  glad  light,  such  as.sho  was  wont  to 
welcome  him  with,  in  her  eyes  as  she  turned  and 
saw  him.  There  was  nothing  save  pain  and  con- 
fusion and  trouble. 

"  So,"  ho  said,  bitterly,  for  his  own  intense  suf- 
fering made  him  unkind,  "you  were  not  exi)ect- 
ing  me  back  so  soon  !  And  during  my  absence 
you  liavo  chosen  a  worthy  substitute !" 

"  Mark !" 

''Perhaps  you  do  not  know  what  that  man 
really  is,"  ho  went  on,  roughly.  "He  began  life 
with  a  good-enough  start,  some  years  ago ;  but, 
drunkard,  trifler,  swiiidler,  he  fell  lower  and 
lower,  until  now  there  is  a  warrant  out  for  his 
arrest  !" 

Vernon  had  grown  very  white,  but  there  shone 
a  light  through  her  suffering  eyes  which  he  had 
never  seen  in  them  before. 

''Even  though  that  is  true,  I  still  remember 
that  he  was  good  once.  And  even  now  he  is  not 
all  bad !" 
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"  Vernon  P  lie  cried  out,  madly,  then,  ^'he  is 
not  fit.  for  yon  to  speak  of,  let  alone  to  speak 
with  ;  and  to  let  hioi  kiss  you — as  I  saw  him  do 
— why,  his  very  touch  is  pollution  I  I  love  you, 
•Vernon — you  know  it !  I  want  you  to  be  my  wife. 
I  am  working  for  you,  thinking  of  you  every  mo- 
ment of  my  life ;  but  now  you  must  choose  be^ 
twcen  us — between  that  man  and  mo  P 
.    Her  face  became  whiter  still. 

''I  have  chosen, '^  she  said,  at  last,  in  a  low, 
strange  voice.  "I  ought  to  have  known — it  was 
folly,  it  was  madness ;  but  oh,  it  was  so  sweet ! 
I  can  never  give  him  up  !'' 

**  Vernon,  Vex-non,  what  are  you  saying  ?  Think 
well  what  you  are  doing — what  you  are  forcing 
me  to  think  !     Say  anything  rather  than  that  V* 

**It  is  my  last  word,*'  she  said,  very  quietly. 
"  Farewell  !" 

He  stood  staring  at  her  in  silence  for  a  mo- 
ment ;  then,  catching  her  to  his  breast,  he  kissed 
her  passionately  again  and  again.  At  last  he 
flung  himself  away  and  turned  and  left  her,  with- 
out one  backward  glance. 

Back  to  liis  room  he  went,  and  thrust  his  few 
belongings  into  his  trunk  Avith  nervous,  rapid 
hands.  He  must  get  iiway  from  all  this,  and  at 
once ! 

On  the  table  by  the  window  lay  his  writing  ma- 
terials, and  the  scattered  MS.  sheets  of  his  novel. 
Here  he  paused.  It  was  completed  except  for  the 
final  chapter,  and  over  this  Vernon  and  he  had 
had  many  a  long  discussion.  She  had  wanted  a 
happy  denoiienieni  to  this,  his  **  firat  great  work  " ; 
while  he  had  claimed  that  a  tragic  ending  would 
be  more .  artistic,  and  more  in  keeping  with  the 
motive  of  the  story.  So  it  had  stood  during  the 
past  few  happy  weeks,  but  now  there  could  bo  no 
farther  question  ! 

Vernon  had  been  his  inspiration  throughout  all 
his  work — she  was  his  inspiration  still.  He  seized 
the  pen  and  began  to  write.  He  had  never  been 
gifted  with  such  power  before.  He  wrote  on  and 
on.  It  was  long  past  midnight  when  he  threw 
down  the  pen  at  last,  and  his  book  was  ended. 
^  He  had  eaten  nothing  since  noon.  He  was  ut- 
terly worn  out  and  exhausted,  but  though  he 
tlirew  himself  upon  his  bed  he  could  not  sleep. 
He  would  get  away  by  the  earliest  train,  so  he 
was  up  and  ready  when  he  heard  the  first  faint 
sounds  of  life  through  the  silent  house.  But  he 
had  not  spoken  the  night  before  of  his  departure, 
and  there  was  no  early  breakfast  ready. 

He  said  it  was  of  no  consequence,  that  he  really 
could  not  eat.  He  took  a  glass  of  water,  paid  his 
bill,  and  found  a  farm  hand  to  wheel  his  trunk  to 
the  station. 

:  The  train  caine  thundering  down  the  iron  rails 


in  a  way  which  made  him  shudder.  He  tmlled 
to  think  how  his  nerves  had  given  way.  On 
board  was  a  man  he  knew  ;  but '  though  he  sat 
down  beside  him  he  could  not  talk. 

The  train  rushed  on  till  it  rounded  a  sudden 
curve  where  the  steep  rocky  walls  made  an  abrupt 
change  in  the  river's  course.  There  was  a  short, 
sharp  shriek  from  the  engine  then,  an  ugly  thrill, 
a  sudden  stop,  and  the  passengers  rose  to  their 
feet. 

"An  accident — some  one  run  over,"  they  said. 

Waring  and  his  companion  left  the  car  with 
the  others,  and  walked  forward  to  where  the 
crowd  had  already  gathered. 

**  A  woman  I"  some  one  said. 

The  crowd  fell  back  a  little,  but  Waring  still 
went  on.  Suddenly  he  saw  a  woman's  form,  fear- 
fully mangled,  lying  prone  before  him.  She  had 
been  struck  in  the  back  and  thrown  forward  ujion 
her  face ;  but  the  familiar  gown,  the  jaunty  hat 
with  its  bunch  of  cornflowers  were — Vernon's  ! 

The  ground  turned  unsteady  beneath  his  feet, 
the  bright  sunligiit  changed  into  darkest  night, 
k'iud  Waring  fell  back  insensible. 

It  was  six  weeks  later  wiieu  he  came  to  himself 
in  his  cheerless  city  room.  He  had  had  brain 
fever,  they  told  him,  and  when  his  recollection 
fully  returned  he  wondered  bitterly  why  they  had 
not  let  him  die.  But  youth  is  strong,  and  health 
and  strength  at  last  returned  to  him. 

His  book  was  published,  and  was  the  success  of 
the  year.  Many  among  his  host  of  admirers 
thought  he  had  never  since  written  anything  as 
fine.  It  proved  the  turning  point  of  his  career, 
and  success  followed  success.  Talent,  industry 
and  a  strong  will  are  bound  to  find  their  way  to 
fortune. 

But  the  glowing  enthusiasm  of  liis  ^outh  was 
gone.  The  fire  was  out,  and  Waring  sometimes 
curiously  pondei'cd  over  his  own  apparent  apathy, 
and  wondered  if  anything  could  ever  fan  the 
ashes  of  his  life  again  to  a  glowing  fiame. 

All  this  had  hapx)ened  ten  years  ago,  and 
though  often  those  days  by  the  riverside  came 
back  to  him  in  dreams,  he  never  could  bring  him- 
self to  return  there. 

He  was  not  an  unhappy  man  ;  he  had  many 
friends  and  friendly  flatterers,  while  more  than 
one  ambitious  mother  stood  ready  to  give  him  her 
lovely  young  daughter's  hand  for  the  asking.    In 
deed,  Mrs.  Mayo  had  become  convinced-^— 

But  what  was  he  thinking  of  ?  The  face  he 
had  thought  gone  from  the  earth  forever  was 
there,  but  a  little  way  from  him.  He  had  been 
deceived  ;•  but  how  ?  And  what  must  not  she 
have  thought  f 

The  curtain  is  descending  now,  amid  peals  oi 
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laughter   and   appJanse,  and   Marion   tnrns   her 
Bmiling  face  to  Waring. 

"It  is  very  amiiBingy  isn't  it  V*  she  says.  "I 
am  almost  ashamed  to  have  laughed  so  much  V^ 

"Laugh  while  you  can,  my  child."  Ho  is 
hardly  conscious  of  his  words.  "The  time  may 
come  when  a  smile  will  seem  harder  to  you  than 
tears.'* 

She  looks  at  him,  surprised,  but  his  face  is 
turned  from  her  toward  the  middle  of  the  house. 

A  gray-haired  man  in  the  parquet  is  rising. 
Waring  rises  also.  There  is  something  unusual 
in  his  face  and  manner. 

"  Will  you  pardon  me  V*  he  says.  "  There  is 
some  one  I  must  speak  to — some  one  I  have  not 
seen  for  years. ''^ 

He  does  not  wait  for  her  reply,  but  rapidly, 
though  without  apparent  haste,  withdraws  from 
the  box ;  and  in  a  moment  Marion  sees  him  bend- 
ing above  a  woman  dressed  in  black.  Then  he 
takes  the  vacant  seat  at  her  side,  and  bends  to 
speak  to  her  again. 

Two  pairs  of  opera  glasses  from  the  box  are  lev- 
eled upon  them.  But  Marion  needs  no  glass  to 
show  lier  that  the  face  of  the  woman  is  beautiful. 

"  Who  is  she  ?"  Mrs.  Mayo  asks  her  companion. 

*' An  old  friend,  mamma,''  says  Marion,  in  her 
clear  young  voice. 

"A  widow,  perhaps.  Such  old  friends  may  bo 
dangerous  —  when  they  are  so  beautiful,"  the 
colonel  replies,  in  an  undertone. 

Mrs.  Mayo's  quick  glance  goes  from  her  own 
lovely  daughter  to  the  woman  by  Waring's  side. 

"She  is  not  what  I  call  beautiful,"  she  re- 
sponds, coldly.  "She  is  too  colorless.  Besides 
she  IS  old  ;  she  must  be  nearly  of  his  own  age." 

"  Vernon  !"  says  Waring,  as  he  bends  toward 
her. 

In  the  blare  of  the  music  they  seem  as  far  from 
the  crowd  about  them,  and  as  much  alone,  as  if 
they  had  been  in  the  shadow  of  the  birches  by 
the  river. 

"  I  am  utterly  bewildered — I  do  not  know  what 
to  think.  For  ten  years  I  have  believed  you — 
dead  !    I  was  on  that  train  and  I  saw — with  my 

own  eyes  I  thought  I  saw Vernon,  who  was 

it,  then  ?" 

She  slightly  moves  and  turns  her  face  away. 

"  It  was  my  brother,"  she  says,  slowly,  after  an 
almost  imperceptible  pause.  "  He  was  in  trouble. 
He  was  the  man  you  had  seen  with  mo  ;  he  was 
trying  to  get  away — in  disguise." 

"  Oh,  my  God  I  Vernon,  if  I  had  only  known  I" 

She  looks  up  then  and  meets  his  gaze. 

"  It  was  far  better  as  it  was,"  she  says. 

"For  you,  perhaps,  but  not  for  me  1" 

"I  am  speaking  of  you.     I  have  followed  jrour 


career.  You  have  risen  to  heights  which  but  for 
that — that  youthful  disappointment— you  might 
never  have  attained." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?"  Waring  says,  bitterly. 

'*!  am  convinced  of  it.  You  know  how  a  river 
gathers  force  from  every  obstacle.  From  every 
rock  that  would'  obstruct  its  channel  it  flows  ou 
with  a  renewed  energy.  But  I  have  been  glad  to 
feel — since  you  have  attained  such  heights — that 
you  were  once  my  friend." 

"  You  are  dressed  —  in  mourning  ?"  Waring 
breaks  the  silence  abruptly. 

"Yes.     My  mother  died  last  year." 

Again  a  brief  silence,  then  Vernon  speaks. 

"Rumor  has  told  me  that  you  are  about  to  be 
married.  If  it  is  to  the  young  girl  in  the  box 
yonder  I  congratulate  you.  She  is  certainly  very 
lovely." 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Rumor  has  taken  many  liberties  with  my 
name  since  I  have  attained  a  certain  prominence 
among  a  certain  set.  Perhaps  you  yourself  are 
married  ?  You  see,  I  do  not  know  ;  in  your  case 
rumor  has  not  been  so  kind  1     And  iu  ten  years' 

time " 

.    She  shakes  her  head. 

"  Oh,  no  !  I  shall  never  marry,"  she  says,  with 
a  quiet  smile. 

"  Vernon  !" 

She  turns  toward  him  again,  but  does  not  look 
up. 

"Vernon  !"  ho  repeats,  and  she  raises  her  eyes, 
only  to  marvel  at  the  changed  expression  of  his 
face. 

"  You  are  mistaken,"  he  says,  rapidly.  "  You 
will  marry — I  can  prophesy  it — and  soon.  And, 
Vernon,  you  will  marry  mo  !" 

"  Mark !" 

"^Oh,  I  mean  it — unless  my  cruel  words  to  you 
that  day,  and  my  heartless  desertion  of  you,  and 
apparent  forgetfulness  for  all  these  years,  have 
made  you  hate  me  ?  Ah,  they  have  not !  Then, 
do  you  really  believe,  now  that  I  know  you  are 
living,  and  free,  that  I  could  even  think  of  any 
other  woman  ?  Vernon,  you  do  not  know  mc^ 
yet  I  Living  or  dead,  yon  are  the  only  woman  I 
have  ever  loved  ;  and  now  that  I  have  found  you 
again — ^and  it  seems  a  miracle  ! — do  you  think  I 
will  give  you  np  ?  Why,  you  see  I  cannot  even 
wait  for  a  fitting  time  and  place  to  tell  you  this  I 
You  may  even  be  glad  that  I  have  sufficient  self- 
restraint  not  to  take  you  in  my  arms  and  kiss  you 
here  before  all  these  people  I" 

Vernon's  smile,  and  the  beautiful  color  which 
comes  sweeping  up  at  his  words,  fairly  transfig- 
ure her  face. 

"Now  you  are  like  my  beautiful,  glad  Vernon 
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ot  the  o\H,  happy  days  I"  he  says;  "andlkisayoa 
and  embrace  you  with  my  eyes  V 

"  Bat  that  young  girl  in  tlio  box  tliore,  Mark — 
what  of  her  ?     If  you  have  given  your  iioril " 

"But  I  have  not!  And  slie  will  never  cnre  I 
She  is  n  pretty  doll,  obedient  to  her  mother's  will ; 
and  if  the  mother  tliinks  tiiiLt  I  can  give  licr 
daughter  a  good  pOBitiou  ami  a  line  establish- 
ment the  child  is  willing  to  accept  it — siiould  it 
bo  offered  to  her.  That  is  all.  Vornoii,  you  uccd 
have  no  compunction  there  !" 

The  curtain  is  about  to  rise  again,  and  the  men 
who  had  gone  out  are  coming  back  to  take  their 
places.  Tho  gray-haired  man  stands  waiting  at 
Waiing'a  side. 

"  My  uncle,  with  wliom  I  live,"  Vernon  says, 
as  Waring  nsee  ;  and  the  two  men  clasp  eacli  oth- 
er's hands. 

"Good-by,  then,  until  to-morrow,"  says  War- 
ing, turning  to  her  again.  "Butwiiat  is  the  ear- 
liest hour  that  I  may  come  to  you  ?" 

IIo  goes  hack  to  tho  box,  and  Beats  himself  at 
Marion's  side.  But  his  eyes  remain  fixed  upon 
that  transfigured  face  over  there  in  the  parquet, 
and  Marion's  eyes  rest  on  hiai. 

Slio  has  never  seen  him  like  this  before. 
Though  she  h;is  known  bim  for  many  moutJiH, 
and  has  mot  him  on  many  different  occasions,  ho 
lias  always  been  the  same  quiet,  courtly  but  in- 
different man,  with  tho  same  immovable,  colorless 
face,  whose  strong  features,  in  their  intense  re- 
pose, looked  as  it  carved  from  marble. 

Now  a  slight  glow  of  color  tinges  hia  faeo,  there 
is  a  light  as  of  lire  iu  his  fine  dark  eyes,  white  tlio 
curvo  of  a  raio  smile  lingering  upon  liis  lips 
changes  him  almost  beyond  recognition.  It  ia 
not  hard  for  Marion,  with  .ill  her  inexperience, 
to  guess  what  has  wrought  this  sudden  transfor- 
mation. There  can  be  but  one  solution  to  such  a 
marvelous  change. 

The  curtain  falls  again  to  the  sound  of  laugh- 
ter and  applause,  and  Waring  turns  to  the  young 
girl  beside  him  with  a  smile. 


"  How  is  it  that  yon  have  not  been  moved  to 
laughter  as  you  were  during  the  Srst  act  of  the 
comedy  ?"  he  inquires. 

"  You  were  rigiit,"  she  answers,  gravely.  "  One 
should  laugh  when  one  can.  It  docs  not  seem  so 
omusiug  to  mo  now." 

lie  does  not  leave  her  side,  and  his  words  are 
all  for  her,  but  Ills  eyes  are  only  for  that  other 
face  out  yonder,  which  feels  his  ardent  glances 
and  dares  not  trust  itself  to  look  that  way. 

Again  the  curtain  rises,  for  the  final  act  of  the 
comedy.  But  now  the  attention  of  no  one  Ju  that 
box  is  fixed  upon  the  stage. 

Mi's.  Mayo'a  keen  powers  of  observation  bave 
already  taught  her  that  tlie  proposal  she  has  been 
looking  for  from  Marcus  Waring  for  her  daugh- 
ter's hand  will  never  now  be  made,  and  she  is 
hastily  readjusting  herself  to  n  new  order  of 
events. 

The  colonel's  observations  have  also  led  him  to 
the  same  conclusion  ;  and  he  is  silently  chuckling 
over  the  chances  ot  war,  and  the  way  in  which 
the  matrimonial  nianccuvros  of  his  clever  old 
friend  have  met  with  an  unexpected  defeat. 

AVaring  himself  is  lost  in  a  dream  of  the  futiiro, 
in  which  ho  sees  only  Vernon  and  liimaelf. 

And  Marion  ?  If  she  feels  that  slie  has  been 
playing  a  part  in  the  great  "Comedio  Ilnmairic," 
and  that  the  curtain  bos  suddenly  fallon  upon  Iter 
unexpected  failure,  who  can  blame  her  ? 

The  play  is  over  now.  The  audience  rises,  and 
Waring  meets  A'^ernon'a  eyea  across  that  sea  ot 
faces  for  one  brief  glad  moment. 

He  and  the  colonel  accompany  the  ladies  to 
their  home.  As  tho  house  door  opens  to  receive 
them  Waring  turns  to  his  hostess  and  says,  with 
unusual  warmth  : 

"I  have  to  thank  you  for  one  of  the  happiest 
evenings  ot  my  life  !"  Then,  as  he  takes  Marion's 
cold,  gloved  hand  in  his,  he  simply  says :  "  Good 
night. " 

"  Good  night !"  she  echoes,  with  a  faint,  sweet 
smile.     But  in  her  heart  she  says,  "Farewell !" 


TUE  OI.DIittT  KEStDKNCK  IN  UOHTOOMERT  (IBIS), 


MONTGOMERY: 

THE    FIRST    CAPITAL   OF    THE    CONFEDERACY. 

nvWir.LiAM  H.  Hallou. 


MoNTOOMERT,  AU.,  which  eiijovod  tho  Jia- 
tinctioii  of  being  tho  first  capital  of  tho  Confed- 
eracy, has  been  cangbt  in  the  whirlwind  of  prog- 
resa  which  is  rapidly  blotting  ont  whatever  was 
formerly  diatirctive  of  Southern  cities.  In  South- 
ern centres  of  population,  at  least,  immenBC 
building,  bustle  and  enlarging  business  have  re- 
placed ciiivalric  leisure,  tlic  duello  and  the  glory 
of  the  great  estate.  No  city  was  more  thoroughly 
Southern  in  all  its  aspects  than  Slontgomeiy,  It 
was  far  removed  from  all  Xorthern  influences; 
fur  removed  from  tho  foreign  influences  which  bo 
long  dominated  along  tho  Gulf  coast;  in  fact, 
Montgomery  was  tho  perfectly  ^atural  geograph- 
ical, if  not  ethnographical,  centre  of  tho  Confed- 
erate idea. 

Immediately  after  tho  war  Montgomery  was  a 
wreck,  with  a  population,  posBihly,  of  6,000  in- 
habitants. Its  growth  has  been  slow,  compared 
to  some  other  Sottthem  cities,  btit  still  tiiere  are 
fully  45,000  people  bow  within  its  limits.  In 
this  growth  Montgomery  has  received  but  little 
outside  capital ;    it  seems  to   liave   escaped  tho 


notice  of  tho  great  financiers  of  tho  East  and 
Europe.  The  resources  by  wliich  Montgomery 
has  arisen  unaided  are  largely  the  cotton  and  tho 
agricultiuo  of  tho  surrounding  country.  In  ad- 
dition, and  that  wliich  augurs  well  for  tho  city, 
the  now  miiicrul  belt  to  the  north  ia  destined  to 
add  to  its  resources  and  growth.  The  Alabama 
Itiver  gives  it  good  navigable  connection  with  tho 
Gulf,  and  the  Louisville  and  Nashville  Kaiiway 
connects  it  with  tho  Northern  and  Southern  cities. 
Tho  city  is  supplied  with  5,000,000  gallons  of 
artesian  well  water  daily,  with  the  Brush  and  iti- 
c.indcsceiit  electric  light ;  it  has  complete  systems 
of  street  railways,  and  whatever  else  tends  to 
make  a  city  modern  and  comfortable. 

Iklontgoniery  is  located  in  an  amphitheatre, 
with  its  business  section  in  the  bottom  of  tho 
basin  and  its  residences  clinging  to  the  sides  of 
the  elopes.  In  conseqnence,  it  ia  ever  well 
drained,  and  its  annual  death  rate  ia  only  13  per 
cent,  of  1,000  population.  Its  Btreeta,  where 
once  were  atructurea  of  the  old-fashioned  type, 
now  teem  with  new  and  largo  buainess   bouses 
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and  palatial  residenoee.  Montgomery  still  retains 
its  repntatioa  for  beautiful,  etately  and  ctilturod 
vomea,  nnanrpasecd  in  grace  and  eveetness. 

A  stndy  of  tlio  history  of  Montgomery  will  servo 
to  show  tho  OTolntion  by  which  it  became  natu- 
rally the  first  capital  of  tho  Contedorticy.  Tho 
historian,  Mr.  KI.  P.  Blue,  says:  "Tlie  site  of 
Montgomery  was  iinqueBtionably  known  to  the 
race  of  monnd  bitildcra  in  remnto  times.  These 
aboriginal  people,  whose  existence  and  localities 
were  attested  by  monnds,  mnst  have  wnudercd 
throngh  tho  original  forests  covering  Stontgom- 
cry  in  quest  of  gunio  and  in  tho  chase  of  wild 
boasts.  They  regaled  themselves,  too,  with  fish 
and  mussels  taken  f lom  tlio  Alabama  KiTer  where 
it  laves  the  winding  border  of  tbo  city.  Fre- 
quently they  f;ietened  their  light  canoes  on  tho 
J[ontgomery  sido  of  tho  river,  and  songht  sholter 
and  repose  amidst  the  dcnao  folingo  from  tho 
sun's  rays  during  tho  anltiy  summer." 

I  liave  a  pho'tograph  in  my  possessioa  of  tho 
Qrst  house  on  the  present  site  of  Montgomery. 
Presumably  it  belonged  to  Mr.  John  Q.  Klincko, 


siiico  ho  felled  tho  Grst  tree  to  make  way  for  n 
house,  cKcliiiming,  "This  is  tho  first  tree  ;  fntiire 
ages  will  tell  the  tale."  The  city  was  established 
by  a  Yankee,  Andrew  Dexter,  of  Slassachneett^. 
lie  journeyed  South  in  1812,  and  at  Milledgo- 
ville.  Go.,  purchased  at  public  auction  a  large 
part  of  the  present  site  of  tlie  city.  In  couiioc- 
tion  with  Mj*.  John  Fulconer  he  laid  oat  the  city. 
It  was  he  who  at  that  early  timo  foresaw  the  f  nt- 
uro  of  tho  place,  believed  that;  it  would  become 
llio  capital  of  the  State  aud  donated  11  vo  acres  for 
tho  futiu'o  Capitol  building.  Ilis  expectations 
wero  realized  tliirty  years  later,  twenty  years  after 
hia  deotli.  The  Capitol  site  was  located  on  the 
highest  elevation  of  the  county,  and  there  to-day, 
as  a  monument  to  the  pllick  aud  foresight  of  the 
pioneer  Yankee,  stands  the  magnificent  pile 
which  has  served  as  tlio  centre  not  only  of  tlie 
law  manufactory  of  tho  great  State  of  Alabama, 
but  also  as  the  place  of  the  inauguration,  and 
perhaps  inception,  of  a  lost  cause,  as  personified 
in  Jefferson  Davis  and  Alexander  II.  Stephens. 
Montgomery  was  first  called  "Now  Philadel- 
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phia."  Th«  Indiana 
named  it  "  Chnnnanugga 
Chatty,"  or  "High  Rod 
BInff."  I  n  December, 
1819,  New  Pliiladclpiiia 
and  Ea8t  Alabama  Town, 
near  at  liand,  wore  incor- 
porated b;  act  of  the 
Legislature  n  n  d  e  r  tlie 
name  of  Montgomery,  in 
honor  of  General  Richard 
Montgomery,  the  hero  of 
the  attack  on  Quebec.  I 
have  often  observed  that 
most  of  our  great  citiea 
and  many  leaBcr  oneB  were 
located  on  the  conncil 
grounds  of  the  Korth 
American  Indians.  Mont- 
gomery was  no  exception. 
It  has  fiirtbcr  been  my 
observation  that  the  In- 
dJans  often  followed  the 
.  footsteps  of  the  mound 
builders  in  their  selections 
of  community  sites.  It  should  stand  to  rcasou, 
nsmuch  as  the  Indians  liave  no  traditions 


oalooas  occurred.  It  was 
hero  that  the  French  Sect 
under  Bienville  in  1714 
paused  on  its  way  north 
to  establish  Fort  Tou- 
louse ;  also  the  English 
in  1763  to  occupy  that 
fort.  Among  other  items 
of  early  historical  interest 
was  the  first  issue  of  tlic 
Montgomery  Republican 
in  18^1,  the  establishment 
of  the  Mansion  House  in 
that  year  where  the 
pi-escnt  Exchange  Hotel 
stands;  the  arrival  of  the 
first  steamboat,  the  Har- 
riet, also  during  that  year. 
On  April  3d,.  1825,  La- 
fayette arrived,  and  was 
received  with  distinguish- 
ed honors.  One  year  later 
the  city  honored  the  ar- 
rival of  the  Grand  Duke 
Saxe  -  Weimar  -  Eisenach. 
About  this  time  the  citizens  felt  the  need  of  some 
dcfcnge  against  the  possible  encroachments  of  the 
ing  the  mound  builders,  that  they  did  not  destroy  Indians,  and  the  Montgomery  Light  Infantry  was 
the  mound  builders  when  they  took  possession  of  organized,  which,  dnring  1S3G,  became  the  body 
North  America,  as  is  popularly  snpposeil,  but  guard  of  Governor  Clement  C.  Clay  when  the 
that  the  mount  bnildcjs  died  out  long  before  that  Creek  Indian  hostilities  were  rife.  The  first  rail- 
oouqiiest,  from  some  unknown  cause,  or  perhaps  way  was  chartered  in  1834  as  the  Western  Railway 
retired  to  Mexico  of  their  own  win,  and  there  con-  of  Alabama.  This,  with  other  roads  projected 
centrated  in  one  great  Aztec  nation,  covering  all  later,  some  years  ago  was  merged  into  the  Louis- 
Central  America  as  well.  It  was  near  Montgomery  rillc  and  Nashville  system.  There  are  now  six 
that  the  meeting  between  Hernando  do  Soto  and  railways  centiing  at  tJiis  point.  The  State  Capitol 
his  Spanish  cavaliers  and  the  CJioctaw  chief  Tu&-    was  removed  here  in  184C. 
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IXSCRIPTIO^T  TH  TllK  BTTJT^E  T7POW   WHICH  JEPPMRSOTT  DAVTS  TOOK  THE  OATH  OF  OFFICK 

AS  rilESTDEKT  OF   TH£  CONFKDEKATE   STATES. 


It  was  ou  the  Ttlx  ol  January^  186 1,  that  tbo 
State  Convention  convened  hero  to  express  its 
dissatisfaction  with  the  election  of  Abraham.  Lin- 

cohi.     The  call  was  made  bv  Governor  Andrew 

if 

B.  Moore.  The  Montgomery  delegates,  William 
L.  Yancey  and  Thomas  Watts,  Sr.,  were  in  the 
ascendency.  William  M.  Brooks  was  elected. 
President  of  the  Convention,  which,  on  January 
11th,  adopted  the  Ordinance  of  Secession.  Busi- 
ness was  suspended,  and  the  citizens  gave  vent  to 
their  acclaim  by  ringing  of  bells,  firing  of  can- 
nons and  listening  to  harangues.  Measures  were 
adopted  to  enforce  the  position  assumed  by  the 
State.  Governor  Moore  sent  troops  to  seize  the 
arsenal  at  Mount  Vernon,  and  Fort  Morgan,  of  his 
own  State,  and  co-operated  with  Florida  in  the 
seizure  of  the  defenses  at  Pcnsacola,  the  navy 
yard.  Ports  Barrancas  and  McRee,  excepting,  of 
course.  Fort  Pickens,  which  Lieutenant  Adam  J. 
Slemmer,  acting  on  his  own  behalf  in  the  inter- 
ests of  the  Federal  Government,  took  possession 
of  and  held  until  the  arrival  of  re-enforcements. 

On  the  4th  of  February  delegates  from  the  se- 
ceding States  assembled  at  Montgomery  and 
established  the  first  capital  of  the  Confederacy. 
The  new  Constitution  was  constructed  and 
adopted.     On  the  IStli  of  the  month  Jefferson 


Davis  was  inaugurated  President,  and  Alexander 
n.  Stephens  Vice  President.  The  ceremony  took 
place  on  the  steps  of  the  Capitol,  in  the  presence 
of  an  immense  throng.  Mr.  Davis  selected  as  his 
residence  a  house  which  still  stands  on  the  south- 
west corner  of  Washington  and  Bibb  Streets,  and 
which  is  to-day  known,  as  it  was  then,  as  the 
"White  House.''  The  Central  Bank  of  Mont- 
gomery showed  its  devotion  to  the  cause  by  loan- 
ing it  a  half-million  of  dollars  in  notes. 

Montgomery  at  once  became  the  scene  of  activ- 
ity of  the  Confederacy.  Here  was  the  receiving 
and  distributing  point  of  supplies.  Fortunately 
for  the  city  the  capital  was  removed  to  Kichmond, 
else  here  the  war  would  have  raged  most  fiercely. 
As  it  was,  Montgomery  continued  to  be  the  hot- 
bed of  secession.  Historiographer  Blue  asserts  : 
"  No  city  in  the  entire  Confederacy  was  more 
prompt,  none  more  liberal  in  contribution  of 
brave,  gallant,  devoted  men,  and  none  more  un- 
tiring in  its  efforts  to  uphold  the  honqr  and 
secure  the  independence  of  the  South.  When 
the  first  tocsin  of  war  was  sounded  her  noble 
aoiia  sprang  to  arms,  and  up  to  the  last  call  for 
brave  hearts  for  the  field  the  small  remnant  at 
home  rushed  to  fill  up  the  depleted  ranks.  Life- 
less and  maimed  forms  of  her  noble  soldiers  were  al- 
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ways  fonnd  after  each  KTere  coufiict  in  vltich  they 
participnted.  Man;  slept  that  lost  sleep  upon  tlio 
bloodj  field  vliore  tlicy  fonght  their  lust  b&ttle. 
These,  in  a  nohter  cause,  could  aend  bock  the  im- 
mortal laiigaaga  of  the  Spartan  band  at  Ther- 
mopylae, "Stranger,  go  to  Locedsemon  and  tell 
that  ive  died  in  obedience  to  her  laws."  On  the 
mountain  tops,  on  the  hillsides,  in  the  Tallejs, 
on  rivers,  and  in  Confederate  cometeriea  of  tlio 
Sontli,  and  even  in  Northern  soil,  their  dust  vill 
repose  until  the  trump  of  resurrection  is  sonndcd. 
Not  a  few  of  their  siirTiving  comrades,  in  their 
mntilated  limbs,  still  bear  about  their  persons  en- 
dnring  memorials  of  the  colossal  irar  of  the  nine- 
teenth centnrj.  Certain,  indeed,  when  the  Sontli 
makes  up  licr  jewels,  Montgomery  will  shiuo  in 
tli.it  resplcinlcnt  crown  of  glory." 

Tlie  State  Capitol  is  a  beautifnl  and  symmet- 
rical etractnre,  commanding  a  view  of  the  gor- 
geously picturesque  Alabama  liivcr  for  twenty 
ni ties,  and  the  environing  landscape  for  a  radius 
of  thirty  miles  in  nil  directions.  To  the  south 
are  fertile  prairie  lands,  composed  ot  rotten  lime- 
stone  and  underlaid  with  the  cretaceous  rocks. 
The  prsirie  belt  is  some  thirty  miles  brood.  For 
fifty  miles  northward  are  the  Gravelly  Hills,  for- 
merly povered  with  n  vast  ncroi.go  of  the  lon;;- 
leaved  yellow  pine,  which  is  f;ist  disappearing 
before  the  storm  of  industry  and  steel.  Still 
further  north  arc  the  newly  develojwd  areas  of 
coal  and  iron.  Within  a  mdius  of  forty  miles  aro 
one  hundred  and  twelve  species  of  indigenous 
woods.  It  was  on  tho  historic  steps  of  this  Capi- 
tol, so  beautifully  environ- 
ed, that  Howell  Cobb  ad- 
ministered the  oath  of  oHico 
to  JeSerson  Davis,  Tho 
Bible  used  on  this  occasion 
is  kept  in  the  Treasurer's 
Office.  In  the  Supremo 
Court  is  kept  the  original 
Ordinance  of  Secession. 
Tlio  building  in  which  tho 
first  Confederate  Congress 
assembled  is  now  used  as  a 
grocery  store;  A  building 
now  used  as  a  saloon  was  at 
one  time  a  hotel,  and  was 
the  place  in  which  a  recop' 
tion  and  ball  were  given  to  ■ 
Lafayette.  A  house  stands 
at  tho  corner  of  Bibb  iiiid 
Leo  Streets, which  was'the 
Confederate  White'  IIouBci 
and  excepting  the  Capitol, 
Avas  more  intimately  asso- 
ciated with  tho  Lost  Cause 


than  any  other  structure  in  the  city.    It  has  since 

been  used  ns  a  boarding  house  la  the  beautiful 
City  Cemetery  stands  a  noble  shaft  in  honor  of 
W.  L.  Yancey.  The  ladies  of  the  capital,  with 
Mrs.  Judge  David  Cioptou  as  president,  have  suc- 
ceeded in  securing  on  the  Capitol  grounds  a  lofty 
and  beautiful  Confederate  soldiers'  monument,  at 
a  cost  of  (50,000.  At  the  foot  of  Dexter  Avenue, 
iu  the  centre  of  Court  Square,  st.tnds  an  impos- 
ing fountain,  23  feet  high,  with  to  jets.  On  tho 
apex  ia  a  swan,  supporting  a  female  figure,  in 
tho  arms  of  which  is  a  child.  There  are  four 
life-sized  female  figures  and  four  storks.  The 
most  beautiful  building  in  tho  city  is  tho  Fed-- 
eral  structure,  which  cost  #130,000.  It  is  con- 
structed in  Gothic  style,  witii  Queen  Anne  feel- 
ing, and  has  elegant  appointments,  the  wainscot- 
ing being  done  in  native  oak.  Thero  are  other 
massive  business  and  miscellaneous  blockc,  in- 
cluding that  of  tlLc  Montgomery  Theiitrc,  tho 
Moses  Building,  the  Xoblo,  Boykin  and  Clopton 
Block.  The  State  Fair  grounds  arc  located  near 
the  city  ;  a!so  tho  great  cotton  mills  and  gin  on 
IhoTallassee  Falls,  with  20,000  spindles  and  330 
looms,  consuming  7,o00  to  8,000  bales  of  oottoa 
annually.  The  Police  Headquarters  arc  guarded 
by  a  cannon  left  by  Hienvillo  at  old  Fort  Tou- 
louse. Montgomery  has  miles  of  beautiful  drives, 
and  is  to-day  one  of  the  healthieEt.  cleanest  c^ud 
most  attractive  winter  resorts  of  tho  South. 

Aa  a  natural  consequence  of  Montgomery's 
rapid  growth  and  sudden  prosperity,  its  past  his- 
tory and  its  antiquities  have  been  laid  aside  bj 
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her  enterprising  basiness  men,  who  only  expose  to  ate.  There  still  lingers  the  ancestral  air  of 
the  world  the  city's  inviting  present,  future  ani)  wealth,  prestige,  education  and  culture,  which 
glowing  prospects.  It  has  been  my  observation  ucw  and  growing  wealth  enhances  in  its  certain- 
that  within  two  years  there  has  arisen  a,  new  tics  of  luxurioiiB  homes.  The  hospitality  of  the 
South  trbich  prefers  to  have  the  past  overwhelmed  society  people  ot  Hoitgomery  is  lavish  and  con- 
with  progress.  The  past,  if  referred  to  at  all,  is  ducted  on  a  scale  original  to  itself  ;  in  fact>  each 
spoken  of  very  much  as  Chicagonns  allude  to  Southern  oily  lias  its  own  peculiar  forms  of  hos- 
their  great  fire,  as  the  one  thing  needed  to  awake  pitality.  Tlio  legal  and  medical  professions  form 
the  citizens  to  their  vast  potential  and  unutilized  a  bulwark  of  local  society  by  reason  of  the  dis- 
prosperity.  Old  slaveholders  were  too  rich  and  tinction  which  their  members  have  conferred  on 
luxurious    to    ntilize  '  the  city.     The  State 

the  immense  ore,  coal         .  ^        Supreme    Court    has 

and  other  natural  re-         .  ,  '        long    enjoyed    anch 

sources.     The  libera-  »J  emincut  talent  as  the 

tion  of  the  slave  WAS  -df  late  Justice    David 

really  the  freedom  of  JH  Clopton,  and   its  dc- 

tlio  master.     Tiie  lat-  HP  tisious  place  it  among 

ter  awoke  in  a  condi-  ^k  the   first    of  judicial 

tion  of  poverty  to  find  sfw  tribunals.     There  aio 

vast  dcpoEits  of  wealth  ^B  a  half-dozen  social 

beneath  Ilia  foot  which  _■%  clubs  having  eumptu- 

should  in  time  i)lace  "J  ous  apartments,   and 

hia  children  among  f)#  at    Jackson's     Lake, 

tho  commercial  nias-  ',■  fonr  miles  distant,  the 

tcrs  ot  t'le  continent.  IjB  Shooting    Clnb    has 

He  saw  the  West  bat-  5S  commodious  build- 

tling  w;t!i    blizzards,  jfl  ^        ings    for    tho    enjoy- 

cycloneq,   derastating  .^J  mcnt  of  its  members 

fovi^st  iind  prairie  fires  jjg^  and  friends  who  love 

and     unfriendly  ^^X.  apoit. 

droiiglita.  He  saw  the         L  ^^^S^  Among    the    dts- 

hordo  of  immigrants        ^^  SflwH  tinguishcd  citizens 

boundless    West    dia-         ^^^te^         mU^BXm  nioio    financially    for 

ed  fortunes  retrieved.         l  .^^fl        **''''*     Kiver.      Tho 

Ho  uncovered        ^^^^^HIMHtfMBM^^^^^^        ^^^        banking  firm  of  Josi- 

tho  mineral  beds  ^^|^^^^^^^^^^^^~^^BMk^^MiiB  ^^*  Morris  Co.  has 
where  coal        ■■^^^^^^^^^lHBflH^£^^^^BI        ^^"  behind        busi- 

and    lime    dwell    to-  ness     enterprises     of 

gether  in  nuity,  and  cohpedkhatk  soLoiBats'  monument  at  aoNxooMKBT.  the  city  and  many  in 
cjipoEcd  the  vast  areas  the   State    since    the 

of  rich  Edils,  potential  in  three  crops  )ier  season,  w.ir.  But  for  him  the  city  of  Birmingham  migiit 
The  result  is  not  less  amazing  to  those  who  live  not  have  become  tho  centre  of  vast  mineral  de- 
nt the  midst  of  the  South's  rcmarkablo  progress  velopniont  for  another  decade,  nor  been  conspicu- 
than  to  those  from  other  sections  who  visit  llio  ous  for  somo  of  tho  most  magnificent  structures 
South  annually.  on  tlio  continent.     The  Hon.  Hilary  A.  Herbert, 

Before  the  war  Montgomery  was  the  borne  of  by  becoming  Secretary  of  the  Navy,  adds  new 
many  wealthy  cotton  planters  and  numerons  laurels  to  the  capital  city;  and  Miss  Herbert,  by 
brilliant  statesmen  and  State  officers  called  to  tho  her  rare  social  tact,  further  distinguishes  the 
capital.  As  a  result  a  large  and  refined  society  fame  of  Montgomery  as  a  social  centre  of  the  new 
developed  which  even  tlte  war  could  not  obliter-    South. 


A    LOST    EDEN. 


*'  It  vm  loaD^r  uid  many  b  year  ago 
la  a  kingdom  by  the  sea  " — 

Or  not  a  kingdom  at  all,  but  a  little,  primitive, 
unpicttircsqiio  Long  laiand  village,  wliero  tlio 
anmmers  wero  longer  and  warmer,  and  the  air 
sweeter  and  the  days  clearer,  and  theniglita  more 
Tonderful,  tlmn  ever  Bummers  and  days  and 
nights  are  now ;  for  it  ^os  thirty  years  ago,  and 
I  was  a  little  child  to  whom  the  earth  was  still  a 
new  thing. 

Never  mind  tho  name  of  the  Tillage ;  it  was  as 
tito  Gardeii  of  Eden  to  mo ;  and  Kden  let  me  call 
it.    Sportsmen  knew  its  Indi&n  syllables  well,  for 


there  was  deer  hunting  in  tho  pine  flats  all  about 
it,  and  all  the  streams  swarmed  with  trout.  It 
is  barely  an  hour's  trip  from  Hunter's  Point  now, 
but  wo  got  there,  in  those  luilcyon  days,  by  a 
long  afternoon's  joiinioy,  starting  Eomewhere  in 
tho  neighborhood  of  the  Atlantic  Ferry  in  Brook- 
lyn, and  reaching  a  little  naked  iihod  of  a  station, 
sot  in  the  midEt  of  a  lonely  laud  of  sand  and 
Ecrnb  Junes,  at  the  golden  time  of  innset.  Iheie 
the  stage  met  us.  It  was  i  long,  lumbering, 
apringlcsB  omnibus,  with  bigli,  slippery  seats,  so 
narrow  liiat  eren  the  legs  of  infancy  hung  down 
from  them,  instead  of  sticking  straight  out  :n 
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wouted  faaliioii,  Iii  it  wc  performed  tho  romain- 
dor  of  the  journey  tlirongh  thoso  interminable 
bairsna  of  Gcriib  pine,  and  turned  into  the  main 
— tlie  one — street  of  Eden  jnat  as  the  iiight  dark- 
ened and  tlie  first  stars  cnmc  out.  Ererybody 
used  to  aay  that  tbey  dremlcd  that  long  rido  from 

N ,  but  I  loved  it.     I  liked  cren  tho  rickety 

atnge,  driven  by  fut  IJnclc  Billy,  overflowing  tlio 
front  seat  with  adiposity ;  I  loved  tho  great  ivido 
circle  of  the  horizon,  unbroken  by  nny  unilula- 
tion,  or  even  by  one  tree  higher  than  the  rest : 
the  Avarm  pungent  smells  of  pine  and  winter^  reen, 
the  grinding  of  the  wheels  in  the  narrow  track  of 
white  sand,  that  poured  like  water  from  their 
tires,  and  the  whipping  and  rustling  of  tlie 
branches  against  the  liubs.  It  was  so  etill  that 
one  seemed  to  hear  the  earth  breathing  througli 
all  her  leaves  and  stirring  grosses,  and  to  catch 
far  off,  like  tho  sigh  in  a  shell,  tho  deeper  breath- 
ing and  moaning  of  the  sea ;  and  tho  silence,  and 
the  wide,  lonely  level,  and  the  coming  on  of  night, 
were  all  full  of  a  mystery  that  took  mo  captive  in 
its  fascination. 

It  would  be  quite  dark  when  we  got  into  Eden, 
with  sparse  lights  in  the  homely  houses,  nud  long 
spaces  of  blackness  where  clover  fields  and  past- 
ures lay  between.  I  remember  the  straightening 
lip  and  wriggling  out  from  among  the  knees  of 
my  eldersjwith  thrills  of  hot  expectancy  and  joy 
pricking  all  over  me  as  tho  wheels  came  to  a 
jolting  stop,  and  from  under  the  heavy  masses  of 
trees  by  the  gate  we  eaw  the  lights  of  the  homely 
sitting  room  shine  out.  The  door  was  always 
wide  ojwn,  and  in  it  stood  the  comfortable  figure 
of  the  dear  liostess,  with  the  yellow  glow  behind 
her  shining  en  her  fat  shoulders  and  sober-col- 


ored gown  and  broad  white  collar,  and  the  black 
ajn'on  that  arched  out  nobly  from  her  massive 
waist.  She  wfti  "Annt  Patty  "  or  "Aunty  Grover" 
to  eT6T7  mother's  son  or  daughter  who  over  crossed 
lier  threshold ;  an  iacornation  of  maternity  and 
liousewifery. 

The  first  thing  that  I  realized  joyfully  in 
Sden,  even  more  acutely  than  Aunt  Patty's  em- 
brace, in  which  each  one  in  turn  was  folded.,  was 
a  familiar  and  penetrating  amoU,  inherent  in  the 
old  farmhouse;  a  smell  not  distinctly  of  damp- 
ness, nor  of  saltiness,  nor  of  whitewash,  nor  of 
old  linen  kept  in  trunks  with  Manilla  beans — and 
yet  suggesting  all  these.  I  have  smelt  it  since  m 
old  houses  in  England  and  once  in  IXoUand,  and 
straightway,  like  tho  flash  of  a  search  light,  the 
interior  at  Captain  Grovcr'g  opened  out  before 
me.  It  was  not  a  new  smell;  it  waa  easentiatly 
of  age  and  stability,  and  the  house  seemed  to  me 
then  almost  prehiBtoricaUy  old.  It  was  just  a 
square  white  farmhonso  with  a  little  strip  ot 
grassy  dooryard,  darkened  with  heavy  tree:-,  and 
a  well  at  the  side,  and  a  grapeviui,  truilis,  and  a 
great  open,  sunny,  untidy  farmyard,  backed  by 
a  big  red  barn,  and  grai.aries  with  lofts  that  werj 
full  of  all  sorts  of  flotsam  and  jetsam  of  past 
years.  There  vara  pigpciia,  trhere  tiie  pig? — wiio 
had  large  black  eyes  and  locked  qaite  wild  and 
foreign^wallowed  in  deep  beds  of  wet  seaweed, 
full  of  eand  and  empty  shells  of  borsesiioe  crao^j 
and  there  was  a  weather-]iainted  and  mossy-rcufed 
milk  liouse,  under  an  oak  tree,  whert  yanVent 
down  three  siocp  steps  into  a  cool^  dunk,  bricti- 
Hoored  room,  lined  witl.  shelves,  and  on  every 
shelf  were  rows  upon  rows  of  yellow  bowls  full  of 
thick  buttery  cream. 

Indoors  there  wag  a  great  freshness  of  white- 
wash and  glossy  white  paint ;  little  windows  with 
many  panes,  high  mantelshelves  carved  in  fans 
and  lozenges,  spindly  dark  wood  banisters,  polished 
by  contact  with  many  hands  ;  doors  with  iron 
thumb  latches,  and  queer  little  cupboards  high 
up  in  the  walla,  fastened  with  no  latches  at  all, 
but  a  button.  Tho  bedrooms  were  so  brilliant 
with  whitewash  and  white  curtains  that  they  daz- 
zled your  eyes  on  awaking  ;  there  wore  patchwork 
quilts  on  the  high-piled  feather  beds,  and  tho 
sheets  were  of  cold  slippery  linen,  smelling  of 
sweet  fern  and  clover  hay.  Before  each  bed  lay 
a  deerskin^  that  felt  smooth  and  velvety  to  little 
hare  feet.  The  carpets  were  of  rags — if  I  ever 
owned  a  house  I  should  till  it  with  rag  carpets — 
and  there  was  a  great  abundance  of  braided  rag 
mats  and  mats  of  husk,  as  well  as  a,  gala  rug  or 
two,  showing  forth  Newfoundland  dogs  with  birds 
in  their  months.  The  sitting  room,  in  a  little 
wing  by  itself,  backed  by  the  kitchen,  had  doors 
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and  waiuBcoting  painted  bine,  and  rattling  groen 
Venetian  blinds  in  the  windova.  It  woa  dining 
room  and  living  room,  and  oat  of  it  opensd  what 
in  Eden  wo  called  the  "  milk  room,"  wbero  ev- 
erything eatablo  and  dainty  waa  Btored  :  all  the 
pies,  and  the  bruod  and  cake,  and  the  bosketa  of 
pears  and  peaches,  and  tho  bowls  of  berries,  and 
platters  full  of  moist  white  balls  of  pot  cheese — 
nobody  called  it  "cottage"  cheese  then.  Tlio 
floor  sloped  downhill,  and  the  threshold  was  worn 
quite  into  a  hollow  with  the  track  of  Annty 
Grover'a  feet;  there  was  a  single  little  window 
without  ghiBB,  but  guarded  by  slats,  and  the  light 
came  in  greenly  tempered  through  lilao  and  snow- 
ball bushes. 

There  was  just  one  street  in  the  village  in  those 
days,  and  two  or  three  crooked  lauoa  leading 
down  to  tho  bay  wliero  the  sloops  and  oystering 
craft  danced  at  anchor  in  tho  glitter  of  small 
waves.  There  were  no  Qiieon  Auuo  houses,  evolved 
by  nightmare-ridden  rural  architects;  the  homes 
of  the  fishermen  and  sailor-farmera  were  like  Cap- 
tain Grover'a,  square  and  white,  with  blue  or  green 
blinds,  and  a  little  wing  with  a  living  room  and 
a  "kitchen  chamber"  above  it,  hot,  oirlesa  and 
sloping  low  in  tho  ceiling,  and  full  of  wasps' nests 
in  dark,  hot  corners.  Long  rows  of  buttonwood 
and  oak  trcoa  shaded  the  street,  and  hero  and 
there  a  gnarled  old  wild  chen-y,  dropping  its 
black  shiny  frnit  thick  in  the  clear  sand  of  foot- 
patha,  conveniently  for  a  child's  browsing.  Be- 
yond tho  line  of  the  street,  on  tho  outskirts  of 
the  acrub-oak  barrens,  pine  woods  gave  out  their 
strong  incense  in  the  hot  sunshine,  and  there 
were  deep  fresh-water  ponda  with  pebbled  beaches 
shadowed  by  the  pines,  whore  the  children  waded 
with  tucked-up  drosses,  taking  an  awful  joy  in 
skirting  about  certain  black  wavering  patches  in 
the  yollow  sandy  bottom — deep  and  ghastly  holes 
ready  to  drown  the  unwary  wader.  Walking  east 
along  tho  main  street,  we  came  to  Mill  Creek, 
where  tho  water  lilies  grew  ;  walking  west,  past 
another  pond,  tho  natural  terminus  woa  tho 
graveyard,  where  village  Hampdens  and  mute 
Miltons  slept  among  sand  and  blackberry  vines. 
Sand  was  everywhere ;  the  com  grew  tall  and 
mighty  out  of  its  shifting  white  hillocks,  ferti- 
lized with  rotting  seaweed  and  mossbunkcrs, 
which  smelt  to  heaven  ;  the  roads  were  deep  with 
it,  and  mud  and  dust  were  evils  left  behind  when 
one  entered  into  tho  garden. 

Unlike  tho  first  Eden,  it  was  full  of  old  ]>oople. 
Captain  Grovcr — wo  never  called  him  "uncle" — 
had  hair  whiter  than  aud  as  bright  as  silver,  and 
ghttering  blue  eyoa  set  in  a  good  ruddy  face ; 
there  were  many  more  lean,  weather-beaten  old 
men,  with  faces  and  necks  like  brown  rhinoceros 


skin,  who  wore  earrings  and  kept  their  hats  on 
everywhere  but  in  church,  and,  I  suppose,  in  bed ; 
old  women  with  gold  beads  round  their  wrinkled 
necks,  and  wide  tatted  collars  and  black  net  caps 
with  large  flat  ear  tabs  and  purple  bows.  < 

Tlicy  were  all  "aunts" — it  was  a  brevet  title, 
bestowed  on  every  femalo  at  her  grand  climac- 
teric. There  was  Aunt  Nabby,  who  lived  "  east " 
— which  was  just  beyond  the  Grover  homestead — 
a  wise  woman,  who  brewed  medicines  and  strange 
drinks  out  of  herbs,  aud  was  supposed  to  be  in- 
dispensable at  sick  beds  and  funerala.  The  mori- 
bund were  filled  full  of  her  resurrection  pills  ajid 
potent  "hot  drops,"  and  the  dead  were  put  away 
with  strewings  and  garlands  of  her  flowers — not 
tJio  wliite  carnations  and  orchids  and  snow- 
white  rosea  of  to-day'a  funerals,  but  homely 
fringe  pinks,  phlox  and  many-colored  verbenas, 
mignonette  and  petunias  and  sweet  alyssum, 
squeezed  up  into  stiff  bouquets  with  lemon__ver- 
beua  and  rose  geranium.  Ilcr  garden  was 
crowded  so  full  of  flowers  that  you  could  hardly 
find  the  paths  ;  the  porch  of  the  little  bouse  was 
darkened  with  honeysuckle  and  spicy  old  cinna- 
mon roses,  and  dried  flowers  and  dried  grasaca 
courted  dust  and  spiders  within.  She  waa  a  little 
bent,  cheerful  old  person  with  a  shrewd,  humor- 
ous face  and  a  keen  tongue,  and  I  enjoyed  in  her 
a  general  flavor  of  weirdnesa  and  eccentricity  that 
waa  very  inspiring,  I  liked  her  better  tbau  Aunty 
Jarrett,  who  lived  in  the  ncit  white  house,  and 
who  was  a  little'  trim,  prim  old  lady  with  a  tiny 
round,  wrinkled  face  and  pink  cheeks,  and  a  very 
thick  black  front  parted  in  an  ogee  arch  on  her 
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foreheoil ;  sho  was  gcntlo,  but  slio  waa  not  inter- 
pBting.  Aant  Polly  Apploton  lived  awny  by  tbo 
graveyard,  in  a  tumble-down  brown  liouso  in  a 
grove  of  locust  trees ;  sbe  was  tall  and  tliin,  nnJ 
had  very  largo  gold  beads  indeed,  and  her  face 
was  brown  and  shriveled  into  n  million  fine 
wrinkles,  wonderful  to  a  child's  obeervation.  She 
used  to  repeat  little  old-fashioned  "pieces  of 
poetry,"  and  once  I  remember  her  singing  an  ap- 
propriate Tcrso  of  eomo  antique  eong  aa  a  form  of 
farewell,  and  in  a  littlo  thin,  ()uavcring,  high 
voice.  There  was  another  Aunt  Polly  wlio  lived 
far  east,  and  who  was  large  and  proeperoua  and 
looked  quite  fierce,  with  a  square  fat  face  and 
gold  EpoctacJes.  I  remember  sufTcring  from  a 
Eurfeit  of  frnit  cako  with  heavy  white  icing,  eaten 
at  her  table  on  one  occasion  when  wo  all  went 
solemnly  to  take  tea  with  ber.  Teas  were  one  of  niy 
favorite  forms  of  revelry  in  that  happy  land,  ^o 
went  at  about  (onr  o'clock,  and  sat  in  the  parlor, 
a  saored  apartment  never  opened  but  on  such  oc- 
casions, nntil  hulf-past  five,  when  the  great  rite 
took  place.  All  the  parlors  were  mnch  aliKe  •  there 


was  haircloth  and  mahogany  furniture,  slippery 
and  awful ;  a  table  of  state,  with  a  large  oil  lamp  on 
a  worsted  mat,  and  piles  of  family  dagnerreotypes 
ranged  neatly  around  this  centrepiece.  The  open 
fircplAco  was  shut  in,  of  course,  with  its  summer 
Ilrcboard  ;  the  high  chimneypieoo,  painted  white, 
carried  far  beyond  the  reach  of  any  small  arm  an- 
oilier  assortment  of  ghostly  and  shimmering  por- 
traits in  black  cases  which  always  made  mo  tliink 
of  prunes  ;  some  bi-anches  of  white  coral,  a  choice 
Bclection  of  shells,  and  a  china  vase  or  two  with 
dusty  bunches  of  dried  grasses  and  everlastings, 
mixed  with  satiny  pods  of  "honesty."  Tlio  wiu- 
doiva  were  generally  shut  tight,  and  thoro  were 
bnzziug  wasps  and  dead  flies  in  corners 
of  the  tiny  blurred  and  knotted  panes, 
when  the  blue  paper  shades  were  pulled 
np.  The  rocking  chair  wore  a  white 
"tidy"  worked  in  red  cross-stitch  ;  be- 
fore the  sofa  lay  a  mat  on  which  a  cava- 
lier's plumed  hat  was  depicted  guarded 
by  two  spanicla  of  the  King  Charles 
breed.  Tiie  room  was  always  a  littlo 
musty  and  a  littlo  stuffy  as  to  its  atmos- 
phere, and  there  was  a  bolomn  air  of 
company  about  it,  that  vanished  hilari- 
ously when  tea  was  served.  Then  wo 
alt  trooped  out  into  the  sitting  room, 
whcro  from  tbo  open  kitchen  door 
floated  in  cheerful  smells  of  hot  bread 
and  cakes  newly  baked,  and  wo  nil  sat 
around  the  square  table,  as  at  a  ban- 
quet. I  knew  what  generally  to  ospect : 
solid  liomcmodo  bread,  light  pnfly  hot 
biscuit,  parings  of  smoked  beef,  pnngent  green 
picklea  that  looked  so  cool  and  ^vcro  so  hot,  and 
sliced  cucumlrers  watoiy  and  green;  blackberries 
and  huckleberries  smotlicred  in  sugar,  balls  of 
pot  cheese  and  cakes — round  cup  cakes — and 
brown  doughnuts  and  black  elabs  of  frnit  cake. 
And  I  ate  of  them  all.  I  ate,  and  listened  with 
greedy  ears,  and  an  ostentatious  air  of  absorption 
in  food  alono ;  and  thus  I  learned  tho  aunals  of 
the  village,  past  and  present,  mid  tho  minute, 
behind-the-scenes  history  of  every  family  feud  and 
neighborly  vendetta,  and  formed  private  opinions 
and  made  secret  but  cutting  criticisms  ot  the 
Charys  and  Tempys  and  Ciarissys  who  figured  in 
them. 

Teas  were  not  our  only  festivities.  Wo  had 
beach  parties,  when  one  of  tho  littlo  fishing  boats, 
sailed  by  a  brown,  wrinkled  and  salty  mariner, 
carried  a  select  dozen  or  more  over  the  bay  to  tbo 
sand  bar  on  which  beat  the  eternal  storm  of  tho 
surf.  It  was  not  in  the  least  like  a  party  to  Man- 
hattan or  Ixing  Beach,  or  to  one  of  the  Hamp- 
tons.    There  were  no  hotels,  no  bathhouses,  do 
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erowd — there  was  no  life  at  all  on  those  Baud 
dnnes  except  the  gray  aandpipera  and  the  little 

transparent  gray  fleas  that  hopped  in  the  drifts  of 
seaweed  ;  there  was  absoltitely  nothing  between 
vbite  glare  of  sand  and  bine  glare  of  sky  and 
roar  and  flash  of  sea  except  the  bare  bones  of 
Bome  old  wreck  sticking  up  stark  and  white  in 
the  snnshirie.  We  carried  dinner  with  us — fried 
chickens,  hum  and  apple  pie,  and  cold  biscuits  and 
cheese  ;  also  bathing  dresses — nightgowns  for  the 
children  and  ancient  calico  frocks  for  tlie  adnlts ; 
and  we  picnicked  under  umbrellas  ou  the  hot 
white  sand,  and  undressed  behind  the  sand  liills 
among  tlie  beach-phtni  bushes  and  the  long  salt 
grass,  when  the  men  had  all  tramped  over  to  the 
salt  meadows  on  the  edge  of  the  bay.  The  beach 
was  sown  thick  with  great  white  clam  shells,  long 
ropes  of  bladderweed,  and  shiny  black  skate's 
eggs,  which  we  called  devil's  purses;  and  the 
children  jiacked  the  empty  lunch  baskets  full  of 
these  to  carry  home.  Everybody  used  the  qua- 
hog  shells  for  sugar  and  flour  scooi>s,  and  they 
were  also  good  for  playhouse  dishes  on  whicii  to 
serve  huckleberries  and  white  btttton- 
toadstools  masquerading  as  pot  cheeses. 

It  was  a  point  of  honor  with  the  chil- 
dren— there  used  to  be  three  or  four  of 
us,  Aunt  Patty's  little  granddaughter  and 
a  neighbor  or  two — to  get  as  flue  and 
deep  a  scarlet  as  sunburn  could  possibly 
induce.  When  we  staggered  up  to  bed, 
heavy  with  sleep,  with  our  clothes  etiSen- 
ed  with  salt  water,  sand  iu  our  hair  and 
hills  of  sand  in  our  shoes  a»d  a  general  '  l 
grittiness  from  the  knees  down,  it  was  a 
fine  thing  to  have  our  faces  plastered 
with  buttermilk,  and  be  told  that  we 
should  peel  to-morrow,  and  it  was  deeply 
exciting  to  compare  the  respective  prog- 
ress of  onr  noses.  Chary  Grover  {short 
for  Cliai  ity)  was  usually  ill  after  a  day  on 
the  beach.  She  was  a  child  of  dyspeptic 
habit,  and  suffered  much  through  a  de- 
vout following  of  my  example  in  the  mat- 
ter of  fruits,  ripe  and  unripe,  and  the 
pleasures  of  the  table  generally.  Pears 
and  harvest  apples,  with  iieaches  from 
the  big  basket  in  the  milk  room,  and  inci- 
dental "peppermint  lozengera"  from  the 
store,  invariably  culminated  in  lier  ciise 
with  a  severe  dose  of  Aunt  Nabby's  hot 
drops,  or  for  an  aggravated  attack  "  blue 
Dinsa,"  administered  by  her  grandmother 
with  solemn  and  searching  diatribes  on 
the  one  side  and  floode  of  tears  and  loud 
and  siiameless  bowls  on  the  other.  Cbary 
wore  nankeen  pantalets,  at  which  I  jaer- 
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ed,  and  had  long  braided  pigtails  behind,  which 
I  euTied.  She  is  a  grandmother  now — and  it  is 
only  thirty  years  ago ! 

There  were  only  three  churches  in  Eden — 
the  Congregational  and  Methodist,  and  a  tiny, 
shabby  little  chapel,  shut  up  most  of  the  year, 
where  a  handful  of  "  'Piscopalians  "  infrequently 
worshiped,  when  a  clergyman  couM  be  borrowed. 
They  wero  bald,  staring  white  barns,  with  green 
blinds  and  long  flights  of  steps,  scorching  and 
shadeless  in  the  sun  of  hot  Sunday  mornings. 
The  old  men,  seen  for  these  solemn  occasions 
only  in  black  shiny  coats  and  stmuge  old  satin 
vests,  looked  unlike  themselves,  with  heads  un- 
covered and  their  thin  locks  sleeked  and  plas- 
tered from  the  recent  brush,  and  bald  foreheads 
strangely  white  above  the  russet  tan  of  their 
faces.  Tliey  slept  shamelessly  aud  without  dis- 
guise ;  the  old  ladies,  in  large,  massive  black 
bonnets — would  to  Heaven  I  could  see  a  real 
old  lady's  bonnet,  and  upon  an  old  lady's  head, 
once  more  ! — with  lace  mitts  on  their  fat,  creasy 
brown  hands,  waved  palm-leaf  fans,  and  keeping 


482 


A   LOST  EDEN. 


their  moony  spectacles  fixed  upon  the  minister, 
punctuated  liis  remarks  with  groans.  Aunty 
Grovcr  groaned  more  loudly  and  faithfully  than 
any ;  I  did  not  know  whether  from  deeper  search- 
ings  of  the  spirit  or  a  higher  sense  of  etiquette. 
She  wore  a  black  silk  gown,  stiff  and  rustling, 
with  a  black  net  shawl  pinned  over  tho  vastness 
of  her  "  surplice  front,'*  and  a  deep  coal  scuttle 
of  a  bonnet ;  in  the  pocket  even  of  this  gala  at- 
tire was  the  lacquered  snuffbox  and  the  red  ban- 
danna handkerchief  which  I  firmly  believed  she 
would  carry  into  heaven  with  her.  In  the  even- 
ing herds  of  children  flocked  to  the  gallery  of  the 
Methodist  church,  where  the  agonies  of  prayer 
were  most  powerful  and  exciting ;  through  the 
open  windows,  where  the  June  bugs  were  blunder- 
ing in  by  swarms,  were  wafted  the  spiritual  songs 
of  the  Gongregationalists,  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
away.  Sometimes  there  was  a  prayer  meeting  at 
Captain  Orov^r's,  and  this  was  a  treat  indeed. 
They  met  in  the  sitting  room,  where  Chary,  tear- 
ful and  rebellious,  was  planted  upon  a  stool  un- 
der her  grandmother's  wing,  and  I,  with  a  select- 
following,  perched  in  the  porch  outside  and  en- 
joyed a  service  flavored  with  apples.  Aunt  Patty's 
groans  on  these  occasions  were  louder  and  more 
long  drawn  out  than  usual,  rising  in  fine  crescen- 
do3  and' dying  away  in  quavers  that  I  never  heard 
equaled.  I  don't  remember  that  she  ever  led  in 
praver  hcoelf,  but  she  reveled,  if  I  may  say  it, 
in  the  exertions  of  the  others.  There  was  a  cer- 
tain Deacon  Floyd,  a  lean  and  hale  old  mariner, 
the  clauses  of  whose  petitions  became  fragment- 
ary shrieks,  and  who,  in  the  ecstasies  of  devo- 
tion, was  wont  to  wriggle  himself,  still  kneeling, 
quite  across  the  room.  To  see  this  weatlier-beatcn 
saint — I  speak  it  seriously — with  his  face  stream- 
ing with  perspiration  and  twisted  into  a  thou- 
sand puckeiti  of  agony  about  his  shut  eyes  and 
wide-opened  mouth,  with  his  knotty  hands,  brown 
and  hard  as  mahogany,  clinched  before  him  or 
clapping  in  the  air,  and  his  cowhide  boots  strag- 
gling afar  as  he  hitched  himself  in  spasms  across 
the  rag  carpet,  was  a  never-to-be-forgotten  specta- 
cle. We  children  looked  forward  to  it  as  the  treat 
of  the  evening.  I  regarded  it  as  an  awful  and 
mysterious  seizure  or  posssssion,  and  when  I  met 
tlie  deacon  in  a  secular  way  through  the  week, 
normal  and  benign  in  his  sunburnt  yellow  coat 
and  baggy  trousers  tucked  into  columnar  boot 
legs,  I  steered  away  from  him,  as  a  man  of  mys- 
terious gifts  and  much  to  be  avoided. 

Do  people  ever  sand  their  floors  in  these  days  ? 
A  barrel  of  pure  cool  silver  sand  always  stood  in 
the  kitchen  porch  at  Captain  Grover's,  and  every 
morning  before  breakfast  the  new-washed  boards 
of  that  sacred  apartment,  the  black,  half-rotted 


floor  of  the  old  porch,  and  the  plank  walk  that 
led  down  to  the  milk  house  under  the  oak  tree, 
were  duly  sprinkled.  Aunty  Grover,  with  a  pan- 
ful held  in  the  curve  of  one  fat  side,  went  about 
flinging  it  with  majestic  arm  sweeps  into  wavy 
patterns,  damp  and  compact.  I  loved  to  see  it, 
and  I  loved  that  kitchen,  so  homely  and  quaint 
and  old.  Paint  nor  plaster  had  ever  touched 
it :  the  walls  and  the  ceiling  were  all  heavily 
beamed  and  studded,  browned  c^^drmel lowed  with 
time  and  glossy  with  rubbings.  The  two  win- 
dows were  tiny — just  four  little  panes,  through 
which  one  saw  the  green  world  outside  wavy  and 
twisted  like  running  water.  The  two  great  heavy- 
beamed  doors,  with  their  clicking  latches,  always 
stood  wide  open  ;  through  one  we  looked  out  un- 
der a  grapevine  trellis,  over  the  barnyard  toward 
the  street ;  from  the  other,  with  a  rickety  old 
porch,  black  with  weather  and  green  with  mosct, 
one  stepped  over  a  space  of  long  grass  to  the 
milk  house.  Tansy  and  yellow-flowered  ''old 
man'^^grew  thick  near  this  porch,  and  a  big  wax- 
berry  bush  full  of  white  balls ;  there  stood  a 
great  water  butt  streaked  green  with  vivid  moss, 
in  whose  deep  well  of  rain  water,  black  as  ink,  I 
used  to  peer  at  my  own  face,  sharply  mirrored 
with  a  background  of  blue  sky,  and  watch  the  tiny 
larvae  of  the  mosquitoes  wriggling  and  jerking  by 
nyriads  across  the  smooth,  still  surface.  The 
churn  stood  in  the  porch  too,  and  there  Aunty 
Grover  used  to  stand  for  hours,  a  statue  of  pa- 
tience iu  her  purple  calico  gown  and  dark-blue 
apron,  her  fat  white  arms  bared  to  the  elbow 
and  as  full  of  dimples  as  a  baby's,  working  the 
dasher  with  a  mighty,  monotonous  force ;  her 
head  thrown  back,  the  spectacles  pushed  up  on 
her  forehead,  and  her  placid  blue  eyes  gazing 
afar  at  the  sumner  world  and  sky.  I  hovered 
round  the  churn,  for  there  was  a  prospect  of  un- 
'limited  glasses  of  buttermilk  later  on,  cool  and 
sweet,  and  full  of  clots  of  yellow  butter  sticking 
to  the  glass.  Or  I  watched  her  kneading  the 
ropy  white  curd  in  a  big  yellow  bowl,  her  fat  fin- 
gers squeezing  and  patting  it,  mixing  the  salt 
and  butter,  working  it  with  deft  manipulations, 
until  there  rolled  up  compact  white  balls  of  pot 
cheese,  nestled  five  together  on  a  broad  platter, 
and  swiftly  transferred  to  the  cool  dark  shelf  in 
the  milk  room. 

There  was  always  plenty  of  company  in  the 
kitchen  ;  the  '*  help,"  a  neighbor  or  a  neighbor's 
daughter;  Chary,  a  recalcitrant  and  frowning 
prisoner  at  dish  washing  or  potato  peeling,  chaf- 
ing under  a  mild  monotone  of  exhortation  from  her 
grandmother,  beginning,  '*  When  /  was  a  young 

woman " ;  the  hired  man  bringing  in  a  mesa 

of  peas  or  a  big  overflowing  basket  of  corn  in  the 
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silky  husk,  and  stopping  for  a  dipperfiil  of  cold 
well  water  at  the  little  sink ;  or  perhaps  only  the 
big  brown  lurching  pointer  dogs,  or  a  six- toed 
Maltese  cat  or  two  out  of  the  perennial  brood  ;  or 
a  sudden  incursion  of  hens,  scuttering  and  scrap- 
ing their  claws  in  a  wild  flight  across  the  floor, 
chased  by  Aunty  Grover  with  a  huge  bunch  of 
peacock's  feathers  and  fierce  ories  of  "Out  wi' 
ye !  get  out  V  I  can  hear  the  criap  scrape  of 
Captain  G rover's  big  boots  on  the  sanded  floor, 
and  sde  him  wiping  his  forehead  with  the  red 
handkerchief  under  his  old  tilted  black  hat  as  he 
cotues  in  to  wash  his  hands  for  the  noon  dinner. 
I  can  see  Aunt  Patty  treading  her  swift  monoto- 
Mous  path  from  the  kitchen  to  the  milk  room, 
through  the  sitting  room  and  back  again,,  fifty 
times  a  day  ;  I  can  hear  the  swirii  of  her  fieaooek 
feathers  driving  the  flies  before  them,  and  the 
click  of  her  snuffbox  lid  when  die  aits  down  at 
last,  in  the  cool  of  the  day,  in  her  old  rooking 
chair  by  the  east  window,  and  rests*  She  reata.air 
day  long  now,  and  for  all  time ;  that  old  ttwaik 
from  the  kitchen  to  the  milk  room  is  trodden  no 
longer,  for  there  is  no  old  kitchen,  as  there  is  no 
Aunty  Grover ;  they  pulled  the  rotting  old  walls 
down  a  dozen  years  ago,  and  before  that  was  done 
she  was  laid  down  and  covered  away  in  the  old 
graveyard — not  the  new  cemetery,  but  the  sandy 
bit  of  ground  beyond  the  west  pond,  where  her 
oldest  neighbors  lie  all  around  her,  silent  and  at 
home. 

For  Paradise  is  lost  indeed,  and  when  I  look 
for  it  only  the  site  remains.  There  is  a  village, 
but  it  aspires  to  be  called  a  city  now.  There  is 
no  drive  from  the  old  station  any  more ;  the 
Rcrnb-pine  barrens  are  laid  eut  in  building  lots, 
and  the  railroad  runs  a  snorting,  hissing  train 
four  times  a  day  over  the  spot  where  the  old 
white  Methodist  church  used  to  stand.  They  have 
built  new  churches  with  pressed  brick  and  gray 
stone,  with  clock  towers  and  stained  glass,  and 
)!)emorial  windows  to  some  of  the  old  men  who  sat 
ill  the  wooden  church,  and  some  of  the  children  I 
used  to  play  with.  The  old  shady  village  street 
i^  lighted  with  electricity ;  the  wide  spaces  of 
clover  fields  that  lay  between  the  old  white  houses 


are  crowded  full  of  hideous  Queen  Anne  cot- 
tages, with  coleus  beds  on  the  lawn  and  ten- 
nis courts  at  the  side.  Aunt  Nabby's  house 
stands  yet,  but  the  garden  has  been  rooted  up, 
and  the  very  shrubs  razed  to  the  ground  ;  you 
could  not  find  even  a  cinnamon  rose  there  now, 
or  a  "yarb,"  and  Aunt  Nabby  would  turn  in 
her  grave  if  she  could  see  it.  All  the  aunts  and 
uncles  of  the  simple,  homely  little  village  have 
departed  ;  there  are  no  old  men  and  women  left 
— especially  no  old  women.  They  who  were  mid- 
dle-aged have  stood  still  since  then  ;  they  wear 
their  gowna  out  in  the  fashion  of  sweet  sixteen, 
and  crown  their  capleaa  hairs  with  round  hats  full 
of  nodding  rosea — ^yon  oonld  not  find  a  cap  or  a 
string  of  gold  heads  from  Hnuter's  Point  to  Mon- 
tank.  New  stuaata  have  been  cut  through  the 
fat  farm  lands ;  there  are  no  more  piles  of  sea- 
weed for  the  pigs,  and  no  pigs  any  more  to  want 
them  ;  and  not  a  mossbnaker  is  left  between  sun 
and  sand.  But  there  ane  rows  of  new  brick 
stores,  and.  big*  white  staring  hotels,  crowded 
with  summer  people.:  the  stivets  are  so  full  of 
strangers  that  when  I  go  back  to  them  I  am 
obliged  to  walk  in  the  old  graveyard  to  flnd  fa- 
miliar company. 

The  old  house  stands,  but  the  barnyard  is  gone, 
and  the  big  red  barn  and  the  granaries,  with 
lofts  fiiU  of  musty  treasure  of  deers'  antlers  and 
old  powder  horns  and  rust-eaten  guns ;  the  kitchen 
is  gone,  and  a  smart  new  room,  with  a  gilt  paper 
on  the  walls  and  ingrain  carpet  for  the  floor,  is 
built  in  its  place.  The  old  clock  ticks  no  longer 
on  the  sitting-room  chimueypiecc,  and  the  blue- 
painted  wainscoting  is  grained  in  oak,  and  Aunty 
Grover's  old  creaking  rocking  chair  was  long 
since  taken  away  from  the  east  window.  When  I 
am  there  sometimes  in  the  summers  now,  the  un- 
likoness  in  the  midst  of  likeness — the  mingling  of 
old  and  new  and  dead  and*  living — grieves  my 
heart ;  I  am  homesick  for  the  old  house  that  was 
— for  the  awful  passing  away  of  all  created  things 
and  places. 

Verily  it  is  good  to  remember  that  after  all  we 
sJiall  have  *^  a  house  not  made  with  hands — iter- 
nal  m  the  heavens." 


"she  APPEAPED  to  HM  BTKH  PBBTTIKR  TII4N  WHEN  HE  HAD  MET  HER  IN  THE  CODNTKY." 


A    CASE    OF    IMPORTANCE. 


Mr.  Frederic  Glnnino  glanced  at  the  clock 
on  bis  oftice  wall.  Mies  Antoiuette  Carroll  had 
written  that  she  would  call  at  three  o'clock,  and 
it  now  lacked  fiftecji  minutes  to  the  appointed 
time.  Theie  was  a  looking  glass  hanging  under 
the  clock,  and  from  hia  position  at  his  desk  he 


tache  affectionately,  and  his  expression  became 
animated  and  even  gay. 

"  Egad,  Freddy,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  yon  are 
looking  woll  to-day  I  You  onght  to  make  a  great 
impression  on  thu  prima'donna." 

ile  was  thirty  years  old,  a  lawyer,  and  unmar- 


conld  see  his  own  reflection.  To-day  he  consulted  ried,  and  in  spite  of  a  few  nni'eliable  traits  of 
the  mirror  frequently,  and  seemed  well  satisfied  character  he  was  a  favorite  with  women.  Women 
with  what  he  saw.     He  Bttoked  his  brown  mus-     have  learned  by  experience  that  they  may  not  ex- 
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pect  perfection  in  men.  If  Ganning  was  vain  he 
was  forgiven  becanse  he  was  no  more  so  than 
many  uglier  men. 

He  had  known  Antoinette  Carroll  in  a  country 
village  where  he  had  passed  a  summer  and  where 
she  had  lived  nearly  all  her  life.  Since  then  she 
had  become  a  popular  singer  in  light  opera. 
Gunning  had  the  usual  interest  felt  by  men  for 
women  who  succeed,  but  he  thought  lightly  of 
Miss  Carroll's  profession.  He  believed  that  none 
of  the  girls  on  the  stage  ever  did  succeed  without 
the  assistance  of  some  male  friend  who  secured 
for  them  engagements  and  fine  feathers.  Gun- 
ning had  learned  some  of  the  vernacular  of  the 
greenroom,  and  called  these  gentlemen  "angels/' 
and  he  had  a  deep-rooted  conviction  that  none  of 
them  led  heavenly  lives,  or  were  disinterested  in 
their  favors.  Miss  Carroll  had  written  that  she 
wished  to  consult  him  in  a  matter  of  business, 
and  he  wondered  if  she  had  a  breach-of-promise 
case  on  hand,  or  if  he  was  to  hear  the  details  of 
an  unsuspected  and  flimsy  marriage  contract. 

When  she  arrived  she  appeared  to  him  even 
prettier  than  when  he  had  met  her  in  the  country, 
and  her  '* style"  was  unmistakably  better.  He 
received  her  effusively  and  with  more  familiarity 
of  manner  than  he  would  have  indulged  in  had 
her  profession  been  different.  He  oven  called  her 
•'Antoinette" — a  liberty  which  tlieir  acquaintance 
scarcely  justified  ;  and  while  slie  did  not  verbally 
rebuke  him  she  raised  her  eyebrows  after  a  fashion 
'that  nettled  him.  He  said  to  himself  that  this 
girl  wlio  had  recently  risen  from  the  ranks  of  the 
chorus  was  putting  on  unnecessary  airs. 

She  stated  briefly  that  she  wanted  to  sue  her 
manager  because  he  had  failed  to  pay  her  salary 
and  was  soon  to  leave  the  country.  Gunning  as- 
sured her  that  he  would  look  after  her  interests 
with  the  devotion  and  faithfulness  of  a  lifelong 
friend  ;  then  he  refused  her  proffered  retainer, 
and  the  interview  was  over. 

After  that  he  fell  into  the  habit  of  visiting  her, 
and  posed  as  her  benefactor.  He  showered  bou- 
quets upon  her,  and  began  a  suit  in  her  behalf 
against  her  manager.  She  consulted  Gunning 
about  most  of  her  affairs,  and  he  greatly  enjoyed 
the  position  he  held  of  adviser  to  this  captivating 
woman.  He  would  have  enjoyed  it  more  if  she 
had  not  occasionally  evinced  so  much  shrewdness 
that  she  appeared  quite  able  to  take  care  of  her- 
self ;  and  he  was  rendered  uncomfortable  at  times 
because  he  rarely  saw  her  alone.  She  had  many 
visitors,  and  among  them  was  Rodman  Gregory. 

He  was  a  native  of  the  village  in  which  she  had 
been  reared,  and  was  a  millionaire.  He  was  fifty 
years  old — a  taciturn  man,  who  was  rather  lonely 
in  spite  of  bis  wealth,  and  who  enjoyed  Antoi- 


nette's society  and  her  singing,  although  he  did 
not  know  one  tune  from  another.  It  annoyed 
Fred  to  find  him  in  the  prima  donna's  parlor,  and 
he  would  scarcely  have  borne  the  infliction  witli 
grace  if  the  man  had  not  been  so  inordinately 
rich. 

''I  don't  like  the  old  chap,"  he  said  to  Antoi- 
nette. '^  He  sits  about  here  and  looks  at  you,  but 
he  doesn't  do  a  thing  for  you.  Why  doesn't  he 
send  you  a  present  occasionally,  or  help  you  to 
rise  in  your  profession  ?  A  millionaire  can  do  a 
lot  of  things  to  help  his  friends  without  much 
sacrifice  to  himself." 

*'  I  am  doingjery  well,"  she  said.  "I  don't  like 
to  be  under  personal  obligations.  It  even  dis- 
turbs me  to  know  that  you  are  being  troubled 
with  my  law  business." 

''  You  need  not  think  of  that,"  he  answered. 
^'I  intend  to  show  your  manager  that  he  can't 
impose  on  my  little  friend  without  coming  in 
contact  with  me.  I  couldn't  take  any  payment 
from  you ;  but  if  you  wished  to  do  me  a  favor 
that  is  worth  more  to  me  than  money  you  could 
probably  do  it." 

**  How  could  I  benefit  you  ?" 
She  was  looking  at  him  so  shrewdly  now  that 
she  embarrassed  him.     She  appeared  to  be  read- 
ing all  his  thoughts  and  purposes. 

*'I  am  doing  well  in  my  profession,  too,"  he 
said,  with  an  attempt  at  careless  speech;  ''but 
my  wants  are  numerous,  and  they  are  my  chil- 
dren crying  aloud  for  money.  Gregory  could 
stop  their  mouths  and  make  me  rich.  He  con- 
trols a  huge  corporation  that  is  being  constantly 
attacked  by  smaller  ones.  The  litigations  against 
it  are  almost  countless,  and  are  such  heavy  ones 
that  a  lawyer's  fortune  would  be  made  if  he  could 
represent  the  great  company.  I  would  not  ask 
for  any  greater  advertisement  than  to  be  connected 
with  one  of  these  famous  lawsuits." 

"  Well  r 

"  If  you  chose  to  ask  Gregory  to  give  me  a  big 
case  he  might  do  it.  You  are  a  diplomat,  and 
heavy  men  are  proud  to  be  the  friends  of  women 
who  are  on  the  stage.  He  could  make  me  rich 
without  stirring  from  his  office  chair." 

She  knew  that  ho  expected  her  to  make  the 
suggested  effort  in  his  behalf,  and  she  went  to 
the  financier's  office  for  that  purpose.  Gregory 
was  seated  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  where  he 
appeared  more  at  his  ease  than  in  the  singer's 
little  parlor.  Antoinette  knew  considerable  about 
the  silent  man's  strong  personality,  and  admired 
him  greatly  here  where  he  controlled  millions  of 
dollars  and  held  a  giant  corporation  under  his 
direction. 

'^  Why  are  you  so  much  interested  in  this  young 
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man's  emccess  V  he  asked,  when  she  had  stated 
her  errand. 

She  colored  slightly  under  his  keen  ejes^  bat 
answered  readily: 

*'  He  has  taken  my  case  without  compensation. 
He  is  clever,  and  I  want  him  to  have  a  chance  of 
success." 

''Is  his  kindness  disinterested?  Is  he  not 
fond  of  vou  ?" 

"  He  is  not  fond  of  me.  He  would  not  think 
of  marrying  a  woman  who  is  on  the  stage.  He 
does  not  know  it,  but  at  heart  he  is  an  aristocrat^ 
although  he  is  an  obliging  one.  I  would  be  glad 
if  I  could  rid  myself  of  all  obligation  to  him, 
even  if  by  so  doing  I  must  transfer  it  to  you.'' 

Gregory  was  flattered. 

"  If  he  deserves  it  I  will  give  him  an  impor- 
tant case,"  he  said.  "I  will  judge  of  his  ability 
by  the  way  he  conducts  yours.  When  that  has 
been  settled  I  will  decide  what  I  will  do." 

"Mine  will  not  be  a  fair  test,"  she  said,  "for 
he  will  do  it  for  friendship,  not  for  money." 

**  It  will  be  the  best  possible  test,"  he  contra- 
dicted. "A  man  who  would  neglect  his  friend's 
interests  could  be  trusted  with  nothing." 

She  had  to  be  content  with  that.  Afterward 
she  told  Gunning  that  the  financier  had  given 
her  no  definite  answer,  but  that  she  believed  she 
had  been  successful. 

Gunning  went  home  that  night  with  his  head 
full  of  fancies.  In  spite  of  his  selfishness  he  was 
greatly  interested  in  Antoinette.  He  had  re- 
peatedly said  that  he  would  never  be  such  an 
egregious  ass  as  to  marry  a  public  singer,  but  he 
was  beginning  to  waver  in  his  determination.  He 
told  himself  that  if  she  managed  to  secure  him  a 
<;ase  that  would  be  talked  of  all  over  the  country 
she  would  deserve  some  reward.  If  she  helped 
him  to  become  famous,  and  he  was  rich  enough, 
he  would  want  to  marry  her. 

"  I  know  that  she  likes  me,"  he  reflected.  "  She 
wouldn't  have  gone  to  the  old  man  for  the  case  if 
she  hadn't  been  rather  fond  of  me.  Well,  some 
day  her  interests  and  mine  may  be  the  same,  and 
then  she  will  doubtless  be  glad  she  helped  me  to 
succeed." 

Later  he  grew  restless  because  he  heard  no 
more  of  the  prospective  case,  and  urged  her  to  jog 
the  millionaire's  memory  on  the  subject ;  but  she 
declined  to  do  so. 

"  It  will  do  no  good  to  worry  him,"  she  said. 
"  Wlien  he  is  ready  he  will  send  for  you." 

She  observed  that  Fred  talked  very  little  about 
her  own  lawsuit  now,  and  that  his  interest  in  it 
appeared  to  have  waned.  Still  she  did  not  tell 
him  how  important  it  had  become  to  him  that  he 
should  win  it.    Sometimes  she  was  tempted  to  do 


so,  for  she  had  a  new  use  for  the  money  involved 
in  her  suit,  which  she  did  not  care  to  mention. 

She  was  accustomed  to  large  audiences  and  to 
the  publicity  to  which  her  profession  subjected 
her,  yet  she  dreaded  the  courtroom.  Had  her 
case  not  been  a  just  one  she  would  have  aban- 
doned it  before  it  was  reached,  for  she  experi- 
enced the  worst  attack  of  stage  fright  she  had 
ever  known.  She  could  not  even  ask  a  postpone- 
ment of  the  trial,  for  her  manager  hiid  engaged 
passage  for  Europe,  and  would  be  out  of  the  ju- 
risdiction of  the  court  if  her  case  was  not  tried  on 
the  appointed  day.  In  her  extremity  she  turned 
to  Fred  Gunning,  and  gained  comfort  from  the 
thought  that  he  would  see  her  safely  through  her 
ordeal.  He  was  to  meet  her  in  the  courtroom, 
and  she  went  there  with  a  pleasant  sense  of  being 
the  object  of  his  care — a  feeling  that  is  always 
gratifying  to  a  womanly  woman. 

She  did  not  enjoy  this  experience  long,  for 
when  she  reached  the  vestibule  of  the  courthouse 
Fred  was  not  there.  His  office  boy  was  waiting 
for  her  with  a  letter,  which  she  hurriedly  read,  as 
follows : 

**  Don*t  be  angry ;  but  I  cannot  be  in  court  this  morn- 
ing. I  am  awfnUy  aorry,  for  yonrs  is  the  first  case  on 
the  calendar.  Bodman  Gregory  has  sent  for  me,  and  I 
must  go  to  his  office  at  once  and  see  about  his  business. 
You  know  I  cannot  lose  this  chance — which  may  mean 
thousands  for  me — for  the  comparatiyely  trifling  matter  of 
yours.  The  court  wiU  assign  you  counsel  if  you  ask  for  it. 
and  you  are  so  clever  that  I  know  you  wiU  get  through  all 
right.  Tours  in  great  haste,  Gunnino.*'    * 

The  girl  was  angry.  She  stood  for  a  moment 
looking  through  the  open  door  of  the  courtroom. 
She  observed  that  there  was  not  a  woman  there, 
and  the  crowd  within  seemed  frouzy,  dirty  and 
altogether  vulgar.  Some  of  the  men  stared  at 
her  impudently,  and  the  place  and  people  dis- 
gusted her. 

'*  I  can't  go  into  that  horrid  room  alone,"  she 
said  to  the  boy.  "  You  may  tell  Mr.  Gunning 
that  my  case  will  be  dismissed  because  I  have  no 
one  to  represent  me.  I  have  treated  him  better 
than  he  has  me." 

Gunning  had  to  wait  in  the  millionaire's  outer 
office  for  nearly  an  hour  before  he  was  admitted 
to  his  presence.  He  was  greatly  surprised  when 
Mr.  Gregory  opened  the  conversation  by  inquir- 
ing about  Miss  Carroll's  lawsuits 

*'  I  thought  I  would  learn  from  you  exactly  how 
it  is  progressing,"  he  said.  ^'  I  am  desirous  that 
all  her  wrongs  shall  be  righted,  and  she  assures 
me  that  you  are  very  much  her  friend." 

Gunning  fidgeted  uneasily  in  his  chair. 

^*  Her  case  hasn't  been  tried  yet,"  he  said. 

'^It  will  be  a  shame  if  she  loses  it  and  the 
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money  she  has  earned,"  Gregory  continued.  "  A 
woman  who  makes  a  fight  to  support  herself  de- 
serTes  to  have  her  interests  protected." 

Gunning  assured  the  gentleman  thai  he  was  of 
the  same  opinion.  In  reality  the  young  man  was 
at  liis  wits'  end  to  know  how  to  escape  from  an 
awkward  situation.  If  Miss  Carroll  had  heen  as- 
signed counsel  and  the  trial  was  now  in  progress 
it  was  possible  that  he  might  join  her  in  time  to 
be  of  service.  It  would  naver  do  to  have  her  tell 
Mr.  Gregory  that  her  lawyer  abandoned  her. 

**  Miss  Oaroirs  case  will  be  on  to-day/'  he  said, 
with  some  desperation,  '^  and  I  must  hurry  back 
to  her.  I  would  not  haT«  left  her  for  anyone  bat 
yon,  Mr.  Gregory.  I  nnderstood  that  you  had 
some  important  businesB  for  me,  and  I  was  most, 
desirous  of  serving  youu" 

)f"I  told  Miss  Carroll  that  I  would  help  yon  to 
make  yoAr  fortune  if  you  conducted  her  business 
satisfactorily." 

Gunning's  face  was  crimson  and  full  of  per- 
plexity.    He  was  saying  to  himself  : 

"  What  does  he  mean  ?     Is  it  possible  the  old 

fox  sent  for  me  just  to  see  if  I  would  leave  her 

'  in  tlie  lurch  ?"    To  Gregory  he  said  :  "I  will  do 

'  my  best  for  my  client,  you  may  be  sure.     I  need 

no  incentive  but  my  desire  for  her  good." 

He  bowed  himself  out  as  soon  as  possible,  and 
rushed  over  to  the  courthouse,  hoping  that  he 
might  still  be  in  time  to  sum  up  the  case.  He 
was  furiously  angry  because  Antoinette  had  failed 
to  tell  him  how  important  it  was  to  his  personal 
interests.  He  came  into  court,  breathless  and 
perspiring,  only  to  learu  that  he  was  too  late. 
The  case  had  been  dismissed  through  his  failure 
to  ))ro8ecute  it. 

He  decided  to  go  to  her  house  and  urge  her  to 
help  him  out  of  what  he  designated  as  '^  a  con- 
founded hole."  He  came  into  her  parlor  looking 
worried  and  dejected,  and  found  Rodman  Greg- 
ory there  before  him.  He  was  suspicious  that  the 
latter  had  played  him  a  trick,  and  his  manner 
had  none  of  the  marked  courtesy  that  had  previ- 
ously characterized  it.  Gregory  opened  the  con- 
versation while  they  waited  for  Miss  Carroll  to 
appear. 

'^I  took  up  considerable  of  your  time  this 
morning,"  he  said,  ''and  I  realize  that  I  am  in- 
debted to  you.     I  was  unwilling  to  have  Antoi- 


nette figure  in  a  suit  of  law,  and  by  your  atten- 
tion to  me  and  your  astonishing  disregard  of  her 
interests  yon  aided  me  in  keeping  her  out  of 
court." 

Gunning's  blood  was  up,  and  he  spoke  with 
reckless  disregard  of  consequences : 

'^Ton  iq>pear  to  have  taken  unwarrantable  in- 
terest in  my  affairs.  I  am  not  aware  that  I  have 
any -business  that  concerns  yon." 

"  Then  you  never  will  have  any,"  Gregory  re- 
torted. "  Perhaps  you  had  better  curb  your  tem- 
per and  hear  what  I  have  to  say.  You  did  me 
the  favor  of  coming  to  my  office  when  I  sent  for 
you,  but  you  did  so  at  the  expense  of  the  woman 
who  has  promised  to  be  my  wife.  She  thought 
yon  could  not  be  attracted  away  from  her  cause, 
but  I  believed  yon  wei^  fonder  of  money  than  of 
anything  else  under  bearen,  and  I  judged  you 
more  correctly  than  she  did." 

Gunning  would  have  broken  into  Tiolent  invec- 
tives then  if  he  had  not  been  restndned  by  a  cer- 
tain flinty  expression  about  Gregory's  mouth 
which  boded  ill  if  the  interview  continued.  Still 
he  asked  a  question  : 

*'  Were  you  in  earnest  when  yon  said  that  Mies 
Carroll  intends  to  marry  you  ?" 

^^  You  cannot  consider  me  capable  of  jesting  on 
such  a  subject.  It  was  her  desire  to  pay  for  her 
trousseau  with  the  money  she  had  earned  by  her 
profession.  I  will  marry  her  without  the  trous- 
seau." 

Whereupon  Gunning  left  the  house  in  pro- 
found disgust. 

^'Ihate  these  professionals,"  he  said  to  him- 
self. "  They  are  so  confoundedly  calculating  and 
clever.  Who  would  have  supposed  that  Antoinette 
would  have  thought  of  marrying  old  Gregory,  or 
that  she  would  have  stopped  to  recover  a  few  dol- 
lars in  court  when  she  was  about  to  marry  a  mill- 
ionaire ?  She  wasjvery  pretty,  though  "  (he  half 
regarded  her  as  though  she  were  deceased),  *'and 
she  looked  unsophisticated  and  good.  Who  would 
have  supposed  she  was  setting  her  trap  for  such 
enormous  game  ?  I  must  have  been  hard  hit  to 
feel  this  so  keenly,"  he  continued.  '*  If  I  had  won 
her  case  I  would  have  had  her  gratitude  for  life, 
and  Gregory  would  have  made  me  rich.  It  would 
have  been  great  luck  so  far  as  it  went ;  but  after 
all  I  never  could  have  won  the  woman." 
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FIRST   PAPER.— TURNER— WILKIE—GEDDES— PALMER- 
WHISTLER— SEYMOUR   HADEN. 


Ae  \s  France  niid  Atnorica,  bq  verj  specially  in 
Engliiiul,  the  productions  of  the  etcher  have  to 
be  divided  broadly  into  two  classea — the  one  of 
which  is  the  result  mainly  of  n  commercial  de- 
mand, and  tho  other  of  an  artistic  impulse.  The 
etcher  whose  employment  of  the  etching  needle 
is  conSned  wholly,  or  conliDed  in  the  main,  to 
the  work  of  realizing  and  translatinjf  the  concep- 
tions of  another,  is,  like  the  reproductive  line  en- 
graver, or  the  reproductive  engraver  in  mezzo- 
tint;, littlo  more  than  the  dexterous  instrument 
which  carries  auothei's  message.  So  artistic  is 
his  process,  when  it  is  properly  used,  that  it  is 
preferable  indeed  that  he  be  himself  an  artist  as 
well  ae  a  craftsman — it  is,  indeed,  essential  that 
he  shall  have  some  measure  of  artistic  feeling,  as 
well  as  the  flexibility  of  the  executant.  But  our 
demands  upon  him  stop,  in  any  cnse,  at  a  com- 
paratively early  point;  and  we  find  him  more  or 
less  sharply  cut  oS  in  our  minds,  and  in  our  es- 
timation, from  the  artist  who,  when  he  employs 


the  etcliing  needle,  is  occupied  with  the  eponta- 
neoiiB  ospi-ession  of  his  own  thonght  and  fancy — 
of  the  particular  things  of  beauty  and  of  interest 
which  may  strike  him  on  his  way  through  the 
world. 

Of  fine  original  etchers  within  the  confines  of 
these  realms.  Turner  was  the  first  to  appear.  He 
was  the  senior,  considerably,  of  Wilkie  and  Ged- 
des,  who  will  have  to  be  spoken  of  just  after  him. 
During  twelve  years  of  his  "early  middle  "period 
— between  1S07  and  1819 — he  wrought  whatwero 
in  some  respects  important  etchings  upon  some- 
thiug  like  seventy  plates.  But  bis  etchings  dif- 
fered iu  aim  (as  well  as  in  execution)  from  any 
others  I  shall  speak  of  iu  this  brief  general  sur- 
vey of  the  achievements  of  tho  etcher's  art  in 
Britain,  by  reason  of  the  fact  that  it  was  never 
intended  that  they  should  he  complete  in  them- 
selves. They  laid  the  basis  of  an  effect  which 
hrwl  to  be  completed  by  the  employment  of  an- 
other art.     They  did  hardly  more  than  record — 
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though  alwaya  with  nn  unequaled  power  and  an 
nnerring  ektli — the  leniJing  lines  of  those  great 
landscape  compositions  which  the  mezzotint  of 
the  engraver  (often  Turner  himself)  endowed 
with  light  nod  shnde  and  atmosphere.  For  it 
was  by  a  union  of  these  two  arts  tliiit  that  noblo 
publication  was  produced  wliose  business  it  was  to 
B^irpass  in  variety  and  subtlety  tlio  "  Liber  Veri- 
tatis"  of  Claude.  It  is  very  posaihlo  that  in  some 
of  the  plates  .of  liis  "  Liber  Studiornm  "  Turner 
did  not  luidertake  the  "  biting-in  "  with  acid  of 
those  subjects  whose  draughtsmanship  was  his 
own.  Probably  he  did  in  all  the  best  of  them. 
In  an  etching  the  strength  nnd  the  perfection  of 
the  resnlt — the  relation  of  part  to  part — is  de- 
pendent eo  much  on  the  biting.  It  is  hardly 
conceivable  that  where  the  etchingB  of  the 
"Liber  Studiorum"  strike  us  as  most  noble  they 
were  not  wholly — in  biting  as  well  as  in  dranghts- 
manBliip— Turner's  own.  They  differ  much  in 
merit,  apart,  I  think,  from  the  necessary  differ- 
ence in  interest  which  arises  from  the  opportu- 
nity given  by  one  subject  and  denied  by  another 
for  the  exercise  of  an  etcher's  skill.  They  have 
generally,  within  their  proper  limits,  perfect  free- 
dom of  handling,  and  an  almost  incomparable 
vigor,  and  a  variety  which  liberates  their  author 
from  any  charge  of  mannerism.  There  are  few 
of  them  which  could  not  hold  their  own  wich  any 
plate  of  Rembrandt's  done  under  conditiona^nf- 
ficiently  resembling  theirs.  The  etching  of  the 
"Severn  and  Wye,"  or  tho 
etching  of  "St,  Catharino's 
Hill,  Guildford,"  is  carried 
very  nearly  as  far  as  tho 
etching  of  the  "  Cottage 
with  Wliite  Palings,"  nnd 
with  a  result  very  nearly  as 
delightful  and  distingniah- 
ed.  And  in  regard  to  the 
average  etching  of  Turner, 
it  may  fairly  be  aaid  that  a 
hand  put  in  to  pluck  out 
of  a  portfolio  by  chance  any 
one  of  the  seventy  would 
discover  that  it  held  a  print 
which  was  nt  least  the  equal 
of  that  one  of  Rembrandt's 
with  which  it  is  fairest  of  all 
to  compare  it — a  print  of 
Rembrandt's  done,  liko 
Tnrnei-'s,  for  "leading 
linea"  alone:  I  mean  the 
famona  little  tour  de  force, 
the  "  Six's  Bridge."  So 
much  (or  the  greatness  of 
our  English  master.    I  pass 


from  him  with  this  reminder,  given  again  for  final 
word.  Wonderful  as  is  his  etching  for  selection 
of  line,  wonderful  for  firmness  of  hand,  you  must 
never  allow  yourself  to  forget  that  it  was  not  in- 
tended to  present,  that  it  was  not  intended  to  be 
in  any  way  concerned  with,  the  whole  of  a  pict- 

A  famous  Scotchman  and  his  very  distinguisbed 
friend  and  fellow  countryman — Sir  David  Wilkie 
and  Andrew  Geddes — wrought,  each  of  them,  in 
the  middle  period  of  Turner's  life,  a  certain  num- 
ber of  etchings  of  independent  merit.  Those  of 
Sir  David  Wilkie,  which  were  bnt  very  few,  hap- 
pen to  he  the  best  known,  because  Wilkie,  much 
more  than  Geddes,  was  a  leader  of  painting. 
But,  meritorious  oa  are  the  etchings  of  Wilkie,  in 
their  faithful  record  of  character  and  picturesque 
effect,  they  are  seldom  as  admirable  as  tho  prints 
of  his  less  eminent  brother.  They  have,  gener- 
ally, far  leas  freedom.  "The  Receipt" — or  "A 
Gentleman  Searching  in  a  Burean  "  (see  below), 
for  this  second  title  explains  the  subject  better — 
is  mnch  the  moat  successful  of  Wilkie's.  It  is,  I 
consider,  charming, 

Oeddes  etched  four  or  five  times  as  many  plates 
as  Wilkie.  He  issued  ten  from  Brook  Street, 
Groavenor  Square,  in  1826.  The  dates  on  some 
of  them  are  1813,  1816  and  U%2;  and,  besides 
these  ten  that  wore  published,  about  thirty  more — 
which  there  was  no  attempt  to  issue  to  the  world 
— have  to  be  taken  account  of.     Some,  like  the 
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excellent  ''Portrait  of  the  Painter's  Mother'' — 
which  is  so  fine  in  illamination,  in  drawing  and 
in  character — are  directly  snggested  by  the  art- 
ist's paintings.  Others — including  all  the  land- 
scapes—  are,  apparently^  studies  from  natnre, 
done  with  a  singular  appreciation  of  the  later  art 
of  Rembrandt.  Oeddes  was  very  sensible  of  the 
charm  of  dry  point — of  its  pecnliar  qaality  of 
giTing  indiyidaality  to  each  one  of  the  few  im- 
pressions which  yon  may  safdy  produce  from  it, 
aiid  of  its  unique  capacity  for  rendering  very 
broad  effects  of  light  and  shade.  But  there  is  at 
least  one  plate  of  his,  in  pure  etching,  which 
shows  him  just  as  completely  a  master  of  elegance 
and  grace  as  the  dry  points  show  him  a  decisive 
master  of  masculine  effect.  Oeddes's  work  will 
not  decline  in  value.  The  real  connoisseur  has 
no  business  whatever  to  forget  or  to  ignore  it. 
Only,  if  he  collects  the  etchings  of  Geddes,  he 
had  better  wait  for  years,  if  necessary,  for  early 
impressions  of  them,  and  he  had  better  repudiate 
altogether  the  unsatisfactory  modern  edition — the 
worthy  Mr.  David  Laing's  volume,  "Etchings  by 
Wilkie  and  Oeddes,'^  issued,  with  the  best  inten- 
tions in  the  world,  in  Edinburgh  in  1875. 

Samuel  Palmer — an  English  classic,  by  this 
time,  as  a  painter  of  water  colors — made  a  lim- 
ited number  of  elaborate  etchings  in  which  the 
play  of  line  is  almost  wholly  lost:  more  lost, 
much  more  lost,  than  in  the  etchings  of  Meryon. 
But  Samuel  Palmer,  like  Meryon,  was  a  great 
poetic  artist.  Slowly  he  built  up  his  effects,  his 
noble  Bonriae  or  snnset  landseapes — ^the  landscape 
of  artiatio  convention-  and  poetic  vision.  The 
unity  and  strength  of  his  thought  were  never  sac- 
ri^ced  or  frittered  by  the  elaboration  of  his  labor. 
Tp  condemn  him,  then,  because  he  was  not  a  free 
sl^etcher,  would  be  as  pedantic  as  to  condemn 
MSryon.  Nay,  more,  were  any  such  pedantic 
condemnation  meted  out  to  him,  it  would  have 
to  be  meted  out  to  the  author  of  the  ''  Ephraim 
Bonus"  in  his  turn,  since  it  is  a  characteristic  of 
Rembrandt  that  in  his  engraved  work  he  allowed 
himself  an  amazing  elasticity  of  method.  He, 
•  like  every  great  man,  is  super  graminaticam.  He 
is  a  law  unto  himself.  And  so,  in  a  measure,  was 
Samuel  Palmer,  the  creator  of  the  solemn  plate 
of  "  The  Early  Plowman,''  which  Mr.  Hamerton 
has  praised  so  well,  and  of  certain  hardly  less  ad- 
mirable coppers  which  illustrate  his  own  transla- 
tion of  the  Eclogues  of  Virgil. 

We  pass  from  the  brief  mention  of  a  dignified 
artist,  high  of  soul — whose  work  is  charged  with 
reverie,  grandeur,  admonishment — to  the  consid- 
eration of  an  artist  little  concerned  with  human- 
ity's fortunes,  but  who  is  simply  the  most  skilled 
wiclder  of  the  etching  needle  whom  the  world  has 


seen  since  Rembrandt.  Mr.  Whistler^  scarcely 
sympathetic  attitude  toward  his  kind  may  be  oc- 
casioned in  part  by  the  conviction  that  it  is  his 
kind's  most  urgent  business  to  be  concerned  with 
his  prints,  and  his  knowledge  that  this  conviction 
of  his  own  has  not  been — until  somewhat  lately — 
largely  shared  by  them.  Popular  he  could  not 
be  ;  or  scarcely  in  his  own  time.  A  Sarasate  with 
his  music  attracts  the  world  ;  but  in  pictorial  art 
of  every  sort  the  virtuoso  appeals  only  to  his 
brethren.  His  **  brethren  " —  his  real  brethren — 
are  more  likely  to  be  connoisseurs  than  to  be  fel- 
low workmen.  But  *'  brethren "  shall  be  the 
word,  and  it  is  such  who — some  of  them  for  more 
than  thirty  years,  and  some  of  them  since  yester- 
day— have  recognized  the  genius  of  Mr.  Whistler. 
Mr.  Toole,  our  admirable  comedian,  is  —  if  I 
may  quote  Mr.  Beerbohm  Tree — popularly  sup- 
posed to  have  been  born  in  every  English  pro- 
vincial town  in  which  the  receipts,  when  he  visits 
it,  do  anything  to  justify  the  town  in  claiming 
him  as  a  native.  Not  quite  for  the  same  reason 
there  are  towns  which  dispute  with  Baltimore  the 
honor  of  having  given  birth  to  the  artist  of  the 
French  Set,  the  Thames  Set  and  the  Twenty- 
six  Etchings.  Mr.  Whistler  was  born,  anyhow, 
of  American  parents — it  is  only  Baltimore  after 
all  that  can  fairly  claim  him — and  it  is  stated  to 
have  been  in  July,  1834,  that  he  came  into  the 
woi4d.*  American,  then,  by  birth,  he  is  to  a  very 
great  extent  French  by  education,  and  his  first 
dated  etchings,  of  the  year  1857,  were  wrought 
when  he  was  a  student  in  Paris.  Along  with  the 
popular  English  draughtsman  of  Society,  Mr.  Du 
Manrier,  he  was  in  the  studio  of  Gleyre,  and  to 
Gleyre,  for  all  that  I  know,  he  may  have  owed 
something ;  but  no  debt  is  apparent  in  his  work. 
A  few  etchings  wrought  in  Paris,  and  a  few  dur- 
ing a  journey  in  Alsace  and  Lorraine,  and  then 
in  1859  we  find  Whistler  settled  in  London  and 
busy  with  the  laborious  series  of  etchings  of  the 
Thames.  He  was  himself  almost  from  the  begin- 
ning, though  it  is  possible  to  trace  the  influence 
of  even  minor  Dutch  etchers  in  such  a  tentative 
little  work  as  "The  Dutchman  Holding  the 
Glass,''  and  though  in  the  nobler  plates  known 
as  "The  Eag  Gatherers,"  "La  Vieillo  aux 
Loques,*'  "La  Marchaude  de  Moutarde"  and 
"  The  Kitchen  "  it  is  clear  that  Whistler  in  his 
conception  of  a  subject  was  scarcely  without  rev- 
erent thought  of  the  great  masters  of  pathetic 
suggestion  and  poetic  chiaroscuro— Rembrandt, 
De  Hooch  and  Nicholas  Maes.  But  by  the  time 
he  executed  the  most  famous  etchings  of  tlie 
Thames  Set — tlie  mdst  famous  of  the  "Sixteen 

*"  Mr.  Whistler  has  sworn  in  coort  that  he  was  bom  in 
St.  Petersburg. — Ed. 
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Etcliinga,"  anch  aa  "Black  Lion  Wliarf,"  "The 
Pool "  and  "  Tliamea  Police  "  (see  page  493) — he 
waa  himself,  wholly.  He  was  in  full  poesessiou 
of  what  maj  be  called  hia  earlier  maimer  ;  nay, 
in  December,  1859,  not  many  months  after  these 
things  had  been  wrought  with  a  detail  which  the 
art  of  Van  der  Heydeu  or  of  Hollar  conld  not 
have  excelled,  we  find  intone  unfinished  plate  of 
extreme  interest  and  extraordinary  rarity  ("  Paris : 
Isle  de  la  Cit6")  some  nnion  of  his  earlier  detail 
ivich  hia  later  enggeatiTaneBB. 


and  low-lying  roofs.  And,  elaborate  aa  the  work 
is,  it  is  never  for  a  moment  either  fatigued  or 
mechanical ;  it  preserves  inviolate  the  freshness 
and  vivacity  which  it  is  the  province  of  the  trne 
etching  to  retain.  Nor  does  the  work  of  Whistler, 
eitlier  at  this  period  or  later,  ever  lose  sight  of 
that  which,  again,  it  is  the  etcher's  apecial  busi- 
ness to  cultivate — the  value  of  pure  "line."  By 
"pnre"I  do  not  mean  Classic  (Classic  line  baa 
other  functions)  :  I  mean  the  line  that  is  cx- 
preesive — that  is  set  with  a  purpose;  that,  being 


-** 
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The  early  detail  of  Whistler  in  the  Thames 
etuhings  is  never  for  a  moment  dull.  He  puts 
down  for  us  on  the  copper  endlesa  results  of  end- 
less and  interesting  observation.  The  life  of  the 
river  "below  bridge"  and  the  life  of  riverside 
London  is  all  there — barge  and  bargee,  crane  and 
warehouse,  wharf  and  chimney,  clipper  and 
wherry,  and  the  sluggish  stream,  the  fliit  liorizon, 
the  distant  river  curve,  the  tower  of  liotherhithe 
Church  rising  perhaps  from  out  of  the  remote 


laid,  is  not  interfered  with — the  line  that  livea 
and  that  tells  its  story. 

By  1803 — as  is  shown  by  the  exquisite  "  Chel- 
sea Wharf,"  with  its  quiet  of  the  suburban  after- 
noon, and  by  the  admirable  "Amsterdam,"  with 
ita  houses,  its  shipping,  its  thin  line  of  long  flat 
coast  under  a  wildiah  sky — Whistler  had  thor- 
oughly entered  upon  the  work  of  Iiis  middle 
peiiod.  A  nianuer,  more  suggestive  to  the  expert 
and  more  economical  to  the  artist,  though  r&< 
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ceiTcd  lesa  readily  by  the  firat  comer,  was  by  this 
time  clearly  upon  Iiim;  and,  with  certain  modi- 
ficaticDB,  it  has  continued  to  this  day.  Perhaps 
it  is  most  distinctly  marked  in  thnt  Leyland 
]>ei'iod — a  period  of  the  rare  dry  points  of  Ibe 
Leyland  family — which,  after  a  little  interval, 
succeeded  the  period  of  the  "  Clielsea  Wharf" 
and  the  "Amsterdam."  It  ia  in  its  perfection  in 
"The  Model  Heating"  (1S70).  in  "  Fanny  Ley- 
land  "(1873),  and  in  "Dam  Wood  "  (1875)— all 
of  them  rare,  desirable,  notable  plates  of  the  trne 
Leyland  period,  in  most  of  which,  as  in  some  of 
bis  later  work,  Mr.  Whistler  would  seem — it  I 
may  put  it  so — to  haro  painted  upon  tbo  plate  as 
much  as  drawn :  to  have  sought,  that  is,  paint- 


er's as  well  as  dranghtemnn's  qnalities.  I  en- 
deavor to  note  the  distinntions,  but  after  a  dozen 
years  of  close  study  of  Mr.  Whistler's  works — and 
of  fruitful  enjoyment  of  their  possessioii — I  must 
still  guard  myself  against  expressing  any  marked 
preference  for  one  period  over  anotJier.  The 
work  of  each  period  lias  its  own  qualities,  and, 
since  all  art  is  concession  and  compromise,  the 
work  of  each  period  must  have  likewise  its  own 
deficiencies.  Practically  there  haa  been  no  bad 
time ;  but  at  more  times  than  one  there  have 
been— even  from  tliis  gifted  hand — unsatisfac- 
tory, impertinent,  cheeky  etchings. 

In  1S79— after  some  financial  incidents  which 
may,  presumably,  have  saddened  Mr.  Whistler'a 
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creditors,  thangli  tlioy  aro  reported  to  have  left 
Mr.  Whistler  cliecrfiil — tlio  great  etclier  went  to 
Voiiioo,  at  the  instance  of  llio  Fine  Art  Society, 
and  there,  in  line  extraordinarily  expressive  and 
viracions,  he  recorded  not  so  mucii  the  recog- 
nized beauties  of  the  town  as  the  vividness  and 
variety  of  liis  personal  impressions.  And  that, 
indeed,  was  his  true  business.  Somo  of  these 
etchings  were  exhibited  before  they  were  properly 
finished.  Hence  they  were  received  with  some 
cnldness — though  the  fairyliko  "  Little  Venice," 
nearly  finished  to  begin  with,  was  always  an  ex- 
ception to  this  rule.     There  is  nothing  of  Ilom- 


most  of  them  Yenetian   in  tbetne — which  had, 

fortunately,  been  bought  by  hardly  anybody  un- 
til, in  1886,  their  excellence  was  achieved.  In 
this  set  the  entrancing  freedom,  the  inexhausti- 
ble suggestiveness,  of  "The  Balcony  "and  "The 
Oai-den"  demands  note  :  the  balcony  that,  with 
drapery  Hung  upon  it,  hangs  over  and  overlooks 
tho  Grand  Canal  :  the  garden  which  passing  hu- 
manity peers  into,  and  peering,  perhaps  reflects 
with  the  Gi'cok  poet  whoso  youth  was  gone — 

"  Spring  for  II16  tree  and  lierb ;  uo  Bptiug  tor  nB." 

It  was  in  1886  that  I  published  my  "Whistler's 
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brandt's,  there  is  nothing  of  Meryon's,  beside 
which  this  diminutive  masterpiece  may  not  most 
fitly  be  placed.  Power  of  selection,  power  of 
composition,  delicacy  of  handling — all  say  their 
last  word  in  the  "Little  Venice."  Art  does  not 
go  any  further.  Bnt  since  1880^whon  they  were 
first  exhibited  —  many  of  the  plates  done  lu 
Venice  have  been  taken  up  and  completed.  The 
"  Piazzetta,"  for  instance — unattractive  at  first  as 
a  ragged  thing  or  a  skeleton  —  has  lately  been 
brought  to  the  very  highest  level  that  is  attained 
by  any  etcher's  art.  And,  several  years  ago,  Mr. 
Whistler  perfected  for  the  limited  issue  by  tho 
Messrs.  Dowdeswell  the  "Twenty-six"  plates — 


Etchings:  A  Study  and  a  Catalogue."  About  two 
hundred  and  fourteen  etchings  had  then  been 
executed  ;  and  these — the  work  of  what  must 
necessarily  be  the  better  part  of  Mr.  Whistler's 
lifetime  —  were  carefully  described.  I  am  told 
that  the  book  was  not  without  effect,  in  England 
and  America,  on  the  demand  for  Mr,  Whistler's 
prints,  some  of  which,  of  course,  were  alrea<ly  un- 
obtainable, so  narrowly  limited  had  been  their  is- 
sue. Anyhow,  there  immediately  cropped  ip 
under  my  notice  ingenious  but  insignificant  cra^ 
quis,  declared  by  those  interested  in  them  to  be 
valuable,  simply  becanse  they  were  "undescribed." 
Why  were  they  "undescribed"?    Because  they 
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]iad  that  niomeni  been  done.  Plates  w^ith  a  fow 
scratches  on  them — clever^  since  they  were  Mr. 
Whistler^s,  but  each  plate  less  important  than  the 
last — were  hurried  (I  know  net  by  whom)  into 
the  hands  of  men  who  had,  presumably^  much 
money  and  exceedingly  little  knowledge.  Soon 
there  was  an  end  of  tliat  game ;  and  during  the 
last  two  or  three  years — witli  a  creditable  reac- 
tion from  this  fever  of  immature  fruitfulness — 
Mr.  Whistler  has  produced  a  few  new  plates  of 
serious  interest  and  accomplishment.  The  best 
of  them  that  has  yet  been  seen  is  the  most  ad- 
mirable *'Zaandam/*  over  whose  stretched  line 
the  breeze  from  across  dike  and  fen  and  Zuyder 
Zee  stirs  here,  stirs  there,  stirs  everywhere,  the 
wings  of  the  windmills  of  Holland. 

Several  years  before  Mr.  Whistler  etched  at  all 
— in  1843  and  1844  indeed — a  now  veteran  artist, 
President  de  sa  propre  Academie,  who  has  been 
famous  surgeon  as  well  as  famous  etcher — founder 
of  the  Royal  Society  of  Painter-Etchers,  energetic 
advocate,  by  speecli  and  writing,  of  the  art  he 
loves — drew  delicately  upon  six  tiny  plates  what 
were  meant  to  be  the  beginnings  of  views  in  mid- 
Itoly.  As  rare  as  anything  in  Mr.  Whistler's 
long  (Btivre — though,  as  their  author  knows,  in 
themselves  less  desirable-^are  the  impressions  of 
those  little  plates  which  few  have  seen,  but  which 
I  beheld,  perhaps  ten  years  ago,  strengthened 
here  and  there  with  pencil  work,  yet  even  then 
only  feebly  holding  their  own,  among  the  abun- 
dant treasures  of  an  upper  chamber  in  Hertford 
Street — the  almost  unknown  initial  chapter,  they, 
in  the  sturdy  and  now  celebnited  volume  of  Sey- 
mour Had  en's  etched  work.  The  days  when  tliey 
were  executed  were  about  the  days  of  the  Etching 
Club,  a  body  which  in  its  turn  was  followed  by 
the  Junior  Etching  Club.  These  clubs  left  us  no 
legacy  we  care  to  inherit ;  their  productions  were 
fidgety,  prim,  at  best  desperately  pretty  and  ridic- 
ulously elaborated,  so  that  there  was  practically 
nothing  in  them  of  visible  and  expressive  line.  A 
little — just  a  little — of  that  visible  line  there  was 
— there  actually  was — even  in  an  unenlightened 
period — in  those  few  trifling  plates  of  Seymour 
Haden's  on  which  his  first  work  was  accom- 
plished. Ho  wrought  nothing  for  many  years 
afterward  ;  then,  in  1858,  when  Whistler — by  this 
time  his  brother-in-law — was  already  busy,  Mr. 
Haden,  urged  thereto  by  the  knowledge  of  good 
work  executed  in  France  at  that  moment,  and  by 
a  fitting  reverence  for  the  master  etchings  of 
Rembrandt,  took  up  some  coppers  seriously — set 
down  upon  them,  in  this  and  the  few  following 
years,  with  an  appreciation  not  less  certain  and 
immediate  than  Mr.  Whist  er's,  of  th^se  laws  to 
which  etchings  should  conform,  his  powerful  and 


personal  impressions  of  English  landscape,  of  the 
trout  stream  and  the  stately  river,  of  forest  trees, 
a  sunset  over  the  Thames,  of  the  vews  and  cedars 
of  an  English  country  house  ('*  Mytton  Hall '% 
of  the  reflections,  in  some  quiet  water,  of  the 
homely  buildings  of  a  little  whitewashed  town  in 
Wales  (*<  Kidwelly  Town,"  p.  492). 

A  few  years  later,  when  the  achievements  of 
Mr.  Haden  had  grown  numerous,  the  intelligent 
French  critic,  M.  Philippe  Burty,  praised  and 
chronicled  them  in  the  Oazeite  des  Beaux-Arts, 
There  were  fifty  or  sixty  etchings  by  that  time. 
This  was  in  1864.  And  in  1865  and  1866  about 
thirty  of  them — including  the  minor  but  still  at- 
tractive plates  used  as  ''head*'  or  ''tailpieces'' — 
were  published  in  Paris,  with  a  French  text  which 
consisted  in  part  of  an  excellent  analytical  and 
didactic  letter,  written  in  the  foreign  tongue,  by 
the  artist  to  M.  Burty.  1864  and  1865  were 
years  of  great  productiveness,  and  amongst  edu- 
cated lovers  of  art,  at  home  and  in  France, 
popularity,  hitherto  denied  to  the  etcher — for 
Whistler  was  little  appreciated  and  Meryon  was 
starving — courted  Mr.  Haden  with  its  blandish- 
ments, or  threatened  him  with  its  dangers.  In 
1870  the  large  and  impressive  plate  of  ''The 
Breaking  up  of*  the  Agamemnon*' — "  large,"  I 
say ;  not  huge,  for  "  the  huge  plate  is  an  of- 
fense"— put  the  coping  stone  npon  that  edifice 
of  his  celebrity  to  which  the  writings  of  Mr.  Ham- 
erton  (in  a  now  standard  volume,  published  in 
1868)  had  contributed  an  important  story.  Mr. 
Hamerton,  at  that  period,  tliero  can  be  little 
question,  did  not  fully  appreciate  Mr.  Whistler. 
He  already  wrote  of  him — need  I  say  ? — with  in- 
telligence and  interest,  but  his  enthusiasm  was  re- 
served, so  far  as  the  moderns  are  concerned,  for 
Meryon  and  for  Haden. 

Save  for  an  exceptional  activity  in  the  j'ear 
1877 — the  year  of  the  Dorsetshire  dry  pofnts  and 
of  the  Spanish  etchings — the  productiveness  of 
Mr.  Iladen,  since  18G9,  had  begun  to  slacken. 
In  1879  it  stopped.  The  185  etchings  chronicled 
by  Sir  William  Drake  in  "A  Descriptive  Cata- 
logue of  the  Etched  Work  of  Francis  Seymour 
Iladen  "  had  all  been  executed  ;  and  soon  after — 
either  during  Mr.  Haden's  visit  to  America  or 
during  a  visit  of  Mr.  Keppors  to  England — 
the  veteran  artist  said  to  the  New  York  print 
dealer  :  "  I  shall  etch  no  more."  I  imagine  Mr. 
Keppel's  countenance  of  surprise  and  regret,  and 
Mr.  Iladen^s  observation  of  it.  But  the  incident 
was  not  over.  The  artist  brought  out  his  etching 
needle ;  looked  at  it ;  placed  it  gravely  in  Mr. 
Keppel's  hands.  It  was  presented  to  him  as  a 
sign  that  that  which  had  been  spoken  would 
surely  be  fulfilled,  and  the  etcher  would  etch  no 
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more.  Like  Mme.  Arnould-Plessis,  like  Mac- 
ready,  too,  but  like  how  few  of  his  fellows  in 
any  department  of  public  effort,  this  artist  with- 
drew himself  from  productiveness  before  ever  the 
quality  of  his  prodaction  had  visibly  failed. 

Perhaps  I  shall  do  well,  in  one  or  two  last  para- 
graphs about  him,  to  name,  for  conyenience  sake, 
a  few  of  Seymour  Haden's  most  excellent  and 
most  chanusteriBtic  workft — prints  in  which  his 
vivid  impvaasioii  of  the  object  or  the  scene  before 
him  has  been  most  vividly  or,  it  may  be^  subtly 
conveyed — sprints,  perhaps,  wltich  hare  his  most 
distinguishing  qualities  of  direetness  and  vigor. 
The  etchings  of  Seymour  Haden  are  deliberately 
arrested  at  the  stage  of  t&e  frank  sketcb ;  but  it 
is  the  sketch  conoeived  nobly  and  executed  with 
impnlse.  It  ie  not  the  sketch  upon  the  thumb 
nail,  it  is  not  the  memorandum  that  maybe  made 
upon  the  afairt  cult  at  dinner  time,  in  the  inter- 
Tal  between  the  soup  and  the  fish. 

The  tendency  of  his  work,  as  time  went  on, 
was,  aa  is  ueual,  toward  gi'eater  breadth  ;  but, 
unless  WQ  are  to  compare  only  such  &  print  as 
"Out  of  Study  Window,'*  say  (done  in.  1859), 
with  only  the  most  admirable  dry  point,  ^Wind- 
mill Hill  (done  in  1877),  there  is  no  greatly 
marked  contrast,  no  surprise ;  there  is  but  a 
steady ^id  slow  and  apparently  inevitable  develop- 
ment. This  I  in  part  attribute  to  the  fact  that 
when  Mr.  Haden  took  up  etching  seriouely  in 
1858  he  was  already  a  middle-aged  man.  He 
had  lived  for  years  in  the  frequent  intercourse 
with  noble  and  aooomplished  Art ;  his  view  of 


Nature,  and  of  the  way  of  rendering  her,  or  let- 
ting her  inspire  you,  was  large,  and  likely  to  be 
large,  almost  from  the  beginning.  Yet,  as  time 
went  on,  there  came  no  doubt  an  increasing  love 
of  the  sense  of  spaciousness,  of  breadth  and  of 
potent  effect.  The  work  was  apt  to  become  more 
dramatic  and  more  moving.  The  hand  asked  the 
opportunity  for  the  fuller  exercise  of  its  freedom. 
"  Sawley  Ahbey,'*  etched  in  1873,  is  an  instance 
of  this,  and  I  am  glad  to  mention  it,  not  alone 
for  its  merits,  but  because,  like  a  certain  number 
of  its  fellows  among  the  later  work,  it  is  etched 
on  zinc — a  risky  substance,  which  succeeds  ad- 
mirably when  it  succeeds,  and  when  it  fails,  as 
Mr.  Haden  tells  me,  fails  very  much.  "Wind- 
mill Hill,"  "Nine-Barrow  Down,**  "Wareham 
Bridge  "  and  "  The  Little  Boathonse,"  and,  again, 
that  "  Grim  Spain  '^  which  illnstratea  my  "  Four 
Masters  of  Etching,"  are  the  prints  which  I 
should  most  choose  to  possess  amongst  those  of 
Mr.  Haden'e  later  time ;  whilst,  going  back  to 
the  period  of  1864  and  1865,  "Snnaet  on  the 
Thames '^ia  at  the  same  time  popular  and  strong, 
and  "  Penton  Hook  "  renarkable  for  its  draughts- 
manahip  of  tree  trunk  and  stamp.  Yet  earlier— 
in  1860  and  18^9^-" Combe  Bolton''  is  unsur- 
passed for  aweetness  and  spontaneity,  "Mytton 
Hall  **  for  ita  full  share  of  that  element  of  style 
which  is  never  wholly  absent  from  Mr.  Haden^ 
work,  and  **  The  Water  Meadow,"  an  extraordi- 
narily happy  transcript  of  a  sudden  rainstorm  in 
the  lowlands,  where  poplars  flourish  and  grass 
grows  rank.     (See  p.  493.) 


GERARDIA, 

(  Ger<trdia    Tenui folia. } 
By  Charles  H.  Crandall. 


PuBB  little  bells,  low  swinging 

Along  the  pAstoM  ways, 
Accept  my  nutic  singing, 

Although  I  lack  the  bays! 
For  when  tiie  dew  is  ringing 

Yonr  pink  with  diamond  says 
Then'a  nothing  fairer  springing 

In  rich  Ssptember  days. 


Like  Bby,  sweet  little  lasses, 

Youc  faces,  bright  and  clear, 
Salute  one  as  he  passes 

With  courtesies  kind  and  dear. 
Hiow  glad  I  leave  the  masses 

To  linger  with  yon  hace ! 
Oh,  (n^et  me  in  the  gmsses 

TiU  life  be  lata  and  sere ! 


HESmETTA    BAE. 


"bs  walked  over  to  j 


i  BOTH  OP  HIB,  SAID,  'TOD  LOVED 


EXHIGIT    203879. 

"LOVE-FOSSILS." 

N.B.- 

—Very  rare. 

ExHinjTED  uv  Will 

••  Pabib.  Oclobfr  IGlh.  1869. 
"  Me  Deab  Phii.  :  At  twenty  love  is  a  thistle  ;  at  thirty, 
>  rose ;  nt  forty,  (t  weed :  at  eiity,  a  poison  berry ;  at 
eighty,  a  gTEive  bloBSom  t  The  whole  bouquet  is  but  it  siir- 
vItoJ  ot  time,  and  aa  certain  a  consequence  o(  your  pHB- 
rion,  if  pursaed.  as  age  itself.  Bettor  to  die  before  the 
n»e  time  has  witbered  and  the  weed  replaced  it ;  or,  best 
of  all,  leaTe  the  matter  alone  altogether.  Travel,  enlist. 
■hip  to  Cbina,  study  Sanskrit,  or,  ratber  tbnn  nllow  n  pretty 
woman  to  creep  into  your  heart,  blow  your  brains  ont,  and 
U  yon  must  be  sentimental  leave  the  bullet  to  her  in  your 
VoL  XXXTin.,  No.  4—32. 


AM    BE  WAGSTAFFE. 

will.  I  will  see  that  she  receives  it  safely,  a  condescen. 
sion  to  sentiment  which  even  taies  my  long  friendship  for 
you.  dear  fellow.  You  asked  roy  advice— here  it  is.  Yon 
won't  like  it.  I  know,  but  that  in  your  own  fault,  not  mine. 
If  I  do  not  bear  from  you  in  a  week,  or  fail  to  see  yoQr 
name  omaiuent  tlie  obitunry  calumn,  never  expect  oonsola- 
tion  from  me  in  the  future  you  will  have  adopted  against 
my  wisbea.  Yours,  Jobn  Stbivob." 

"  W:iB  tlio  writer  of  thia  epiatle  a  cynic  ?    Waa 
the  web  of  sentiment  woven  into  the  fabric  of  lua 
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message  merely  the  effort  of  literary  skill,  or  was 
it  unconscious  betrayal  of  a  love  story  long  past 
— the  rose  turned  to  a  weed  ? 

'^  Surely  a  winter  in  Paris  could  not  have  been 
so  cold  as  to  penetrate  Jack's  nature  with  its 
frost !  He  was  a  handsome  fellow,  a  man  of  the 
world.  It  was  possible  that  the  boulevards  had 
drawn  him  into  some  amour,  which,  cradled  in 
his  own  ideal  imagination,  had  left  him  utterly 
heartless. 

''Ah,  those  boulevards  of  Paris  1  IIow  many 
natures  born  to  noble  instinct  had  by  virtue  of 
nobility  been  drawn  into  idleness  and  cynical 
dishonor  I 

*'  I  remember  as  keenly  as  though  it  had  been 
yesterday  the  time  when  I  had  received  this  let- 
ter. Jack  and  I  had  been  studying  art  in  Paris 
together,  and  when  I  returned  to  New  York  our 
correspondence  was  vigorously  kept  np.  Then 
the  sumniei  came,  and  on  one  of  my  sketching 
trips  I  met  Lilian  Langdon,  fell  in  love  with  her 
and  proposed.  It  was  most  natural  that  upon 
my  acceptance  by  this  lovely  woman  I  should 
write  and  tell  Jack  all  about  it,  and  I  did.  I  de- 
scribed her  as  best  I  could,  and  left  the  depth  of 
my  attachment  to  his  imagination  in  the  fact 
that  we  were  engaged. 

"  Instead  of  congratulations,  I  received  this 
most  peculiar  of  all  mi8Bi:i^eB  tiiat  had  ever  reached 
me.  I  answered  it  in  baaitertng  humor,  charged 
liim  with  too  reckless  a  nature  and  —  married 
Lilian. 

•'  I  never  received  any  reply  from  Jack,  and  in 
lite  years  that  have  gone  by  since  then  I  had 
lieard  notliing  of  him  until  recently.  At  first  I 
was  surprised,  then  hurt,  and  finally  I  became 
indifferent :  such  a  defiant  monster  is  time  to  the 
laws  of  love  and  friendship. 

"  To-night  from  an  old  portfolio  I  have  dragged 
this  record  of  a  past  memory,  and  though  the 
paper  has  grown  yellow  and  the  writing  feeble 
with  age,  the  letter  has  lost  none  of  its  cynical 
vigor,  and  to  me  it  now  seems  full  of  wisdom, 
when  years  ago  it  was  a  dyspeptic's  logic. 

**  Poor  Jack  !  I  wonder  if  he  1ms  grown  gray 
and  silent  as  I.  I  wonder  if  the  dawn  of  eternity 
with  its  silver  mist  has  settled  in  his  hair,  and 
crept  into  his  heart  with  the  strange  misgivings 
of  coming  dissolution  ? 

"When  a  man  grows  old  his  vanity  is  all  he 
has  left  of  the  many  follies  of  a  lifetime,  and  he 
compares  with  pride  the  wrinkles  of  other  old 
men  with  his  own,  just  to  see  if  he  cannot  take  a 
year  or  so  from  his  own  face,  or  even  a  few  months 
from  the  feebleness  of  his  walk. 

"  Not  that  I  have  reached  that  stage  myself — 
dear  me,  no  ! — but  I  notice  it  among  a  few  old 


men  of  my  acquaintance,  and  I  intend  to  profit 
by  the  observation. 

"Now,  this  very  evening,  after  all  these  years, 
we  are  to  meet  as  elderly  men.  Perhaps  Jack  would 
call  me  an  old  man.  Nonsense  ;  spectacles  don't 
make  a  man  old  ;  a  few  gray  hairs  (I  don't  know 
how  many — I  never  counted  them)  don't  mean 
age  in  these  days  of  premature  growth  ;  and  what 
if  I  do  need  a  stick  to  lean  upon  when  I  walk 
out  ?  I  could  do  without  it  if  I  were  absolutely 
obliged  io.  I  go  to  bed  a  little  earlier  than  I  used 
to,  but  a  man  is  all  the  better  for  regular  habits." 

So  mused  Mr.  Philip  Grantou  as  he  sat  in  an 
easy  nhair* set  close  to  the  edge  of  the  fireplace 
that  he  migjit  rest  his  feet  on  the  fender. 

Old  people  are  so  foiiid  of  warmth  !  It  takes  the 
cbiil  of  age  out  of  their  bones. 

A  few  moments  the  reverie  continued,  when 
Mr.  Granton's  butler  was  thrown  into  a  shocking 
state  of  amazement  by  his  master. 

"  Jerkins,  bring  me  my  pipe  and  my  smoking 
cap,"  he  had  said  ;  and  the  respectable  servant  in 
an  awe-struck  tone  replied  : 

"In  here,  sir?" 

"Yes." 

"  In  the  drawing  room,  sir  ?" 

"Exactly,"  replied  the  master,  indifferently. 
"By  the  way,  I  expect  Mr.  Strange  here  to- 
night. When  he  calls  show  him  directly  into  this 
room." 

"  Very  well,  sir,"  answered  Jerkins  ;  and  while 
he  hunted  for  Mr.  Oranton's  pipe  and  cap  he  was 
saying  to  himself :  "  Poor  dear  lady,  and  she  s» 
purtickler  about  that  room,  too  !  Smoke  in  the 
drawing  room  indeed  !  The  old  gentleman  must 
be  gettin'  childish." 

lie  brought  him  his  pipe  and  tobacco  and  put 
them  on  a  table  beside  him,  then  he  stirred  the 
fire  a  little  viciously  with  the  poker. 

"  Now,  don't  make  a  mess  there.  Jerkins ;  I 
never  could  bear  to  see  the  fireplace  untidy,"  said 
Philip,  lighting  his  pipe  slowly  with  a  taper  as  he 
spoke. 

"The  lady  couldn't  bear  it  either,  sir,"  replied 
Jerkins,  with  a  home  thrust  at  his  master's  intre- 
pidity. 

"  That  will  do.  Jerkins,"  said  Mr.  Granton, 
more  respectfully ;  and  when  the  door  was  closed 
he  laid  his  pipe  down  beside  him  and  waited  si- 
lently for  John  Strange. 

Later  on,  during  a  bustle  in  the  hallway,  the 
old  gentleman  overheard  the  fpllowing  conversa- 
tion : 

"  Ah  !  does  Phil  Granton  live  here  ?"  said  a 
stout,  heavy  voice. 

"Mr.  Granton  is  at  home,  sir,"  Jerkins  was 
heard  to  reply. 
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Well,  never  mind  a  card  ;  you  juofc  tell  liim 
Jack  Strange  has  come/' 

"  Walk  right  up,  sir/' 

''Is  Mrs.  Grauton  at  home  ?"  asked  Jack,  in  a 
lower  voice. 

After  some  hesitation  the  butler's  voice  said, 
meaningly : 

**No,  sir,  she  is  not." 

'"Good  !     All  the  better.     Td  rather  see  Phil 
'  first,"  muttered  Jack,  half  aloud,  partly  to  him- 
self- 

Then  he  mounted  the  stairs,  and  the  two  men 
who  had  not  seen  each  other  since  they  were 
young  met.  Except  for  the  change  that  time 
had  wrought  in  their  appearance  no  one  would 
have  believed  that  there  was  any  age  in  their 
hearts.  They  gripped  each  othej  firmly  by  the 
hand  like  men. 

''Jack,  old  friend!" 

"Phil,  my  boy!" 

That  was  all  that  reached  the  lips  from  the  in- 
ner flow  of  feeling  that  is  indescribable,  being  en- 
tirely distinct  from  all  other  sentiments  of  the 
heart,  unless  you  call  it  comradeship. 

Twenty  years  had  passed  between  these  men  in 
silence,  yet  they  cared  more  for  each  other  then 
than  they  did  when  they  were  art  students  in 
Paris.  Time  had  twisted  their  faces  and  their 
figures  out  of  symmetry,  but  it  had  not  disturbed 
the  true  fealty  of  their  hearts. 

**  Phil,  you've  grown  since  I  last  saw  you,"  said 
Jack,  wickedly,  when  they  had  seated  themselves 
by  the  fire. 

*'  Well,  I  haven't  swollen,"  replied  Phil,  look- 
ing  Jack  keenly  over. 

His  figure  had  changed  from  a  parallelogram 
to  a  rotund  far  from  becoming. 

''  Can't  stop  it — ^taken  everything  I  can  find," 
said  Jack,  apologetically. 

''  I  should  think  you  had,  from  your  size." 

"I  tell  you,  Phil,  we're  getting  old." 

''Confound  it,  we  ai'e  old.  Jack,  and  yet — and 

yet "   And  the  dignified  Mr.  Granton  relit  his 

pipe,  and  Jack  Strange  puffed  away  at  a  cigar. 

"I  know  it  doesn't  seem  so  very  long  ago — 
those  days  in  Paris,"  said  Jack,  solemnly. 

'*  How  long  ago  is  it  ?   Let  me  see.  In  '72 1 " 

"  Oh,  it  is  only  a  few  years,"  said  Jack,  waving 
most  of  a  lifetime  into  oblivious  calculation  with 
his  right  hand. 

"  About  that,"  said  Granton,  wisely. 

Then  the  two  old  cronies  paused  to  think. 
Oranton  broke  the  reverie. 

'^  Married,  Jack  ?"  he  asked,  almost  tenderly. 

*'  No  I"  said  the  other,  simply. 

''  Why  not  ?"  asked  Granton,  thoughtlessly. 

''  Too  fat,  I  suppose,"  replied  Jack,  with  a  sinis- 


ter tone  of  humor.  "And  you — did  you  marry  that 
fascinating  youngster  you  wrote  me  about  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Granton,  sadly. 

*'  Are  you  sorry  ?"  asked  Jack,  with  genuine 
curiosity. 

"  No  ;  we  were  very  happy — very  happy."  And 
the  old  man's  voice  quivered  a  little.  Jack  mis- 
understood the  pain  he  recognized.  Like  a  man 
of  the  world,  he  judged  the  world  by  its  majority. 

"  I'm  truly  sorry  for  you,  Phil.  Did  she — did 
she  leave  you  ?" 

"Yes,  a  year  ago." 

Men  cannot  comfort  each  other.  They  can  only 
fight  for  one  another.  So  both  were  silently  con- 
scious of  a  pain  that  neither  one  could  soothe. 

"I  had  a  similar  experience,"  said  Jack  at 
last,  bluntly. 

'  Philip  did   not  answer,  but  signified  that  he 
was  listening. 

"  You  remember  that  you  wrote  me  for  advice, 
and  I  gave  it  to  you.  I  forget  what  I  said,  but 
it  was  to  the  effect  that  you  should  forget  her. 
Some  men's  lives  are  better  without  a  woman's 
worship.  I  had  found  that  I  was  to  be  one  of 
those  men,  when  I  received  your  letter.  I  thought 
it  would  be  best  for  you."  He  paused  as  if  wait- 
ing for  Philip  to  say  something,  to  comment  in 
some  way  upon  his  words.  The  latter  remained 
perversely  silent,  however.  He  was  thinking  of 
Jack's  letter — "At  sixty  love  is  a  poison  berry." 
"  Well,  just  then  I  had  loved  a  woman  for  a  long 
time  myself,"  continued  Jack,  thoughtfully. 

"  You  r  said  Philip. 

"  Yes  ;  but  I  had  made  a  mistake.  She  was  a 
woman  who  had  a  very  pretty  face,  but  a  false 
tongue." 

Granton  looked  round  at  Jack  with  a  perplexed 
stare. 

"  Did  she  deceive  you  ?"  he  asked,  softly. 

"Well,  time  has,  perhaps,  changed  her  nature, 
and — and — well,  she  ceased  to  care  for  me." 

"That  was?" 

"About  the  time  I  received  your  letter  an- 
nouncing your  engagement." 

There  was  another  pause.  Philip  had  lowered 
the  light,  as  if  instinct  had  commanded  this  con- 
fidence to  come,  and  required  only  the  gloaming 
of  the  firelight  to  cloak  truths  that  were  dacred. 

"  Why  did  you  not  answer  my  letter  ?"  asked 
Philip,  awkwardly. 

"  I  had  said  all  I  had  to  say.  When  you  wrote 
me  you  were  married  I — I  went  away.  For  many 
years  I  lived  in  China." 

"  Why,  that  was  where  you  advised  me  to  go  !" 

"True.  You  staid  at  home,  though.  I  for- 
give you,  Phil.  I  did  not  think  I  ever  should  ; 
but  that  was  all  poetry.    When  a  man  borders  oa 
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sixty  the  music  of  life  turns  to  prose,  old  chap — 
steriiy  sober  prose.*' 

Jack  Strange  stood  up  to  knock  the  ashes  of 
his  cigar  into  the  grate.  In  doing  so  liis  foot 
caught  in  a  small  table,  and  over  it  went  Tvith  all 
its  burden,  smashing  a  valuable  china  vase.  The 
light  was  turned  up,  and  with  profuse  apologies 
Jack  began  to  gather  up  the  pieces.  Among  the 
debris  was  the  photograph  of  a  beautiful  girl  in 
pensive  attitude,  her  eyes  looking  just  a  shade  of 
sadness  from  the  picture.  John  gazed  at  it  long 
and  eagerly.     Granton  noticed  his  interest. 

"A  picture  of  my  wife,  just  before  she  was 
married.     A  great  beauty,  was  she  not  ?" 

"  A  lovely  face,*' said  Jack,  slowly  ;  then  laying 
the  picture  down  carefully  on  the  table,  he  added  : 
*'  She  does  not  look  like  a  woman  who  could  de- 
ceive.'* 

"Deceive  ?"  asked  Granton,  with  some  aston- 
ishment. 

"Ah,  forgive  me,  my  dear  friend,  for  reviving 
painful  memories,  but  if  you  had  taken  my  ad- 
vice 1** 

"I  should  have  been  in  China,  and  missed  a 
lifetime  of  peace  and  happiness.** 

"  You  still  love  her  ?'*  said  Jack,  tenderly. 

"A  man  does  not  forget  his  wife  in  a  year. 
Jack,  even  in  this  cosmopolitan  city.  Why 
shouldn't  I  love  her  ?'* 

"She  is  happy  with — the — other  man  ?'* 

"  What  other  man  ?'*  asked  Philip,  in  alarm. 

"  Why,  when  she  left  you,**  said  Jack,  thor- 
oughly embarrassed  and  growing  red  in  the  face. 

"Lilian  is  dead,**  said  Philip,  slowly  compre- 
hending the  mistake. 

"  Dead  !  dead  I**  cried  Jack,  in  evident  amaze- 
ment. 

"  Yes ;  she  died  last  winter,*'  added  Philip, 
quietly. 

"  And  she — ^you — you  were  both  happy  ?" 

"  We  loved  each  other,  Jack,  to  the  end,  in  spite 
of  that  letter  of  yours.  Your  prophecy  was  too 
reckless,  dear  friend  ;  it  was  never  fulfilled.  I 
have  your  letter  still ;  and  when  Lilian  and 
I  were  left  alone  together — that  is,  when  our  son 
died — we  read  your  letter  over,  and  wondered  why 
it  was  that  the  rose  still  blossomed  and  changed 
nor  to  weed  nor  poison  berry.  It  became  a  mor- 
bid fancy  of  my  wife's  even  to  the  last  to  read 
that  letter  of  yours,  and  at  length,  in  her  final 
hours,  she  understood  it.  'Philip,*  she  said,  one 
night,  'the  rose  is  withering  a  little,  that  is  age  ; 
the  weed  is  stronger,  that  is  faith ;  the  poison 


berry  is  our  parting ;  the  grave  blossom  is  mem- 
ory. I  knew  I  should  understand  his  words  some 
day.*  And  so  she  passed  away.  Look,  there  is 
the  very  letter,  dated  Paris.     Head  it.** 

There  is  no  age  too  cynical  for  tears,  and  these 
two  old  men,  wifh  all  their  sang-froid,  found 
themselves  crying  like  whipped  boys.  Jack  took 
the  worn  letter  and  read  it. 

"  Philip,  will  you  give  me  this — this  rubbish  ?" 
he  said  at  last,  in  a  half-choking  voice. 

"  No,  Jack  ;  I  can't  do  that.  She  asked  me  to 
keep  it,**  answered  Philip. 

"I  will  give  yon  one  in  exchange — the  one 
that  inspired  mo  to  write  this,**  said  Jack,  fishing 
out  his  pocketbook  and  dragging  from  among  the 
papers  a  letter  equally  worn  and  old.  "  Read  it,** 
he  said,  handing  it  to  Philip  with  unsteady  hand. 

After  much  rubbing  of  spectacles,  with  furtive 
attempts  to  dry  his  eyes,  Philip  Granton  carefully 
unfolded  the  yellow  sheets  and  read  as  follows  : 

*'  Mt  Deab  Mb.  Stbanob  :  I  regret  that  you  should  have 
written  me  the  letter  which  I  herewith  acknowledge.  We 
have  been  friends  so  long  that  I  cannot  bear  to  cause  yon 
any  pain.  Ton  wiU  believe  me  when  I  tell  you  that  only 
the  constraint  which  your  letter  pnts  upon  me  compels  me 
to  say  that  I  must  decline  the  honor  you  have  shown  me 
to  ask  for  my  hand.  Indeed,  I  realize  what  a  mistake  we 
have  both  made,  I  to  encourage  your  friendship,  you  to 
misunderstand  my  feeling.  You  ask  me  to  give  my  rea- 
sons should  I  refude.  I  must  tell  you  that  I  km  engaged 
to  marry  Mr.  Philip  Gmnton,  a  yonng  artist  of  much 
promise,  whom  I  met  recently.  What  more  can  I  say  ?  If 
we  can  be  friends  again  write  to  me. 

•♦  Truly  yours,  Lilian  Lanodon." 

Philip  Granton  read  the  letter  slowly.  When 
he  had  finished  he  walked  over  to  Jack,  and  tak- 
ing his  hand  in  both  of  his,  said  : 

"  You  loved  her,  too — and  said  nothing  !'* 

*'  I  came  to  see  her  to-night,**  said  Jack,  sadly. 

*'  You  never  even  told  me  !"  added  Philip. 

**  I  told  you  to  go  to  China,  didn't  I,  and  a  lot 
of  other  hotheaded  stuff  ?*' 

Granton  gently  took  the  letter  from  Jack's 
hand,  and  folding  it  with  the  other,  he  held  the 
two  over  the  fire. 

*' We  will  burn  them  both.  Jack.  Their  mis- 
sion is  fulfilled,"  he  said. 

As  the  letters  twisted  and  writhed  in  their 
black  agony  in  the  fiame  the  two  old  men  watched 
them  burn  with  mingled  feelings.  It  was  their 
doxology  to  romance. 

And  above  their  heads,  in  an  old-fashioned 
frame,  was  the  face  of  a  quiet,  peaceful-looking 
old  lady  who  had  only  died  a  year  ago. 


WILLIAM  CRAHF. 
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WiLLiAu  Cramp,  tho  founder  of  the  now  cele- 
brated aliiiibiiilding  corpomtiou,  was  bora  at 
Kensington,  Philadelphia,  in  1807.  His  par- 
ents were  American  born,  but  of  English  de- 
scent. He  was  educated  iu  the  Philadelphia 
public  schools.  In  1833  be  was  apprenticed  to 
Samuel  Orice,  the  most  famous  Philadelphia  ship- 
wright. With  a  very  clear  foresight  of  the  future 
of  American  shipbuilding,  ho  acquired  some  prop- 
erty in  the  neighborhood  of  his  home,  front- 
ing on  the  Delaware,  and  began,  in  1830,  to 
build  river  steamboats  and  other  wooden  vessels. 


The  buBJness  prospered  nnder  his  able  manage- 
mont,  and  became  the  nucleus  of  the  present 
enormous  and  opulent  plant. 

The  head  and  founder  of  the  firm  of  William 
Cramp  &  Sons  was,  as  above  stated,  a  man  aiiead 
of  his  time.  In  the  year  18C9  he  decided  that 
wooden  craft  had  seen  their  best  day,  and  he  and 
his  snns  then  associated  with  him  began  to  devote 
their  attention  to  the  building  of  iron  ships.  (The 
Rebecca  Sims  and  Woodrop  Sims,  of  560  and  565 
tons  respectively,  were  tho  largest  wooden  vessels 
of  the  American  merchant  marine  prior  to  18^3. ) 


TUB    "  MINNBAPOLIS 


CRAMPS .  SHIPYARD,   AND    THE  NEW   UNITED   STATES  NAVY. 


"vbboviub"  (dtnamitb 


During  tlie  War  of  tlie  lEebdlioii  tlie  Navy  De- 
partment turned  to  tlie  Cnirnps  for  help  and 
obliged  tliem  materially  to  enlarge  their  plant. 
The  famoiiB  ironclad  ateam  frigate  Kew  Iron- 
fides,  which  waa  long  employed  in  the  hiocknd- 
ing  fleet  off  Charleston,  was  built  at  the  Kensing- 
.  ton  yard.  The  monitora  Yazoo  and  Tiuixis,  aa 
well  ns  the  3,500-toti  eteam  frigate  C'haltanooffa, 
were  also  constructed  by  the  Cramps  during  the 
war.  Their  work  gained  the  reputation  of  being 
done  rapidly  and  well.  The  keel  of  the  Nete 
Ironsides  was  laid  in  May,  18C4,  and  she  was 
launched  in  October  of  the  same  year.  The  fa- 
mous protected  cruisers  of  to-day  were  modeled 
almost  exactly  on  the  Kuw  Ironsideii.  In  those 
days  fut:li  vessels  were  not  called  protected  cruis- 
ers, but  frigates — armored  or  belted  cruisers,  built 
of  wood,  but  protected  by  n  shell  of  armor. 


THB   "JBDIAMA." 


In  1870  the  American  Line  wag  organized  by  a 
number  of  prominent  Philadelphians,  and  the 
building  of  the  vessels  for  this  line  was  intrusted 
to  the  Ornmps,  with  the  idea  of  proving  that  tiie 
work  of  American  shipyards  was  as  excellent  as 
thftt  of  the  great  establishments  abroad.  , 

Immediately  following  this  event  in  the  history 
of  the  plant— ill  the  year  1872— the  firm  of  Will- 
iam Cramp  &  Sous  was  organized  into  a  company. 
The  original  capital  was  #500,000.  This  capital, 
in  accordance  with  the  terms  of  tho  constitutiou 
of  (he  company,  has  been  nt  variona  times  en- 
larged, until  it  is  now  85,000,000.  In  1879  Will- 
iam Cramp  died,  and  liis  son  Charles  H.  Cramp 
{born  in  Philadelphia  on  May  Oth,  1828,}  was 
elected  president  of  the  contpany  to  succed  liis 
father.  Benjamin  Brewster,  of  \ew  York,  is  the 
vice  president ;  and  the  board  of  directors  consists 
of  William  M. 
Cramp,  Samuel  H. 
Cramp,  Jacob  C. 
Cramp,  Thomas 
Dolan  {the  great 
mill  man),  Henry 
W.  Cramp,  Clem- 
ent A.  G  r  i  s  c  o  m 
(the  president  of 
the  Inmaa  Line 
and  the  American 
Line),  and  Henry 
Soligman,  of  New 
York.  Ur.Charlea 
H.  Cramp  is  presi- 
dent and  general 
m  an  ftg«r;  Mr. 
Henry  W.  Cramp 
■  manAurj  and 
treasurer;  Mr. 


CBAMPS   SBIPYARD,    AND    THE  NEW   UNITED   STATES  NAVY. 


.503 


£(1frin  S.  Cramp  is  snpflriDtending  engineer; 
Mr.  NaUma  P.  Towue  (late  Chief  Engineer, 
U.  S.  N.,)  is  asBistant  engineer,  and  Hr.  Lewis 
Nixon  ia  superinteadent  ot  conetruction. 

Tliere  are  forty  different  departments  in  the 
yard,  with  as  many  heads.  Tliat  famous  old  sea 
dog.  Captain  Robert  Sargent,  lias  charge  of  all 
the  government  cruisers  when  on  their  trial  trips. 

In  addition  to  the  executive  there  are  two  great 
general  departments  in  the  Cramp  Shipyard. 
First  cornea  the  engineering  department,  with  Mr. 
E-.lwin  S.  Cramp  in  charge.  It  ia  in  this  depart- 
ment that  all  the  machinery  and  motive  power 
for  the  vessels  ia  couati-iicted.  Stationary  engines, 
mining  machinery,  etc.,  are  also  built.'  The  enor- 
mous boiler  shops,  unequaled  by  any  in  this 
country  or  the  world,  for  capacity,  are  also  under 
this  same  department,  as  well  as  the  gun  plant 
and  ordnance  department, 
which  promiaea  to  develop 
wonderfully. 

The  department  of  con- 
atriiction,  under  Mr.  Nixon, 
has  to  do  witli  the  conatruc- 
tiou  of  hulls,  fittings,  and 
all  elements  of  the  sliip  ex- 
cept the  motive  power. 

The  most  interesting 
cni'ioaity  of  the  yard  is  the 
great  dry  dock,  which  was 
the  largest  in  America  at 
the  time  of  its  construction. 
It  is  4Ca  feet  long.  111  feet 
wide  and  has  a  draught  of 
20  feet.  An  idea  of  its 
working  capacity  may  be 
obtained  from  the  fact  that 
its  centrifugal  pumps  have 
a  capacity  of  120,000  gal- 
lons per  minute.  Its  entire 
water-holding  capacity  of 
5,400,000  gallons  can  be 
emptied  in  three-quarters  of 
an  hour.  It  cost  $500,000 
to  build. 

The  floating  derrick  Atlas 
is  another  feature  of  the 
yard.  It  ia  the'  largest 
piece  of  machinery  of  its 
kind  in  the  world.  It  is 
116  feet  high.  Its  arms, 
boom,  mast,  braces,  collar, 
helmet — all  its  lifting  and 
traversing  gear,  in  fact — 
are  of  tough  steel,  and  ite 
pontoon  of  iron.  The  max- 
imum load  of  the  Atlas  is 


125  tons.  All  four  of  the  battle  ship  Indiana's 
boilers  were  transferred  from  the  wharf  and  put 
on  board  in  tbe  course  of  1  hours  and  20  minutes. 
It  took  just  36  minutes  to  transport  one  of  tbem, 
weighing  70  tons,  80  feet  and  deposit  it  in  tbe 
hold  of  the  ship. 

The  gun  plant  of  the  Cramps  waa  started  in 
18B3,  in  a  newly  purchased  property  which  was 
formerly  a  brass  foundry.  The  company  nov 
manufacture  guns  of  all  descriptions  and  of  the 
finest  grade,  from  1-pounders  up  to  14-inch  rifles 
whose  projectile  weighs  36  pounds.  A  majority 
of  the  small  guus  carried  by  the  new  cruisers  are 
made  at  this  plant. 

The  area  of  the  ship-  and  engine-building  plant 
in  the  Eighteenth  and  Thirty-first  Wards  ia 
SI  acres.  There  ia  a  water  front  of  1,303  feet. 
There  are  5,600  men  ou  the  pay  roll,  and  a  total 
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tODD^n  of  147,000  now  nnder  process  of  con- 
Btraction.  The  total  machinery  nt  this  moment 
nnder  constraction  is  236,600  horse  power.  Since 
1830,  383  engines  hare  been  built,  and  141  marine 
engines  turned  ont  since  1872. 

The  Cramp  family  seem  to  linvo  n  genius  for 
shipbnilding.  Many  of  tlie  line  tools  used  m  the 
yard  aro  of  their  own  invention  or  modification, 
and  their  unprecedented  success  in  shipbuilding 


that  they  lead  the  world  as  builders  of  speed,  anil 
that  their  triple-expansion  engines  are  uneqnuled 
anywhere.  The  heads  of  the  company  concede 
that  the  macliines  of  the  New  York  and  of  criiif- 
era  Nos.  13  and  13  mark  the  limit  of  boilers  of 
the  cylindrical  or  tubular  type.  Tiiose  for  the 
Kew  York  are  J5  feet  0  inches  in  diameter  and 
weigh  70  tons. 
The  Russian  officers  who  were  at  Philadelphia 


tf  {•■CHICAGO"  eiiABS)  FOLLOWinO  A  TOBPBBO 


is  largely  due  to  this  precision  in  the  tools  em- 
ployed. Professor  R.  H,  Thurston,  of  Cornell 
University,  claims  that  between  the  completion  of 
the  George  W.  Clyde  in  1872  until  the  building  of 
Jay  Gould's  Atalania  the  Cramps  pushed  the  de- 
velopment of  the  compound  engine  to  its  climax 
of  forced  draught,  air-tight  fire  room  and  highest 
boiler  pressure  consistent  with  the  economy  of 
double  expansion.  The  Cohnnbia  was  a  triumph 
in  tlu3  direction.   This  cruiser's  I'ecord  has  shown 


in  1876  were  so  much  impreaaod  by  the  efficiency 
and  capacity  of  the  Cramp  plant  that  they  per- 
suaded the  Czar  to  send  tlie  corvette  Craysser  to 
Philadelphia  to  be  repaiiod. 

Tlie  Cramps  have  thus  far  built  the  gunboat 
YorkiowH  and  the  cruisers  Baltimore,  Plnhi- 
dclphia,  Kewark,  Vef.tivius,  Kew  York  and  Co- 
lumbia. They  have  just  finished  the  Minneapolis, 
which  is  a  counterpart  of  the  Columbia.  It  has 
7,500  tons  displacement,  coat  $3,735,000,  ami   is 
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AasArnuHETTB,"  IN  unTTKiSHED  coNDmoK,  at  the  cramp  sniPTAnri, 
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to  have  a  speed  of  21  knots  per  hoar — being  so- 
called  cruiser  No.  12  —  with  22,000  collective 
liorse  power.  It  made  its  trial  trip  to  Boston  on 
July  9th  and  showed  a  speed  exceeding  that  of 
her  twin. 

Besides  the  battle  ships  Indiana  and  Massa- 
chusetts, now  in  process  of  construction,  are  the 
Brooklyn  and  the  Iowa, 

Within  the  past  few  months  the  Cramps  have 
sent  bids  to  the  British  Admiralty  for  their  pro^ 
posed  new  war  ships. 

With  all  this  work  on  hand  the  corporation  is 
constantly  seeking  more  room.  It  is  also  planned 
to  construct  two  new  piers  600  feet  lang,  and  a 
gieantic  pier  long  enough  to  accommodate  the 
Campania  and  Lucania  end  to  end,  viz.,  1,300 
feet.  When  these  improvemeirts  are  made  the 
Cramp  Shipyard  will  be  the  largest  in  the  world. 

The  achievements  of  the  Gi-amps  baye  tamed 
the  eyes  of  the  naval  world  upon  their  yard.  One 
year  ago  the  armored  cruiser  New  York  was 
launched.  Displacing  8,000  tons  of  water  and 
driven  by  16,000  horse  power,  she  has  surged 
through  the  sea  at  a  rate  of  25  miles  an  hour. 
She  upset  all  speed  standards  for  war  vessels,  and 
was  a  fighter  as  well  as  a  racer.  Not  many  years 
ago  her  speed  was  considered  worthy  of  remark 
for  a  locomotive  over  smooth  rails  and  a  well-kept 
roadbed. 

The  Columbia  was  the  boldest  experiment  in 
tlie  history  of  Ameiican  shipbuilding.  A  point 
near  the  limit  of  speed  and  power  had  been  at- 
tained by  a  twin  screw  in  the  New  York,  and  the 
one  inevitable  advance  was  the  construction  of  a 
triple-screw  cruiser.  Chief  Engineers  Melville 
and  Towne  designed  the  engines  of  the  Colum- 
bia and  Minneapolis.  When  bids  were  adver- 
tised fcNT  these  vessels  the  Cramps  were  the  only 
competitors — ^theonly  shipbuilders  in  the  country 
that  had  the  nerve  to  guarantee  the  success  of  an 
experiment. 

In  imitation  of  the  Columbia  and  Minneapolis 
the  English  Admiralty  has  caused  the  plans  of 
two  cruisers  to  be  made  whicb  shall  be  of  10,000 
tons  displacement,  of  30,000  horse  power  and 
have  a  speed  of  25  knots  per  hour.  In  her  spurt 
of  8  miles  on  her  trial  trip  last  November  the 
Columbia  went  at  the  rate  of  25.3  knots  per  hoar. 

The  Indiana  and  Massachusetts  will  carry  the 
heaviest  guns  ever  trained  upon  the  deck  of  an 
American  vessel,  and  will  be  the  finest  battle  ships 
of  the  declining  century. 

But  the  Cmmps  are  not  employed  upon  war 
vessels  alone,  Two  gigantic  hulls  now  growing 
in  the  yard  will  develop  into  the  St.\Pnul  and  St. 
Louis — the  newest  vessels  of  the  International 
Navigation  Company. 


The  seagoing  battle  ship  lawa^  whose  hull  is 
also  under  construction,  and  which  is  the  last  of 
the  war  ships  contracted  for  by  the  Cramps,  is  the 
first  of  a  new  class  of  war  vessels.  The  Iowa  was 
authorized  by  an  act  approved  July  19th,  1892, 
which  was  to  some  extent  a  departure  in  the  pro- 
gramme of  naval  constrnction.  The  dimensions 
of  the  Iowa  are :  Length  on  the  load  water  line, 
360  feet;  extreme  breadth,  72  feet  2^  inches. 

As  it  is  believed  that  the  war  ships  Indiana 
and  Massachusetts  will  have  no  superiors  as 
fighting  vessels,  a  brief  outline  of  their  history 
will  prove  interesting.  One  of  the  first  decisions 
reached  by  General  Tracy  after  he  became  Sec- 
retairy  ef  the  Navy  was  that  the  new  navy  must  in- 
dnde  a  nitmber  of  heavily  armored  and  formida- 
bly armed  battle  ships  of  the  first  class,  capable 
of  combat  with  any  afloat,  and,  while  primarily 
intended  for  coast  defense,  to  possess  sufficient 
seaworthiness  for  extended  cruises  in  case  of  of- 
fensive operations.  These  vessels  were  planned 
on  a  scale  considerably  larger  than  that  contem- 
plated by  Congress,  so  that  they  are  ships  of 
10,200  tons  displacement. 

Their  length  on  the  load  water  line  is  348  feet ; 
extreme  breadth,  69  feet,  3  inches ;  and  their 
draught  at  normal  load  displacement  is  24  feet. 
When  deep-loaded  with  coal  to  their  full  bunker 
capacity  their  displacement  will  be  about  11,000 
tons. 

Their  power  consists  of  two  vertical,  inverted, 
three-cylinder  expansion  engines  of  about  5,000 
indicated  horse  power  each,  actuating  twin  screws 
and  calculated  to  develop  a  speed  of  15  knots  per 
honr.  The  protection  consists  of  a  water-line  belt 
of  nickel-steel  armor  extending  through  the  ma- 
chinery and  boiler  spaces,  and  the  bases  of  the 
main  or  13-inch-gun  turrets.  This  armor  is  18 
inches  thick  at  the  top  of  the  belt  and  extends 
downward  4  feet,  when  it  is  beveled  to  a  mini- 
mum thickness  of  8  inches  at  the  bottom ;  the 
entire  width  being  7  feet  2  inches. 

The  armament  consists  of  four  13-inch  B.  L.  R. 
40  feet  long,  and  weighing  63  tons  each,  mounted 
in  pairs  in  the  twe  main  turrets ;  eight  8-inch 
guns  mounted  in  pairs  in  the  smaller  turrets  on 
the  npper  deck ;  four  6-inch  gnns  mounted  in 
broadside  in  the  npper  casement  amidships,  with 
a  secondary  battery  of  twenty  6-ponnder  and  four 
1-pounder  rapid-fire  gnns  and  four  Chitlings  in 
the  military  tops.  This  forms  the  heaviest  and 
most  diversified  armor  and  armament  ever  placed 
on  any  vessel  of  like  dimensions.  The  weight  of 
the  armor,  exclusive  of  the  protection  deck,  is 
2,695  tons,  and  the  weight  of  metal  thrown  at 
one  complete  discharge  of  the  main  battery  is 
6,680  pounds. 
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One  of  the  big  hulls  now  under  coarse  of  con- 
struction at  the  Cramp  Yard  is  the  armored 
cruiser  Brooklyn,  which  is  to  be  400  feet  6  inches 
long,  Gi  feet  8  inches  beam,  41  feet  3  inches 
molded  depth,  and  at  a  draaght  of  34  feet  will 
hare  a  displacemeat  of  9,150  tons.  The  Brooklt/n 
is  poVered  with  fonr  triple-expannon  engines 
working  in  pairs  oq  twin  screws.    The  battery 


protected  by  10-ineh  barbettes,  inclosing  the  bases 
of  re*olTiug  turrets  six  inches  thick. 

The  Minneapolis  is  a  triple-screw  protected 
cruiser,  intended  to  be  a  commerce  destroyer, 
ci4wble  of  long-distance  craiaing.  with  a  speed 
greater  than  that  of  any  other  cruiser  or  any 
merchant  steamer  now  afloat.  Her  displacement 
ii  7,360  tona,  and  her  indicated  horse  power 


consists  of  eight  B-inch  gone  monnted  in  four 
turrets,  ten  6-inch  guns  and  siiteea  6-pounder 
and  rapid-fire  and  machine  guns.  Her  protec- 
tion is  a  nickel  steel  deck  six  inches  thick  on  the 
slope  and  three  inches  on  the  flat,  and  a  water- 
line  belt  of  three-inch  plates  backed  on  a  double 
streak  of  hull  plating  extending  over  the  whole 
of  the  machinery  space.     Her  8-lncli  guns  are 


about  31,000  ;  length,  413  feet ;  beam,  58  feet ; 
draught,  22i  feet.  The  coal  Bup[)Iy  of  this  truly 
formidable  cruiser  will  be  fully  2,600  tons,  with 
which  she  can  steam  about  15,000  miles  witliout- 
recoaling,  nltliough  her  theoretical  cruising  range 
is  26,000  miles. 

Her  battery  will  be  one  8-inch  and  two  6-iiiclt 
breecb- loading  rifles,  eight  4-iitch  rapid-Gre  gu:is. 
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and  twelve  6-poiiiider  mpid-Gro  ^nna.  Sho  is 
nearly  a  twin  of  tlie  cruiser  Cohimbin,  eicept  in 
having  BoniewliBt  better  boiler  capiicity  s\n<\  two 
siiiokestftckH  instead  of  four. 

The  Minneapolis  is  mistreee  of  tlie  sen.  On 
July  14th  she  mndo  a  record  of  23.05  knots,  or 
26^  miles  an  hour.  Over  two  sections  of  her 
course  she  siirpaaaed  the  marfelona  speed  of  hor 
twin,  the  Columbia,  by  making  25.42  knots 
(29.23  miles)  over  one  iiinl  26.09  knots  (30  miles) 
over  the  otber.  She  is  a  naval  wonder  in  every 
sense.  She  is  not  only  a  distinct  advance  over 
that  qneen  of  cruisers  the  Columbia,  but  she  em- 
phasizes the  splendid  victories  of  the  hitter,  and 
proves  again  that  American  skill  and  brains  can 
bnild  ships  whoso  performances  can  put  the  rec- 
ords of  the  choicest  output  of  the  Old  World's 


Glii|iyai'dB  to  the  blush.  She  won  at  her  speed 
trial  something  over  $400,000  for  her  builders, 
the  government  having  olTered  t50,000  of  prize 
money  for  each  quarter-knot  of  speed  attained 
iipoti  lier  trial  over  the  21  knots  demanded  by  the 
contract. 

The  axes  of  the  forward  pair  of  12-inch  and  all 
of  tlio  8-inch  guns  are  26  feet,  and  of  the  after 
pair  of  12-iiich  guns  18  feet  above  the  load  water 
lino,  so  that  with  the  stability  due  to  her  great 
beam  she  Can  fight  hor  whole  battery  in  any 
weather.  Her  fnll  war  complement  will  be  513 
oEHcere,  seamen  and  marines,  and  at  deep-load 
draught  her  coal  capacity  is  sufficient  for  about 
10,000  miles  of  economical  cruising. 

The  contract  price  of  the  Iowa  is  J3, 010,000. 
She  is  to  be  completed  by  the  beginning  of  1896, 
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AWAKE,  MY   HEART. 

By   Robert   Bridges. 

Awake,  my  heart,  to  be   loved  ;    awake,  awake ! 
The   darkness  silvers  away,  the   morn   doth   break, 
It  leaps  in   the  sky ;    un risen   lustres  slake 
The  overtaken   moon.     Awake,  O   heart,   awake! 

She,  too,  that  loveth  awaketh   and  hopes  for  thee; 
Her  eyes  idready  have   sped   the   shades  that   flee, 
Already  they  watch  the   path   thy  feet  shall  take:     ' 
Awake,  O   heart,  to  be  loved ;   awoke,  awake  I 

And  if  thou   tarry  from  her — if  this  could  be — 
She  Cometh  herself,  O  heart,  to  be  loved,  to  thee; 
For  thee  would  unashamed  herself  forsake  : 
Awake  to  be   loved,  my  heart ;    awake,  awake ! 

Awake;    the   land  is  scattered  with  light,  and  see, 
Uucanopied   sleep   is  flying  from  field   and   tree: 
And   blossoming  boughs  of  April   in  laughter  shake; 
Awake,  O  heart,  to   be   loved;   awake,  awake! 

Lo!   nil   things  wake  and   tarry  and   look  for  thee: 
She  looketh  and   saith,  '*  O   sun,  now  bring  him  to  me. 
Come  more   adored,  O  adored,  for   his   coming^s  sake, 
And  awake,  my  heart,  to  be   loved;   awake,  awake!" 


SUPERSTITIONS   OF   GREAT    LEADERS. 

By  Captain  H.  D.  Smith,  U.  S.  N. 


The  sailor  is  superstitious,  and  your  true  old 
salt  will  not  attempt  to  deny  it.  And  the  senti- 
ment is  not  confined  to  the  forecastle.  It  reaches 
to  tlie  sacred  precincts  of  the  quarter-deck,  sway- 
ing with  its  subtle  influence  the  admiral  in  his 
laced  coat,  as  well  as  the  grizzled  quartermaster 
who  believes  firmly  in  the  Flying  Dutchman. 

The  profession  and  associations  of  a  seaman 
have  a  natural  tendency  to  promote  and  develop 
sentiments  pertaining  to  the  supernatural.  He 
passes  his  life  amid  the  vastness  and  solemn  soli- 
tude of  the  ocean  :  the  silence  and  opportunities 
for  meditation  ;  strange  occurrences  and  phenom- 
eni  that  cannot  readily  be  explained  ;  the  awful 
majesty  of  God's  presence  in  the  thundering  vi- 
brations of  the  gale ;  His  infinite  wisdom  and 
boundless  power  as  displayed  in  the  glowing, 
glittering  firmament,  aglow  with  the  lamps  of 
heaven — all  these  mighty  evidences  of  an  unseVa 
power,  that  every  day,  every  hour,  are  brought 
vividly  to  the  sailor's  eye  and  attention,  could 
scarcely  fail  to  appeal  to  his  imagination  and  de- 
velop a  love  for  the  miraculous. 

But  how  is  it  with  the  landsman,  who  has  a 
thousand  and  one  pleasures  and  frivolities  with 


which  to  divert  his  mind — the  landsman  who 
affects  to  laugh  and  ridicule  Jack,  transferring  to 
his  broad,  honest  shoulders  the  stigma  of  'ig- 
norant superstitions,^'  Tvhich  he  is  manly  enough 
to  assume  without  attempting  to  masquerade  un- 
der false  colors  ?  There  is  very  little  hypocrisy  in 
the  mako-nn  of  your  true  Jack  Tar. 

The  man  of  blood,  the  astute  Bismarck,  be- 
lieves in  the  fatality  of  the  number  13,  and  will 
never  sit  down  to  table  with  that  number.  At  a 
dinner  given  at  Rheims  by  the  Chancellor  one  of 
the  invitations  had  to  be  countermanded  because 
otherwise  there  would  have  been  thirteen  at  the 
table.  General  Boyer,  Marshal  Bazaine's  envoy, 
arrived  at  the  German  headquarters  at  Versailles 
on  Friday,  October  13th,  but  Bismarck  would  not 
see  him  till  the  next  day,  saying  that  he  would 
never  do  anything  of  importance  on  any  Friday, 
much  less  on  a  Friday  the  date  of  which  coincided 
with  the  anniversary  of  Hochkirk,  Jena  and 
Auerstadt.  He  was  talking  one  day  of  a  defeat 
the  Germans  had  experienced  in  the  course  of  the 
campaign  of  1870.  "I  beg  you  to  observe,  gentle- 
men,'' he  said,  ''that  that  happened  on  a  Fri- 
day." 
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The  great  Napoleon  w.a8  a  firm  believer  in  pre- 
Bentiments.  He  once  called  attention  to  a  bright 
star  he  believed  he  saw  shining  in  his  room,  and 
said  :  "  It  never  deserted  me.  I  see  it  on  every 
great  occurrence  urging  me  onward.  It  is  my 
unfailing  omen  of  success/'  Once,  when  he  was 
anxiously  awaiting  news  frdm  ^gjpt^  he  heard 
that  a  Nile  boat -^h ad  run  ashore,  and-that<the 
crew  had  been  put  to  death.  This  boat  bore  the 
name  of  Ultalie,  Napoleon  was  much  concerned 
when  he  heard  this.  He  looked  upon  it  as  an 
omen  that  his  hopes  of  annexing  Italy  to  France 
were  to  be  shattered.  "  My  presentiments  never 
deceive,^'  he  said.  '^  All  is  ruined.  I  am  satisfied 
that  my  conquest  is  lost.''  His  presentiment  in 
that  instance  certainly  came  true.  It  is  difficult 
to  picture  the  prosaic  Dr.  Johnson  counting  his 
steps  before  entering  any  place,  so  as  to  arrange 
that  his  right  foot  should  always  precede  his  left ; 
or,  again,  touching  every  post  which  he  passed 
along  a  certain  route,  fearing  that  if  he  missed 
one  some  misfortune  would  befall  him. 

Wiien  General  Grant  was  plajn  Mr.  Grant,  and 
lived  in  Galena,  1)1.,  the  ladies  of  that  place  gare 
a  series  of  tea  parties.  The  Grants  were  invited 
to  all  of  them,  and  the  invited  guests  returned 
the  compliment  to  their  entertainers.  Mr.  Grant, 
noticing  that  his  wife  was  much  disturbed,  upon 
inquiry  was  told  that  she  was  worried  because  she 
could  not  give  a  tea  party  as  her  neighbors  had 
done,  for  the  reason  that  she  had  no  china  tea  set. 
A  few  days  after  Mr.  Grant  told  his  wife  that  she 
would  soon  be  able  to  give  her  tea  party.  ^'  I 
dreamed  last  night,''  he  said,  'Hhat  we  were  sixr- 
rounded  with  the  most  beautiful  china  dishes, 
and  yon  stood  in  the  midst  admiring  them."  The 
next  day  Grant's  orders  to  report  at  headquarters 
were  received,  and  Mrs.  Grant  was  soon  enabled 
to  return  the  compliment  of  the  tea  party.  The 
neighbor  to  whom  Mrs.  Grant  related  the  inci- 
dent has  a  lively  remembrance  of  it.  Strangely 
enough,  dreaming  of  china  is  said  to  betoken  a 
sudden  rise  in  life  and  extreme  good  fartone. 

The  great  soldier's  aversion  to  turning  back 
when  he  had  once  started  for  a  designi^^ed  place 
is  well  known,  and  in  his  memoirs  he  admits  that 
he  was  superstitions  regarding  turning  back  until 
the  thing  intended  was  accomplished.  He  had 
the  same  feelings  regarding  filling  a  position  of 
responsibility,  and  when  once  assigned  never  to 
use  infiuence  to  change  his  position.  He  once 
expressed  a  desire  to  command  a  brigade  of  cav* 
airy  in  the  Army  of  the  Potomac,  and  being 
urged  to  make  the  application  by  a  staff  ofiQcer, 
was  told  he  would  cut  his  right  arm  off  firsu,  and 
alluded  to  the  superstition  he  entertained  con- 
cerning it. 


Both  President  Lincoln  and  Garfield  were 
dreamers.  A  few  days  before  his  assassination 
Garfield  dreamed  that  a  cur  dog  followed  him 
everywhere,  leaping  upon  him  and  caressing  him. 
He  had  a  horror  of  hydrophobia,  and  seemed  to 
connect  the  dog  with  some  possible  disaster.  Two 
days  after  lie  was  shot. 

_ President  Lincoln  had  a  singular  dream  in 
which  he  beheld  himself  lying  dead  in  his  coffin 
and  heard  the  mourners  grieving  as  they  filed  by. 
It  created  a  great  impression  upon  him  ;  and 
shortly  after  he  was  assassinated. 

Lord  Nelson  believed  in  many  singular  super- 
stitions. The  battle  of  Trafalgar  was  fought  near 
Cadiz,  where  Nelson  waited  for  the  sailing  of  the 
enemy,  who  were  ignorant  of  his  force,  and  had 
determined  to  put  to  sea.  On  the  20th  of  Octo- 
ber, 1805,  they  were  all  at  sea  off  Cadiz,  and  on 
the  21st,  after  much  manceuvring,  the  two  fleets 
came  in  sight,  with  a  mutual  determination  to 
fight.  This  day  had  been  a  festival  in  the  family 
of  Nelson,  because  it  was  the  anniversary  of  a 
Tictory  gained  by  his  uncle.  Nelson  of  the  Nile, 
as  the  officers  loved  to  term  him,  seized  upon  the 
omen  as  an  auspicious  one,  his  face  lighting  up 
as  he  watched  the  distant  sails  of  the  enemy. 
Yet,  though  he  expected  to  win  the  battle,  he 
felt  equally  sure  that  he  would  not  survive  to 
enjoy  it.  He  had  heard  that  the  enemy's  fleet 
were  filled  with  Tyrolese  sharpshooters,  stationed 
in  the  tops,  and  knew  of  course  that  his  own  life 
would  be  especially  aimed  at.  Far  from  dreading 
such  a  result,  it  seemed  to  be  the  dearest  wish  of 
his  heart  to  die  on  his  quarter-deck  in  the  mo- 
ment of  assured  victory.  Nailed  to  the  mizzen- 
mast  of  the  Victory  was  a  horseshoe,  placed  there 
by  his  own  hand,  and  no  one  was  allowed  to  touch 
it  but  hie  favorite  coxswain.  Nelson  would  talk 
to  it,  pat  it  affectionately,  and  often  call  the  atten- 
tion of  his  officers  to  his  faith  in  the  superstition 
that  associates  the  horseshoe  with  good  luck.  As 
Nelson  gazed  upon  the  allied  fleet  he  asked  Cap- 
tain Blackwood  what,  he  would  esteem  a  victory. 
The  answer  was,  fourteen  prizes.  ''  I  shall  not," 
said  Nelson,  '^  be  satisfied  with  less  than  twenty.'^ 

Despite  the  entreaties  of  his  friends  he  insisted 
on  wearing  his  uniform  of  admiral,  with  his  brill- 
iant decorations  arranged  in  the  form  of  a  dia- 
mond. For  some  reason,  he  made  no  use  of  small 
arms  in  the  tops,  and  to  this  he  owed  his  death. 
Twice  he  ordered  the  fire  upon  the  Redoutable  to 
cease,  and  was  struck  by  a  ball  from  that  vessel's 
mizzen  top,  which  was  quite  close  to  the  poop  of  the 
Victory.  It  struck  his  epaulet  and  entered  bis 
back.  Taken  below,  he  awaited  for  news  of  the 
battle,  and  when  Captain  Hardy  reported  fifteen 
of  the  allies  as  having  struck  their  colors.  Nelson 
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answered,  *'That  is  well — but  I  bargained  for 
twenty;''  and  his  wish  was  prophetic,  for  that 
number  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  English. 

John  Paul  Jones,  the  hero'  of  the  desperate 
combat  off  Flambo rough  Head,  believed  himself 
to  have  been  born  under  a  lucky  star,  and  his  pe- 
culiar mind  was  no  stranger  to  nautical,  supersti- 
tions. He  believed  firmly  that  profanity  brought 
ill  luck,  against  which  he  guarded  carefully. 
The  sky  was  beautifully  clear  and  the  sea  smooth 
when  Captain  Pearson  of  the  Serapis  opened  a 
terrible  fire  upon  the  Richard.  The  battle  had 
progressed  with  varying  fortunes  for  some  time, 
with  the  vessels  lying  with  the  stern  of  the  Rich- 
ard  to  the  bow  of  the  Serapis,  and  their  star- 
board sides  so  close  that  the  guns  met,  muzzle  to 
muzzle  ;  the  rammers  entered  opposite  ports,  and 
were  dragged  from  those  who  used  them. 

Paul  Jones  was  engaged  with  Mr.  Stacy,  the 
sailing  master,  in  lashing  the  two  vessels  securely 
together,  when  the  old  sailor  in  a  fit  of  impa- 
tience let  fly  a  volley  of  oaths,  and  was  immedi- 
ately collared  by  the  Richard*s  commander,  who 
in  a  stern  Voice  ordered  him  to  stop.  *'Mr. 
Stacy,  this  is  no  time  or  place  for  swearing ;  in 
the  next  moment  yon  may  be  in  eternity.  Be- 
niain  silent,  attend  to  your  duties,  make  use  of 
no  oaths,  and  I  will  win  this  fight.''  The  shot 
from  the  Serapis  went  clear  throngh  the  rotten 
sides  of  the  Richard,  cutting  the  men  in  pieces 
and  destroying  them  with  splinters.  The  rudder 
was  destroyed,  the  qnarter  beat  in,  and  while 
the  water  entered  on  every  side  one  of  the  pnmps 
was  shot  away.  There  were  already  four  feet  of 
water  in  her  hold,  and  it  gaining.  But  Paul 
Jones  had  abiding  faith  in  his  destiny  and  be- 
lieved that  his  star  had  lost  none  of  its  brilliancy. 
The  carpenter  spread  the  panic ;  the  master  at 
arms  liberated  one  hnndred  English  prisoners, 
and  the  gunner  ran  terrified  on  deck  to  haul 
down  the  colora,  and  bawling  for  quarter.  Jones 
followed  him,  throwing  his  pistols  at  the  fellow, 
one  of  which  fractured  his  skull  and  precipitated 
him  down  the  hatchway.  The  explosion  of  some 
powder  near  the  magazine  of  the  Serapis  decided 
the  combat  in  favor  of  the  American  ship,  and 
Jones's  wonderful  belief  in  his  fate,  coupled  with 
his  splendid  courage,  determination  and  ability, 
won  for  him  the  victory,  which  cost,  however, 
three  hundred  men  in  killed  and  wounded  of  the 
Bon  Homme  Richard^ s  crew. 

Captain  Charles  Stewart,  one  of  the  distin- 
guished commanders  of  Old  Ironsides,  was  a  be- 
liever in  dreams  and  pinned  his  faith  to  certain 
favorite  superstitions.  On  the  morning  of  Feb- 
ruary 19th,  1815,  a  number  of  the  officers  of  the 
ConsMution  were  standing  in  the  lee  gangway 


lamenting  their  hard  fate  at  the  unsnccesaful 
nature  of  the  cruise.  They  had  been  absent  fvom 
home  some  time,  and  no  opportunity  to  win  priae 
money  or  renown  had  presented  itself.  Captain 
Stewart,  hearing  the  discou3olate  remarks,  bade 
the  officers  not  to  despair.  ''  The  old  craft  has 
not  lost  her  good  luck,  and  I  assure  you,  gentle- 
men, that,  unless  all  signs  fail,  weeihall  have  oar 
hands  full  ere  another  sun  rises  and  sets.  <.We 
shall  meet  the  enemy,  and  it  will  not  be  a  single 
ship — you  may  depend  upon  that." 

He  did  not  reveal  the  source  of  his  informa- 
tion, but  it  was  a  well-known  fact  amongst  the 
officers  that  Captain  Stewart  had  unbounded  faith 
in  a  certain  dream.  It  was  the  forerunner  of 
good  fortune,  and  many  a  quiet  joke  and  smile 
was  indulged  in  at  the  captain's  expense  when 
sheltered  by  the  precincts  of  the  wardroom. 

At  1  p.H.  that  very  afternoon  a  sail  was  discov- 
ei'ed  on  the  port  bow  and  to  leeward,  and  soon 
after  a  second  vessel  was  seen  to  leeward  of  the 
first  and  made  out  to  be  a  ship  closehauled.  One 
of  the  vessels  was  painted  with  double  yellow 
streaks  and  false  ports  in  the  waist,  presenting 
the  appearance  of  a  double-decked  ship.  Lieu* 
tenant  Ballard  expressed  his  opinion  to  his  com- 
mander that  she  was  nothing  less  than  a  50-gun 
ship.  *'  You  may  be  correct,"  was  the  response  ; 
''  bat  you  know  I  promised  you  a  fight  before  the 
setting  of  to-morrow's  sun,  and  if  we  do  not  take 
it,  now  that  it  is  offered,  we  may  never  liave  ^an- 
other chance."  The  strangers  proved  to  be  the 
British  sloops  of  ^war  Cyans  and  Leoani,  both  of 
which  were  captured  by  Old  Ironsides,  and  Stew- 
art's faith  in  his  favorite  dream  was  increased 
tenfold. 

Farragut,  America's  first  and  greatest  admiral, 
was  not  without  a  suspicion  of  su))erstition  in  his 
sturdy  and  rugged  nature.  Entering  the  navy  at 
the  early  age  of  twelve  years,  and  associating  so 
long  with  men  of  the  sea,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at  that  one  possessing  so  ardent  and  active  a  tem- 
perament as  Farragut  should  have  absorbed  more 
or  less  of  mystical  nautical  lore. 

It  was  that  eventful  August  morning,  the  5th, 
1864,  that  Farragut,  sipping  his  early  morning 
coffee,  said  to  his  fleet  captain,  Percival  Drayton, 
courteous,  thoughtful  and  reserved  :  "  Drayton, 
we  may  as  well  get  under  way  ;"  and  it  was  fifteen 
minutes  to  six  o'clock  when  the  entire  fleet  was 
in  motion.  The  admiral  was  standing  in  the  fut- 
tock  shrouds  under  the  maintop,  the  fight  was  at 
its  hottest,  when  the  tactics  of  the  Brooklyn 
caused  disorder  in  the  advance  of  the  fieet.  It  was 
a  critical  moment  in  the  destinies  of  the  battle, 
with  defeat  or  victory  hanging  in  the  balance. 

It  was  then  the  stout  old  sailor  offered  np  the 
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prayer,  with  tlio  sulphitroua  pall  of  battle  drifting 
obont  liim,  "0  Qod,  who  created  man  and  gave 
him  reason,  direct  me  what  to  do !  Shall  1  go 
on  ?"  And  amid  the  crash  of  that  fiirioiia  can- 
nonade, above  all  tho^din  of  battle,  Farragiit  hcnrd 
a  Toice  as  if  in  aiiswei',  commanding  him  to  "  (lO 
on,"  He  obeyed  that  mandate,  and  the  crowning 
victory  of  his  brilliant  career  was  won. 

There  is  a  curious  custom  and  absurd  siipereli- 
tion  in  connection  with  the  Spanish  Navy,  that 
has  its  counterpart  in  no  other  portion  of  tlie  civ- 
ilized world.     It  had  its  origin  under  the  follow- 


fact  that  the  aheaves  throngb  which  sheets  and 
running  gear  led  had  been  tightly  wedged  with 
plugs,  rendering  useless  the  gear  of  the  vessel.  It 
was  the  belief  that  no  hnman  agency  could  have 
accomplished  such  mischief,  which  was  charged 
to  the  maclii nations  of  the  Evil  One. 

Shortly  after  the  official  report  hod  been  sub- 
mitted a  general  order  was  issued  by  the  naval 
authorities  directing  that  the  crew  of  every  Span- 
ish war  vessel  be  sent  aloft  at  the  hour  of  sun- 
down to  examine  all  sheave  holes,  and  by  such 
vigilance  circumvent  any   subsequent    attempt. 
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ing  circumstances  :  A  Spanish  rann-of-war  under 
all  sail  in  the  Mediterranean  was  overtaken  by  a 
violent  sqnall  common  to  the  latitude  she  was  in, 
and  all  hands  were  hurried  to  their  stations  in 
order  to  shorten  sail.  The  vessel  heeled  under 
her  straining  canvas,  and  the  sailors  exerted  all 
their  strength  on  clew  lines  and  buntlines,  but 
not  a  sheet  would  start  an  inch. 

Every  moment  increased  the  peril  of  the  ship, 
and  amid  great  confusion  the  halyards  were  or> 
dered  to  be  cut  by  the  commander.  But  the  yards 
remained  immovable,  resulting  in  the  capsizing  of 
the  man  of  war.     An  investigation  revealed  the 


through  uncanny  influences,  to  work  mischief  on 
board  tho  royal  vessels.  And  from  that  day  to 
this  it  has  been  the  custom  faithfully  to  cany  out 
the  instructions.  With  the  lowering  of  the  colors 
the  boatswain  pipes  the  topmen  aloft,  who  prv 
into  every  block  and  sheave,  with  the  officers  at 
theirstatious  overseeing  the  ridiculous  manceuvre. 
While  such  ailly  and  nonsensical  regulations, 
founded  on  superstition,  are  officially  recognized 
and  practiced  on  ships  of  war,  there  remains  but 
little  hope  of  eliminating  from  the  followers  of 
the  sea  the  accusation  that  they  are  given  to  the 
dark  theories  of  superstition. 
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NIAGARA    IN    HARNESS. 

By  Arthur  Vaughan  Abbott,  C  E. 


The  extent  to  wliich  natural  supplies  of  energy 
are  utilized  is  an  accurate  exponent  of  the  ciTil- 
ization  of  a  nation.  In  savagery  man  satisfies  all 
his  demands  for  power  by  the  labor  of  his  hands. 
The  treasures  of  the  coal  mine  are  unknown ;  the 
swift  running  river  evokes  no  idea  but  the  fear  of 
a  malignant  water  sprite  ,  while  the  wind  indeed 
"  bloweth  as  it  listetli/'  arousing  no  tliought  as 
to  whence  it  comes  or  whither  it  goes.  The 
earliest  attempts  to  increase  or  supersede  manual 
energy  were  endeavors  to  appropriate  the  forces 
of  other  animals,  or  of  captive  men  reduced  to 
slavery  Then  the  action  of  the  wind  and  waves 
upon  the  primeval  canoe  suggested  their  aup- 
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FIG.  2 — LKVETi  OF  THE  CHAIN  OF  GREAT  I.AKBB. 


plies  of  power ;  while  it  was  not  until  the  close 
of  the  last  century  that  the  value  of  fuel  as  a 
mine  of  force  became  understood.  With  the  prog- 
ress of  invention  the  value  of  animal  energy, 
originally  the  only  source  of  power,  is  continually 
decreasing,  and  bids  fair  to  eventually  vanish  as  a 
factor  in  the  problem. 

The  discovery  of  a  new  supply  of  energy  would 
be  more  valuable  than  the  fabled  purse  of  Fortu- 
uatus,  but  alas  for  those  who  still  pursue  the  Fata 
Morgana  of  perpetual  motion  !  Science  shows  that 
man  is  as  powerless  to  create  energy  as  he  is  to 
create  matter  ;  and  that  as  the  sum  of  the  matter 
and  the  sum  of  the  force  in  the  universe  are  con- 
stant quantities, 
all  that  man  can 
ever  hope  to  do 
is  to  so  modify 
the  forms  of 
these  essentials 
of  creation  as 
may  best  adapt 
them  to  his 
needs.  Only 
four  sources  of 
energy  are  now 
known. 
First  :   T  li  e 
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interior  of  the  earth  being  still  in  a  molten  con- 
dition, a  certain  infiniteeimal  amount  of  energy, 
in  the  form  of  beat,  is  conveyed  by  conduction 
through  the  Bolidi6ed  crust  to  the  exterior. 

Second  :  A  minute  amount  of  heat  and  light 
«nergy  is  radiated  to  the  world  from  other  stellar 
syatems. 

Third  :  The  moon,  in  causing  the  ebb  and  flow 
of  the  tides,  expends  upon  tlie  earth  quite  a  largo 
amount  of  energy,  which  may  eventually  be  use- 
fully employed. 

Fourth  ;  From  the  sun,  in  the  form  of  radiant 
light  and  heat,  the  earth  has  received  in  the  post 
immense  quantities  of  energy,  now  stored  in  bods 
of  fossil  fuel,  and  is  still  receiving  daily  supplies, 
that  are  manifest  in  living  animals  and  plants ; 
in  the  waterfalls  and  rivers ;  in  the  constant  mo- 
tions of  the  atmosphere;  and  in  an  attraction 
that  at  one  time  opposes  and  at  another  aids  the 
moon  ill  producing  tidal  elfects. 

Without  serious  error  the  first  three  causes  may 
he  neglected  in  a  consideration  of  the  energy 
utilized  by  mankind.  The  amount  of  force  de- 
livered by  the  first  two  is  uuappreciable,  while 
that  BO  far  derived  from  an  application  of  tlie 
tide  is  insignificant.  There  is,  it  is  true,  a  pro- 
posal to  construct  an  enormous  dam,  15  miles 
Jong  and  about  300  feet  high,  extending  across 
the  Irish  Channel,  at  the  Mull  of  Oantire.  The 
«ffect  of  this  dam  would  be  to  convert  the  Irisli 
iSea  into  a  large  mill  pond,  that  at  each  ebb  and 


flow  of  the  tide  would  be  filled  and  emptied  with 
water  sufficient  to  deliver  millions  of  horse 
power.     While  there  is  nothing  impossible  in  this 


^)^gav^%:3 


516 


NIAGARA   IN  EABNESS. 


FIG   5. 


proposition,  it  cannot,  as  yet,  be  regarded  as 
affecting  the  world's  supply  of  power ;  and  thus 
the  sun  may  be  considered  as  the  only  present 
supply  of  energy  worthy  of  extensive  considera- 
tion. 

Mechanical  work  is  usually  defined  as  the  pro- 
duction of  motion  against  resistance.  Thus,  to 
raise  a  book  from  the  floor  and  place  it  on  a  table 
requires  the  expenditure  of  a  directly  measurable 
amount  of  force;  the  attraction  of  gravitation 
tending  to  hold  the  book  on  the  floor  and  resist- 
ing the  hand  that  raises  it.  Assuming  the  book 
to  weigh  two  pounds  and  the  table  to  be  three 
feet  high,  the  lifting  hand  is  elevating  a  weight 
of  two  pounds  through  a  space  of  three  feet,  and 
if  the  weight  be  multiplied  by  the  distance 
through  which  it  moves,  a  compound  quantity — 


six  foot  pounds — is 
obtained,  which  is  a 
measure  of  the  power 
exerted.  While  the 
book  remains  quietly 
on  the  table  the 
energy  expended  is 
stored  in  it.  If  a  push 
shall  dislodge  the 
book,  in  the  concus- 
sion produced  on 
striking  the  floor  all 
the  energy  previously 
expended  in  raising  it  is  given  out,  and  could  by 
suitable  mcchanisni  be  utilized. 

The  rate  at  whicii  mechanical  work  is  accom- 
plished is  an  important  factor.  If  an  hour  were 
required  to  lift  the  book,  instead  of  a.  second  or 
two,  while  the  amount  of  energy  expended  would 
in  the  end  be  the  same,  the  rate  of  expenditure 
would  be  too  slow  for  practical  availability. 
When  occupied  on  his  improvements  of  the  steam 
engine  James  Watt  deflned  a  horse  power  as  the 
expenditure  of  33,000  foot  pounds  per  minute,  or 
in  other  words  Watt  considered  that  a  horse 
could  overcome  resistance  at  a  rate  that  would  ba 
equivalent  to  lifting  33,000  pounds  one  foot  high 
in  a  minute  of  time. 

Though  it  has  been  shown  that  Watt's  estimate 
is  too  high,  and  that  an  average  horse  cannot 
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«xert  more  than  one-half 
or  two-tliirda  of  this  quan- 
tity, yet  his  unit  of  work 
remains  as  tho  nniversal 
English  estimate  of  me- 
chatiical  energy. 

liL  a  somewhat  parallel 
manner  the  sun  is  storing 
energy  for  the  use  of  man- 
kind. Throughout  the  lu- 
minous hours  of  each  day 
the  sun  pours  upon  the  ex- 
pause  of  the  ocean  enor- 
mous quantities  of  energy 
«6  light  and  heat,  of  which 
a  large  proportion  is  expend- 
ed in  evaporating  the  sur- 
face water.  The  vapor  flies 
upward  into  the  high  re- 
gions of  the  air,  as  truly  lift- 
ed against  the  attraction  of 
gravitation  as  was  the  book 
n  the  floor  ;  each  pound 
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from  the  sea  level  requiring  the  eame  expendi' 
lure  of  force  as  did  each  pound  composing  the 
mass  of  the  book. 

Again  the  snn  power  comes  into  play,  for 
through  the  agency  of  the  winds  the  moisttire- 
laden  upper  air  is  wafted  over  the  contiuents  un- 
til it  reaches  the  mountain  chains,  the  cool  sum- 
mits of  which  act  as  coudensers,  precipitating  tlic 
moisture  in  rain  and  niiet.  But  here  the  reappear- 
ing water  is  hundreds,  or  even  thousands,  of  feet 
above  its  former  sea  level,  and  as  in  the  book  illus- 
trntion,  each  pound  of  water  at  tlie  higher  level 


f  water  raised  a  foot    amount  of  energy  that  was  expended  in  raising 


possesses.  In  virtue  of  its  position,  precisely  the    accepted   i 


tlie  ocean.  Down  the  mountain  s 
collecting  into  springs  and  gatheiing  into  biooks 
tbiit  swell  into  rivers,  rush  the  water  diops  emit 
thig  at  cacli  inch  of  fall  some  of  their  pent  up 
snn  energy.  To  this  cause  the  Ciiflon  of  the 
Colorado,  the  Delta  of  the  Mississippi  and  the 
Palisades  of  the  Hudson  arc  impressive  monu- 
ments, while  the  terrible  disasters  at  Jobnstoivn 
and  Mill  River  testify  to  the  awful  resist lessnees 
of  the  uncontrolled  expenditure  of  a  small 
amount  of  solar  force. 

To  render  water  power  useful,  in  the  commonly 
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must  be  made  to  direct  and  control  the  energy 
otherwise  devoted  to  abrading  the  soil,  rendering 
it  available  in  the  arts.  As  the  amount  of  energy 
is  proportional  to  both  the  quantity  of  water  and 
tlie  height  of  the  fall,  either  a  little  water  flowing 
a  long  way  or  a  large  quantity  with  a  short  drop 
will  develop  a  corresponding  amount  of  power, 
the  maximum  amount  of  energy  evidently  being 
obtained  by  the  highest  fall  with  the  largest  vol- 
ume. In  California  small  streams  with  a  fall  of 
many  hundreds  of  feet,  producing  jets  of  only  a 
few  inches  in  diameter,  can,  with  appropriate 
wheels,  yield  several  hundred  horse  power,  while 
in  New  England  a  whole  river  with  a  few  feet  of 
fall  is  sometimes  required  to  operate  a  small  mill. 
Reliability,  at  least  from  a  commercial  stand- 
point, is  a  sine  qua  non  of  any  water  power.  If 
in  the  dry  season  the  stream  is  so  reduced  that 
the  fall  cannot  supply  the  wheel,  the  factory 
must  stop,  causing  both  invested  capital  and  em- 
ployes to  lose  more  or  less  time,  and  introducing 
into  the  business  a  disastrous  element  of  uncer- 
tainty. The  construction  of  dams,  creating  an 
artificial  reservoir,  guards,  in  a  measure,  against 
such  contingencies,  and  further  adds  to  the  value 
of  the  water  power  by  increasing  the  height  of 
the  fall.  The  question  of  the  utilization  of  the 
waterfall  is  always  a  problem  in  economics,  though 
to  the  superficial  observer  such  power  appears  to 
cost  little  or  nothing.  The  construction  of  the 
necessary  dams,  canals,  wheels,  etc.,  requires  the 
investment  of  large  sums,  upon  which  interest 
must  be  annually  paid,  and  machinery  of  this 
class  usually  entails  a  considerable  outlay  for 
yearly  repairs  and  maintenance,  causing  an  aggre- 
gate of  fixed  charges  that  is  frequently  disappoint- 
ing to  the  supersanguine  promoter. 

The  application  of  water  power  has  been  lim- 
ited to  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  fall,  for 
previously  to  the  most  modern  applications  of 
electricity  no  economical  means  were  known  of 
transporting  energy  from  place  to  place,  except- 
ing within  the  most  limited  areas.  So  it  was  found 
necessary  to  locate  all  the  machinery  directly  at 
the  fall,  and  raw  material  as  well  as  finished 
goods  must  be  subjected  to  the  necessary  cost  of 
transportation,  such  expense  tending  still  further 
to  increase  the  true  cost  of  water  power.  Energy 
derived  from  fuel  presents  much  greater  flexibil- 
ity. A  steam  engine  of  precisely  the  required 
size  may  be  so  located  as  to  render  the  expense  of 
transportation,  both  for  raw  material  and  finished 
product,  a  minimum,  the  cost  of  the  engine  as 
well  as  annual  maintenance  charges  being  usually 
less  than  that  required  by  waterfall  improve- 
ments, thus  leaving  the  expense  of  fuel  as  the 
chief  item  assessed  against  the  steam  plant. 


Owing  to  various  geographical  and  commericali 
circumstances,  the  cost  of  the  production  of  energy 
by  water  or  steam  varies  greatly  in  different  local- 
ities. Taking  the  averages  from  a  large  number  of 
well-built  steam  plants,  it  is  found  that  installation 
of  engines  developing  aJ50  horse  power  and  upward 
costs  for  machinery  alone  from  $60  to  $70  per  horse 
power  of  capacity.  Such  plants,  when  operated 
for  ten  hours  a  day,  require  an  annual  expendi- 
ture for  fuel,  superintendence  and  maintenanoe- 
of  from  $22  to  $48  per  horse  power  of  output, 
depending  upon  the  size  and  kind  of  engine,  and 
as£uming  the  price  of  coal  to  vary  from  $2  to  $5- 
a  ton.  The  expense  usually  incurred  in  render- 
ing water  power  available  varies  between  ev^n 
wider  limits  ;  for  large  enterprises  a  cost  of  from 
$80  to  $100  per  horse  power  developed  may  be  a 
reasonable  amount,  while  should  the  expense  ex- 
ceed from  $135  to  $145  there  would  be  few  loca- 
tions where  steam  would  not  be  commercially  a 
successful  competitor. 

Water  power  owned  and  rented  by  a  company  un-^ 
dertaking  the  installation  of  the  necessary  dams  and 
canals  usually  sells  for  from  $3  to  $5  per  horse  power 
per  year  in  particularly  favored  localities,  or  com- 
mands a  price  of  from  $18  to  $25  in  cases  where- 
water  is  scarce  and  the  demand  for  power  large. 
With  these  considerations  in  mind,  an  intelligent 
consideration  may  be  given  to  the  proposed  util- 
ization of  the  greatest  waterfall  in  the  world. 

A  glance  at  the  map  (Fig.  1)  of  Central  North- 
America  discloses  the  most  remarkable  chain  of 
water  ways  in  the  world.  Five  expanses  of  fresh, 
water,  aggregating  95,000  square  miles  and  drain- 
ing an  area  measured  by  300,000  square  miles, 
stretch,  in  series,  throughout  17  degrees  of  longi- 
tude and  8  degrees  of  latitude. 

The  physical  geographic  features  of  this  chain* 
are  quite  peculiar.  Turning  to  Fig.  2,  in  which  a 
profile  of  the  lake  chain  is  shown,  the  eye  is  at  once 
arrested  by  the  fact  that  the  four  western  lake& 
are  very  closely  on  a  level,  there  being  but  28  feet 
fall  between  Lake  Superior  and  Lake  Erie.  It 
is  also  worthy  of  note  that  the  bottoms  of  the- 
four  lakes,  Superior,  Michigan,  Huron  and  On- 
tario, are  approximately  on  a  level,  being  360* 
to  400  feet  below  the  sea  level.  Out  of  the  600- 
feet  between  Lake  Superior  and  the  level  of  the- 
ocean,  326  feet  occur  in  the  Niagara  River  and 
160  feet  in  a  single  leap  at  the  Niagara  Falls.  At 
this  point  a  great  dike  of  limestone  stretches* 
across  the  country  between  Lake  Erie  and  Lake- 
Ontario,  acting  as  an  immense  natural  dam,  im- 
prisoning the  waters  of  the  Great  Lake  chain. 

In  Fig.  3  the  geographical  features  of  the  Niag- 
ara River  are  indicated.  On.  geological  grounds 
it  is  evident  that  at  some  former  epoch  the  falls- 
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were  nearer^  and  perhaps  quite  close  to  Lake 
Ontario,  the  resistless  energy  of  the  water  being 
sufficient  to  cut  the  Niagara  gorge  southward 
from  Lake  Ontario  to  the  present  location  of  the 
falls.  Some  idea  of  the  work  done  by  the  water 
may  be  had  by  considering  that  the  river  has  ex- 
cavated a  cafion  7  miles  long,  from  200  to  300 
feet  in  depth,  and  from  600  to  1,200  feet  in  width. 
Measurements  on  the  falls  show  them  to  be  re- 
ceding southward  at  the  rate  of  about  a  foot  a 
year,  thus  requiring  an  allowance  of  about  35,000 
years  for  the  excavation  of  the  present  gorge. 

At  first  appearance  the  Niagara  River  would 
seem  to  present  unparalleled  advantages  as  a 
power  supply.  Here  the  rocky  limestone  forms 
a  natural  dam,  giving  an  available  fall  of  150 
feet ;  while  behind  it  the  four  Great  Lakes  with 
their  270,000  square  miles  of  drainage  area,  col- 
lecting annually  about  675,000,000  tons  of  wa- 
ter, afford  a  storage  reservoir  upon  which  the 
longest  drought  could  make  no  impression,  and 
from  which  all  the  mills  on  the  continent  could 
draw  adequate  supplies  of  energy. 

Unfortunately,  these  very  conditions,  that  at 
first,  apparently,  seem  so  favorable,  have,  until 
the  present  time,  precluded  a  commercial  utiliza- 
tion of  Niagara.  For  seven  miles  northward  of  the 
falls  ther  general  level  of  the  main  is  at  least  200 
feet  above  the  bed  of  the  river.  To  locate  mills 
above  this  level  would  be  to  place  them  at  the 
same  height  as  Lake  Erie,  and  no  power  would 
be  available.  Below  the  falls  Niagara  River  flows 
between  two  rocky  walls  that  slope  so  perpendic- 
ularly into  the  stream  as  to  afford  no  possi- 
bility of  a  mill  site  near  the  water's  edge  unless 
by  blasting  out  of  the  solid  rock  sufficient  space 
to  receive  buildings.  To  a  limited  extent  this 
plan  has  been  adopted,  and  iiere  and  there  on 
the  American  side  one  may  see  a  factory  perched 
upon  the  side  of  the  cliff,  seeming  in  constant 
danger  of  being  washed  away  by  the  very  stream 
that  turns  its  wheel. 

About  five  years  ago,  when  by  means  of  electrical 
appliances  it  became  possible  to  transfer  energy 
over  considerable  distances,  plans  for  the  utiliza- 
tion of  the  falls  revived.  The  problem  was  at- 
tacked in  a  different  way,  and  in  a  manner  which 
promised  a  successful  utilization  of  a  sensible 
fraction  of  Niagara's  power.  To  carry  out  their 
plans  the  Niagara  Palls  Power  Company  have 
secured  a  large  tract  of  land  bordering  for  about 
two  miles  along  the  Niagara  River,  commencing 
about  a  mile  south  of  the  falls.  A  detailed  map 
with  special  reference  to  the  location  of  the 
power  company  is  shown  in  Fig.  4. 

The  plans  of  the  power  company  contemplate 
locating  the  mill  buildings  upon  available  sites  at 


the  general  country  level  of  the  Lake  Erie  side  of 
the  falls,  at  a  sufficient  distance  above  the  rapids 
to  secure  a  safe  and  commodious  harbor  for  sliip- 
ping.  At  this  point,  as  indicated  by  the  map, 
the  river  is  very  wide,  the  numerous  islands  af- 
fording ample  opportunity  for  an  unlimited  har- 
bor. The  current  is  none  too  swift  for  naviga- 
tion, and  the  site  selected  secures  all  the  advan- 
tages of  the  many  systems  of  lake  navigation. 
Railway  facilities  are  exceptionally  fine,  as  some 
of  the  largest  trunk  lines  pass  close  to  the  build- 
ings of  the  power  company,  while  at  a  distance 
of  three  miles  the  town  of  Suspension  Bridge  is  a 
centre  for  nearly  all  American  and  Canadian 
roads.  While  the  mill  buildings  are  placed  upon 
the  upper  water  level,  the  wheels  evidently  must 
be  at  or  near  the  level  of  the  river  below  the 
falls,  the  successful  accomplishment  of  this  con- 
dition being  one  of  the  triumphs  of  the  Cataract 
Construction  Company. 

The  idea  was  advanced  of  cutting  vertically 
downward  through  the  limestone  rock  a  large 
slot,  and  placing  the  wheels,  with  their  necessary 
machinery,  at  the  bottom  of  this  excavation.  To 
provide  the  necessary  tailrace  and  accommodate 
the  discharge  of  the  wheels  it  was  decided  to 
construct  a  large  tunnel,  extending  from  the  bot- 
tom of  the  slot  at  the  location  of  the  mill  build- 
ings, entirely  around  the  falls,  having  its  opening 
into  the  river,  at  the  water  level  below  the  cata- 
ract. The  general  features  of  this  scheme  may  be 
still  more  clearly  illustrated  by  reference  to  Figs. 
4,  5  and  6. 

In  Fig.  4  the  location  of  the  tunnel  is  indicated 
by  a  heavy  black  line  which  extends  along  the 
water  front  of  the  property  of  the  power  company, 
and  then  bending  northward,  runs  to  the  west- 
ward, opening  into  the  river  a  little  below  the 
carriage  suspension  bridge.  In  profile  the  tunnel 
is  represented  in  Fig.  5.  Here  the  mill  buildings 
are  shown  located  in  double  rows  along  slots  cut 
into  the  canal,  on  the  upper  river  level.  The 
wheel  pits  discharge  into  the  tunnel,  that  empties 
the  water  into  the  river  at  the  lower  level.  The 
location  of  the  wheels  and  the  office  of  the  tunnel 
is  still  further  indicated  in  Fig.  6. 

On  either  side  of  the  canal  two  slots  are  exca- 
vated in  the  rock,  near  the  bottom  of  which  the 
wheels  are  placed,  taking  their  water  supply  from 
the  canal,  through  iron  penstocks.  The  wheels 
discharge  into  a  passageway  that,  connecting  with 
the  tunnel,  affords  an  outlet  for  the  exhaust 
water.  The  construction  of  the  tunnel  and  the 
preparation  of  the  wheel  pits  are  noteworthy 
pieces  of  hydraulic  engineering,  although,  both  for 
magnitude  and  difficulty  of  execution,  they  are 
surpassed  by  many  other  famous  tunnels. 
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STATION,  WITH  TRurOBAIt?  DAM. 


accommodate   tiro 

per  cent,  of  the 
mighty  volume  that 
now  potirs  over  the 
Kingara  edge,  bo 
]mlf  adozen  tunnels 
would  not  Beneibly 
decreiise  tlie  magni- 
tude of  the  cataract. 
Provided  the  power 
company  carry  out 
tlieif  present  inten- 
tion of  erecting 
handsome  and  Eight- 
ly  liuildings,  little 
or  no  difficulty  from 
tliis  score  may  be 
appreliendeO, 

To  distribute  the 
100,000  horse  power 
rcinlered  available 
by  the  tiiiiiiel,  it  is 
proposed  to  lease  to 

Fig- 7  gives  a  general  idea  of  the  interior  of  the  various  nianufucturing  enterprises  of  snlTicient 
tunnel.  It  is  19  feet  wide,  ^1  feet  high  and  7,000  magnitude  building  Bitea  for  tlic  erection  of 
feet  in  length,  and  occupied  upward  of  four  years  niilla,  togetlier  with  water  privileges  ou  tlie 
for  its  completion.  According  to  the  original  ex-  canals,  including  the  use  of  the  great  tunnel  as  a 
pectation,  it  was  intended  to  form  a  tunnel  by  cut-  tailrace.  The  first  of  sucJi  factories  has  been 
ting  the  rerjuired  hole  through  the  rock.  Un-  establislied  by  tlio  Niagara  Falls  Paper  Company, 
fortunately,  the  character  of  the  strata  was  found  their  works  being  opened  last  January.  This 
to  be  too  soft  to  permit  of  this  construction,  and  mill  is  supplied  with  three  1,100  horso  power  tur- 
a  lining  of  four  courses  of  brick  was  required.  hiiie  wheels,  that  have  so  far  proved  to  be  un- 

Tlie  discharge  of  the  tunnel  is  305  feet  below  qualified  successes, 
the  sill  of  the  gate  to  the  main  canal.  Of  this  a  Another  extensive  plant  is  in  process  of  erec- 
total  fall  of  140  feet 
is  available  to  drive 
the  wheels,  the  differ- 
ence being  required 
for  clearance  from  the 
wheel  pits,  the  incline 
of  the  lateral  tunnels 
and  the  grade  of  the 
main  tunnel  amount- 
ing to  30  feet  (wr  mile. 
The  tunnel,  as  at 
present  constructed, 
will  give  Biifticient 
capacity  to  develop 
over  100,000  horse 
power.  Fears  have 
been  expressed  that 
enterprises  of  this  de- 
scription would  mar 
the  natural  beauty 
01  the  fall ;  yet  if  the 
tunnel  were  running 
full   it   would  barely 


FIG.  10,  — INTEItlOK 


NIAGARA    IN  HAIiNESS. 


FIO.   11. —  PES8T0CKB. 


tion,  to  be  occupied  by  the  Pittsburg  Reduction 
Company  in  tlie  m ami  facto  re  of  nlii minium.  In 
the  process  adopted,  energy  chiefly  iu  the  form 
of  electricity  is  needed,  tliat  it  is  expected  will 
te  supplied  directly  from  the  great  power  station. 

It  can  hardly  be  profitable  to  build  iu  this  nmn- 
iicr  milU  of  less  f.lian  1,000  liorse  power,  nud  as 
the  whole  100,000  borse  power  for  winch  the  tun- 
nel is  designed  could  not  thus  be  utilized,  it  is 
jiroposed  to  establish  nn  immense  central  power 
etation,  having  an  ultimate  capacity  of  50,000 
iiorae  power,  from  wliicli,  by  the  aid  of  electrical 
machinery,  energy  may  be  distributed  over  a 
large  section  of  the  surronnding  country.  The 
present  status  of  this  part  of  llic  enterprise  is  in* 
dipated  in  Figa.  8,  0, 10  and  11, 

Fig.  8  is  a  view  of  the  main  canal  and  the  pres- 
unt  station  building,  looking  northward  from  the 
river.  Tbo  canal  is  about  188  feet  wide  and  17 
feet  iu  depth  at  the  river,  but  narrows  to  IIG  feet 
in  width,  while  preserving  a  depth  of  17  feet 
throughout  the  entire  length  of  1,260  feet. 

The  water  in  the  canal,  when  the  wheels  are  in 
full  operation,  will  be  abont  13  feet  iu  depth. 
The  sides  are  of  solid  limestone,  7  feet  thick  at 
the  bottom,  narrowing  to  5  feet  at  the  top.  Tlic 
station  building  Is  an  imposing  structure  of  Ni- 
agara limestone,  placed  upon  the  west  side  of  the 
canal.  It  is  designed  to  accommodate  10  turbine 
wheels,  each  capable  of  developing  5,000  horso 
power.  The  wheels  are  so  arranged  as  to  receive 
their  water  supply  from  separate  inlets,  tiio  loca- 
tions of  wbich,  in  the  walls  of  the  canal,  may  he 
readily  traced  in  Pigs.  8  and  9. 

At  present  t!io  station  building  is  only  cariicd 
far  enough  to  the  southward  to  accommodate  .i 
of  the  10  wheels,  tlie  end  being  temponirdy  iu- 


closed  with  a  thin  brick  wall  easily  removable 
when  enlargement  shall  become  necessary. 

In  Fig.  9  a  complete  view  of  the  west  front  of 
the  station  is  indic;ttcd,  in  which  the  architect- 
ural features  aro  more  fully  developed.  The  in- 
terior of  the  station,  when  finishetl,  will  present 
the  appearance  of  a  hirge  and  light  room  sur- 
mounted by  an  iron  truss  roof,  constructed  to  be 
perfectly  fireproof  {Fig.  10).  A  monster  travel- 
ing cranCruns  the  full  length  of  the  station,  de- 
signed to  lift  the  heaviest  jiieces  of  machinery, 
and  thns  greatly  facilitate  any  repairs  which  may 
be 


The  turbines  are  set  as  indicated  iu  Fig.  13,  at 
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the  bottom  of  a  huge  elot  in  the  limestoDe.  To 
conduct  the  water  from  the  canal  to  the  whei'ls, 
enormous  penatocka,  composed  of  etsel  tubes,  7 
feet  in  diameter,  are  arranged  to  extend  from 
ttie  canal  downward  to  the  wheel  lerel.  Sections 
of  tho  penstock  are  shown  in  Fig.  12.  The  tur- 
bines are  of  Swiss  design,  although  manufactured 
in  Pliihidelpliia,  in  this  country,  nnd  are  shown 
in  section  in  Fig.  13.  The  turbines  are  twin 
wheels,  nnd  are  made  of  bronze  of  a  aimilar  qual- 
ity to  that  employed  tor  steamship  propellers. 

By  means  of  ring  gates  and  automatic  govern- 
ors it  is  lioped  that  tlie  speed  of  the  turbines  may 
be  rendered  essentially  constant,  with  an  extreme 
variation  in  speed  of  not  more  than  one-half  of 
one  per  cent. 

From  the  rotating  part  of  the  turbines  a  hol- 
low steel  shaft  extends  upward  liO  feet,  for 
the  purpose  of  transmitting  tho  power  to  the 
lerel  of  the  station  floor,  being  here  attached 
to  the  revolving  parts  of  the  dynamos.  The 
shaft  is  a  hollow  steel  tube  about  1  foot  in  diam- 
eter and  some  4  inches  in  thickness.  One  of  the 
most  important  of  the  engineering  problems  is 
that  of  supporting  the  wheel,  shaft  and  dynamo. 
Tills  mass  of  machinery  weighs  about  80  tons  and 
will  be  continually  spinning  at  a,  rate  of  250  rev- 
olutions per  minute.  By  properly  designing  the 
wheel  casing  the  upwurd  pressure  of -Uio  water  is 


BO  directed  as  to  act  against  this  mass  of  metal. 
buoying  it  and  causing  the  whole  mechanism  to 
float  upon  the  water  supplied  to  drive  the  wheel. 
Indeed,  when  the  wheels  are  lightly  loaded  the 
80  tons  of  metal  will  not  only  be  supported  by 
the  water  column,  but  there  will  be  an  npward 
thrust  of  about  a  ton  over  and  above  this  quan- 
tity. When  the  wheels  are  running  at  full  gait  a 
freer  outlet  is  afforded  tho  water,  decreasing  the 
supporting  power  and  allowing  the  downward 
pressure  to  come  into  play.  To  provide  for  this 
inequality  a  thrust  boaring  is  arranged  as  shown 
in  Fig.  13.  The  bearing  consists  of  a  series  of 
steel  rings  on  the  main  shaft,  that  are  recessed 
into  corresponding  grooves  in  a  large  bronze  col- 
lar, securely  fastened  to  a  ponderous  steel  frame, 
forming  a  part  of  the  wheel  foundation,  being 
built  into  the  limestone  forming  the  sides  of  tiie 
wheel  pit. 

While  the  design  of  the  water  wheels  and  the 
construction  of  the  tunnel  have  attracted  lo  the 
Niagara  development  tlie  liveliest  engineering  in- 
terest, it  is  the  possibility  of  commercially  deliv- 
ering power  to  the  various  cities  within  a  radius 
of  some  hundreds  of  miles  that  concentrates 
upon  this  plant  the  undivided  attention  of  the 
mechanical  world.  It  is  only  modern  electrical 
developments  that  make  this  result  even  a  possi- 
bility. From  time  to  time  alt  sorts  of  schemes 
have  been  put  into  operation  to 
accomplish  the  transportation  of 
energy.  In  the  ordinary  mill  the 
familiar  belts  and  ropes  carry 
power  to  the  various  floors,  and 
while  successful  enough  for  very 
shortdlstances,  this  method  is'one 
of  the  most  limited  scope.  Under 
special  circumstances,  as,  for  in- 
stance, in  cablo  railways,  such 
transmission  has  extended  over 
distances  of  considerable  magni- 
tude, carrying  quite  large  amounts 
of  power.  Experiments  have  been 
tried,  involving  the  pumping  of 
air,  ammonia,  or  other  gases, 
through  pipe  lines  of  considerable 
extent.  Steam  and  water,  both 
hot  and  cold,  under  heavy  press- 
tires,  have  also  been  advocated, 
but  none  of  these  efforts  have 
been  commercially  successful,  ex- 
cepting under  special  circum- 
stances and  on  small  scales.  With 
the  advent  of  the  modern  dynamo 
the  ability  to  produce  electricity 
exceedingly  cheaply  and  eSicieut- 
ly  opened  new  opportunities  for 
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powor  triinsmission,  as  clectricnl 

CTiergy  peculiarly  lends  itself   to 
this  jiitrpose. 

Tlie  dynamo  is  a  mechaQical 
contrivance  for  converting  any 
form  of  mechanical  power  into 
electrical  energy,  by  the  rotation 
of  a  wire  between  the  poles  of  a 
powerful  magnet.  The  essential 
oi'gutie  of  the  dynamo  consist  of  a 
Btron);  magnet,  between  the  poles 
of  which  is  placed  a  wheel  called 
the  "armature,"  upon  whose  cir- 
cumference coils  of  insulated  wire 
nre  placed.  If,  by  means  of  a 
steam  engine,  or  water  wheel,  the 
armature  be  rapidly  rotated,  the 
mechanical  energy  of  the  source 
of  power  is  converted  into  elee-  i 

trical  energy  in  the  coils  of  wire. 
Precisely  why  or  how  this  trans- 
formation takes  place  even  the 
most  advanced  scientist  is  not  at 
present  able  to  state.  Suffice  it, 
therefore,  to  aay  that,  owing  to 
its  simplicity,  the  dynamo  machine  is  an  exceed- 
ingly economical  and  efficient  means  of  changing 
mechanical  force  into  electrical  energy.  Investi- 
gation has  further  shown  that  tlie  electrical  force 
in  the  armature  wire  ia  produced  in  the  form  of  a 
series  of  waves  or  pulsations,  the  crest  of  each 
wave  occurring  as  the  particular  wire  passes  im- 
mediately in  front  of  the  magnetic  pole.  The 
operation  of  such  a  machine  is,  therefore,  to  set 
tip  a  series  of  undulations,  and  if  the  armature 
be  adequately  connected  to  a  length  of  wire  It  is 
foupd  that  thesq.  pulsations  will  travel  to  and  fro 
through  the  entire  circuit,  and  by  means  of 
proper  mechanical  devices  may  be  made  to  give 
up  their  energy  at  any  point  along  the  conductor. 
]n  fact,  the  dynanjo  machine  is  not  infrequently 
compared  to  a  force  pump,  and  the  wire  to  a  pipe, 
through  which,  as  in  the  case  of  the  familiar  gar- 
den irrigator,  successive  jets  of  water  are  squirted. 
The  analogy,  however,  fails  of  full  comparison, 
for  while  the  irrigator  emits  a  succession  of  water 
jets,  there  seems  to  be  in  the  wire  an  ebb  and 
flow  of  energy  somewhat  similar  to  the  ebb  and 
flow  of  the  surf  on  the  seashore,  or  the  periodic 
variations  of  the  tide.  With  the  dynamo  machin- 
ery, as  above  described,  a  complete  wave  ia  gen- 
erated with  every  revolution  of  the  armature. 
Thus,  if  the  armature  revolves  500  turns  per  min- 
ute, there  would  be  500  waves  per  minute  in  the 
wire,  and,  technically  speaking,  the  electrical  cur- 
rent would  be  said  to  possess  a  frequency  of  500. 

By  multiplying  the  number  of  magnets,  ao  that 
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in  each  revolution  the  armature  wires  pass  through 
several  successive  magnetic  flelda,  or  by  increasing 
the  number  of  revolutions,  the  number  of  waves 
may  be  correspondingly  augmented,  la  thia 
country,  particularly  for  lighting  purposes,  ma- 
chines are  made  with  a  large  number  of  poles, 
giving  rise  to  alternating  currents  of  high  fre- 
quency, reaching  100  to  150  waves  per  second. 

Like  other  forms  of  energy,  the  amount  of 
power  developed  by  an  electrical  current  depends 
upon  two  quantities,  namely,  the  presaure  or  in- 
tensity, and  the  quantity  of  electricity  set  in  mo- 
tion.. In  a  waterfall  the  energy  developed  depends 
both  upon  the  quantity  of  water  and  the  height 
from  which  it  falls.  In  the  case  of  a  steam  boiler, 
a  little  steam  at  a  high  pressure  will  do  as  much 
work  as  a  large  quantity  at  a  lower  tension.  Sim- 
ilarly, n  little  electricity  under  a  high  voltage,  as 
electrical  preaaure  ia  usually  called,  will  exert  as 
much  energy  as  a  larger  quantity  under  a  lower 
voltage.  The  transmission  problem  is  greatly 
facilitated  by  the  ease  with  which  electrical  press- 
ure may  be  produced  or  modified.  In  the  dy- 
namo previously  cited  the  electrical  pressure  ia 
directly  proportional  to  the  number  of  wires  on 
the  armature  which  pass  the  poles  of  the  magnet. 
Obviously,  multiplying  the  wires,  increasing  the 
number  of  magnetic  poles,  or  accelerating  the  ro- 
tation of  the  armature,  will  serve  to  increase  the 
voltage  of  the  currant. 

The  electrical  circuit  further  resembles  the 
hydraulic  analogy  of  the  garden  irrigator  in  three 
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other  important  analogies.  The  wire  foriniiig  thu  square  of  tlio  current.  If  tlie  preBSiiro  re- 
tlie  conductor  opposes  the  transfer  of  energy,  e.v-  mains  constant,  donbliug  the  energy  necessi- 
hibiting  propertiea  closely  resemhling  tlie  fric-  taCi'S  doubling  the  current  and  qniidrnjiling  tlie 
tion  offered  by  the  water  pipe  to  tbe  flow  of  tbo  losses  in  the  circuit.  Increasing  tlie  pressure, 
water.  The  conductor  also  exhibits  tlie  plie-  however,  meets  with  no  such  disastrous  result,  so 
noniena  of  capacity,  or  otherwise,  a  certain  by  doubling  the  voltage  the  quantity  of  ponor 
fjnantity  of  electricity  is  required  to  fill  the  wire,  may  bo  doubled  without  increasing  in  any  re- 
flo  to  speak,  before  any  energy  can  be  obtained  at  spect  the  losses.  IVere  it  not  that  a  ])oiut  is  soon 
a  distant  point.  So  with  Uie  irrigator,  several  reached  at  which  it  becomes  difficult  to  insulate 
strokes  oC  the  ptinip  are  necessary  before  any  the  conductors,  thus  causing  them  to  become 
water  issues  from  the  end  of  the  liose.  C'nrlotisly,  sources  of  danger,  the  amount  of  power  which 
in  common  with'water,  an  electrical  current  seems  could  bo  transmitted  by  a  s-iugle  wire  would  be- 
to  possess  the  property  of  inertia.  If  in  a  pipe  corne  almost  infinite.  At  a  potential  of  1,(100,0(^0 
through  which  a  current  of  water  is  swiftly  flow-  volts  a  wire  as  large  as  a  lead  pencil  could  trans- 
ing  a  sudden  obstruction  occurs,  the  momentum  mit  1,000  liorse  power  from  Xew  York  to  Chi- 
ef the  moving  column  is  usually  sufficient  to  oago  without  severe  loss;  but  as  this  pressure 
burst  the  pipe  or  inflict  other  serious  damage,  approaciies  that  of  a  thundercloud  the  installa- 
Also  in  the  electrical  circuit,  when  the  waves  tion  would,  on  tbe  score  of  danger  alone,  be  iui- 
are  surging  to  and  fro,  anything  impeding  their  practicable.  In  order,  therefore,  to  avoid  the 
uniform  action  is  frequently  attended  with  the  loss  due  to  resistance,  it  is  the  aim  of  electricians 


most  disastrous  results. 
Electrical  quantity  is 
tiieasured  by  amperes  in 
a  manner  precisely  simi- 
lar to  tbe  measurements 
■of  water  by  quarts  and 
gallons,  and  the  elec- 
trician c  n  8 1 0  m  a  r  i  1  y 
Bjieaks  of  amperes  with 
the  same  familiarity  and 
the  same  meaning  with 
wliicb  tbe  milkman 
does  of  pints.  Electric- 
al pressure  (measured 
by  volts)  baa  as  real  a 
meaning  as  pounds  to  no.  u,— isitii 

the  grocer.  In  speak- 
ing of  a  waterfall,  the  energy  developed  was 
found  to  be  expressed  in  foot  pounds,  and  was  as- 
certained by  multiplying  tbe  amount  of  water  by 
the  height  of  the  fall ;  so  with  electricity,  the 
power-  exhibited  is  measured  by  tbe  product  of 
the  volts  and  amperes. 

A  current  of  10  am]>eres  having  a  pi 


to  operate  a  transmis- 
sion line  at  the  highest 
possible  electrical  pres- 
sure consistent  with 
safety. 

To  this  end,  in  deal- 
ing with  the  alternating 
current,  they  are  greatly 
aided  byadevice  termed 
a  transformer,  whereby 
the  relation  in  any  elec- 
trical circuit  between 
tiie  pressure  or  voltage 
and  thectirrentorquan- 
lity  may  be  readily  al- 
ia ov  CONDUIT,  tered.  Given  a  circuit 
with  a  pressure  of  10 
volts  and  150  amperes,  by  means  of  a  trans- 
former the  pressure  could  be  raised  to  100  volts 
with  a  current  of  15  amperes.  In  this  case  the 
pressure  has  been  increased  90  volts,  while  tbe 
current  lias  been  diminished  tenfold  ;  and  it  will 


be  noticed  that  in  both  cases  the  energy  remains 
re  of  unchanged,  for  10  volta  mnltipled  by  15  amperes 
lo  volts  is  equal  to  150  volt-amperes  of  energy,  gives  a  product  of  150  watts,  and  100  volts  mul- 
For  brevity,  a  volt-ampere  is  frequently  called  a  tiplied  by  15  amperes  is  precisely  the  same  quau- 
watt,   and    experiments    show  that   one  watt  is     titv. 


equivalent  to  45  foot  pounds,  requiring  74G  watts 
to  equal  a  horse  power.  As  the  energy  is  pro- 
portional to  the  product  of  the  volts  and  amperes, 
it  is  evident  that  a  variation  in  either  factor 
would  produce  a  corresponding  cliango  in  the 
quantity  of  power.  To  the  passage  of  the  cur- 
rent it  has  been  shown  that  every  conductor  op- 
poses a  certain  amount  of  resistance  correspohd- 


Tlie  transformer  is  an  exceedingly  simple  piece 
of  mechanism,  consisting  of  an  iron  core  over- 
wound with  two  coils  of  wire,  one  of  wliicb  con- 
sists of  a  few  turns  of  coarse  wire,  while  llie  other 
has  a  largo  nnmber  of  turns  of  fine  wire.  If, 
now,  a  series  of  electrical  waves  pass  through 
either  of  these  coils  a  corresponding  series  of 
waves  will  manifest  itself  in  the   other  coil,  al- 


ing  to  friction,  and  investigation  indicates  that     tliough  tbe  two  have  no  metallic  connection  with 
this  opposition  in  the  same  conductor  varies  as    each  other;  and  further,  the  pressure  of  the  waves 
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ill  the  Eocond  coil  will  bear  the  relation  to  the 
pressure  in  the  first  coil  that  the  number  of  turns 
in  the  first  coii  bears  to  the  number  of  turns  in 
the  second  coil.  Tims,  if  the  coarse  wire  has  10 
turns  and  the  fine  wire  100  turns,  the  pressure  in 
the  fine  wire  will  be  ten  times  as  great  as  the 
pressure  in  the  oo.irae  wire,  while  the  current  in 
the  fine  wire  will  be  only  one-tenth  the  current 
in  the  coarse  wire.  This  action  of  the  trans- 
former is  as  mysterious 
as  that   of  the   dynamo, 

and  while   entirely   inex-  ~"" 

plicable,  electricians  are 
only  too  glad  to  avail 
themselves  of  this  iipparn- 
tiis ;  for,  OS  there  are  no 
moving'  parts  in  it,  it  is 
exceedingly  cheap  in  con- 
struction a  li  d  mainte- 
nance. 

The  design  of  a  snc- 
cessfnl  transmission  plant 
must  thus  steer  its  way 
between  obstacles  on 
every  hand.  The  elec- 
trical pressure  must  be  as 
high  as  possible,  to  avoid 
loss  in  the.  conducting 
circuit,  but  yet  restrained 
within  limits  that  will  not 
injure  the  insulation,  ex- 
posing the  plant  to  possi- 
ble destruction.  The  ca- 
pacity of  the  line  and  ap- 


paratus and  the  frei^iiericy  of  the  current  should 
be  reduced  to  the  lowest  possible  limits,  and  pro- 
vision made  to  absolutely  prevent  the  possibility 
of  opening  the  circuit,  or  the  disastrous  effects  of 
electrical  inertia  and  self-induction  would,  in  all 
probability,  wreck  the  entire  installation.  The 
stopping  and  starting  of  the  dynamos,  as  well  as 
of  tlie  motors  and  other  apparatus  actuated  by 
them,  must  be  accomplished  by  an  artificial  load. 
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80  interposed  that  during  the  period  of  starting 
and  stopping  it  shall  absorb  temporarily  the  en- 
ergy developed.  If  the  frequency  is  too  low  the. 
machinery  becomes  too  extensive  and  bulky,  and 
on  lighting  circuits  the  lamps  are  afiSicted  with 
unbearable  flickering. 

The  best  present  practice  for  transmission 
plants  indicates  the  advisability  of  designing  the 
dynamos  to  operate  at  a  moderate  pressure,  and 
then  connect  them  with  step-up  transformers, 
whereby  the  pressure  may  be  raised  to  several 
thousand  volts  for  transmission  in  the  conductor 
system.  At  the  distant  receiving  station  step- 
•down  transformers  are  employed  to  reduce  the 
pressure  to  limits  that  may  be  safely  introduced 
into  the  consumer's  premises.  In  small  stations 
the  difficulties  mentioned  may  be  to  a  certain  ex- 
tent Ignored,  but  in  dealing  with  thousands  of 
horse  power  attention  to  the  smallest  details  is 
the  only  price  of  success. 

For  the  Niagara  plant  it  is  proposed  to  build 
three  huge  dynamos,  each  capable  of  absorbing 
«iid  converting  into  electricity  5,000  horse  power, 
thus  corresponding  in  size  to  the  output  of  the 
turbines.  The  construction  of  tiiese  machines  is 
indicated  in  Fig.  14. 

Through  the  centre  of  the  drawing  the  massive 
«haft  of  the  water  wheel  extends,  and  is  capped 
with  a  spider-shaped  steel  easting  that. surrounds 
and  incases  the  entire  machine,  revolving  with 
the  turbine  shaft.  The  spider  casting  is  supplied 
with  8  internal  projections  that  form  the  mag- 
netic poles.  On  these  projections  coils  of  insu- 
lated copper  strip  are  wound,  that,  being  supplied 
with  current  from  a  small  auxiliary  dynamo, 
form  the  means  of  exciting  the  intense  magnetic 
fields  required  for  this  giant  machine.  The  arma- 
ture consists  of  16  coils  of  No.  0  copper  wire. 
These  coils  are  supported  by  a  bronze  framework, 
that  in  turn  is  sustained  by  a  massive  bedplate 
bolted  to  the  masonry  foundation  of  the  power 
house  A  peculiar  feature  of  this  dynamo  con- 
sists in  designing  the  machine  with  an  oil-tight 
casing,  provided  with  circulating  pipes,  whereby 
the  whole  machine  may  be  kept  flooded  with  oil. 
As  oil  is  an  a(^imirable  insulator  and  the  best  of 
lubricants,  this  design  greatly  enhances  the  elec- 
trical and  mechanical  efficiency.  Further,  by 
the  constant  flow  of  oil,  the  generator  will  be  sup- 
plied with  a  circulation  of  cool  fluid,  preventing 
the  machine  from  heating  and  contributing  to 
steady  and  uniform  operation.  By  means  of 
these  features  Professor  Forbes  expresses  his  con- 
fidence in  the  success  of  machines  of  this  type, 
able  to  operate  at  a  potential  of  20,000  volts  and 
delivering  a  current  of  200  amperes.  The  first 
three  machines,  however,  are  designed  to  operate 


at  2,000  volts,  with  a  frequency  of  1G|  per  second, 
delivering  a  current  of  nearly  2,000  amperes,  and 
if  successful  will  probably  lead  immediately  to  the 
installation  of  the  20,000-volt  generators.  As  it 
is  quite  probable  that  the  output  of  the  first  three 
machines  will  be  entirely  consumed  in  the  im- 
mediate vicinity  of  the  power  station,  the  transmis- 
sion losses  in  the  short  lines  required  for  this  work 
will  not  be  serious.  By  the  use  of  transformers 
to  raise  the  potential,  as  has  already  been  indi- 
cated, the  output  of  the  present  generators  would 
readily  be  adapted  to  economical  long-distance 
requirements. 

To  provide  adequate  conductors  for  distribut- 
ing the  energy  manufactured  by  the  power  sta- 
tion presents  engineering  problems  as  intricate 
and  as  interesting  as  the  details  of  the  station 
machinery. 

Transmission  lines  have  usually  consisted  of  a 
copper  wire  strung  upon  poles,  but  such  ephem- 
eral construction  is  totally  unsuited  to  the  Ni- 
agara' problem.  In  the  present  installation  au 
underground  conduit  is  introduced,  shown  m  sec- 
tion in  Fig.  15. 

The  conduit  is  built  by  excavating  the  neces- 
sary trench  through  the  ground,  into  which  a 
horseshoe-shaped  mold  is  placed.  Around  this 
mold  concrete  made  of  the  best  Portland  cement 
is  tightly  packed,  in  quantities  sufficient  to  make 
a  solid  arch  one  foot  in  thickness.  Previously  to 
the  introduction  of  the  concrete  on  the  bottom 
of  the  trench  a  secure  and  solid  foundation  of 
masonry  is  laid.  When  completed  the  internal 
dimensions  of  the  conduit  will  be  5  feet  6  inches 
high  by  3  feet  10  inches  in  width.  At  intervals 
of  30  feet  substantial  bracket- shaped  castings  are 
set  in  the  concrete,  upon  which  the  insulators  for 
supporting  the  metallic  conductors  are  placed.  To 
transmit  all  the  energy,  to  be  manufactured  by 
the  great  power  station;  bare  copper  strips  will 
be  secured  to  the  insulators,  a  sufficient  number 
being  used  to  aggregate  6  square  inches  in  cross 
section.  Along  the  bottom  of  the  conduit  a  rail- 
way track  is  laid,  upon  which  a  small  car  may  be 
driven,  for  the  purpose  of  inspection  and  repairs. 
The  inclosure  of  the  circuit  in  an  underground 
conduit  presents  great  advantages  by  protecting 
the  conductors  from  the  severity  of  the  elements, 
and  from  either  malicious  or  accidental  interfer- 
ence. Grave  doubts,  however,  have  been  ex- 
pressed as  to  the  feasibility  of  the  present  design. 
It  would  certainly  seem  difficult,  if  not  impossi- 
ble, to  maintain  many  miles  of  such  subterranean 
trench  sufficiently  dry  to  prevent  destructive 
electrical  leakage,  and  it  is  extremely  doubtful 
whether  it  will  be  safe  for  workmen  to  enter  so 
confined  a  space,  when  on  either  side  of  the  arch 
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there  will  be  bare  copper  strips  having  a  differ- 
-ence  of  potential  of  20,000  volts  or  more.  Sup- 
posing an  accident  should  occur  by  short-circuit- 
ing in  the  lines,  liberating  in  a  single  instant  and 
at  a  single  point  the  tremendous  current  of  en- 
-ergy  delivered  by  the  turbine,  the  magnitude  of 
the  disaster  seems  almost  beyond  estimation. 

Anticipating  rapid  growth  in  population  due 
to  so  great  an  enterprise,  the  Niagara  Company 
has  endeavored  to  provide  for  the  wants  of  em- 
ployes by  establishing  a  model  village.  In  the 
-southern  part  of  the  land  acquired  by  the  com- 
pany extensive  systems  of  the  most  improved 
drainage,  and  gas  and  water  supply,  together  with 
xi  complete  railway  network  of  both  steam  and 
•electric  roads,  have  been  installed  ;  trees  have 
been  planted ;  a  townhall  and  hotel  erected  ; 
while  long  lines  of  tasteful  cottages  mark  the 
present  village  and  the  future  city  of  Echota. 
The  present  village  centre  is  shown  in  the  two 
pictures  on  page  525. 

Underlying  the  scientific  and  engineering  prob- 
lems of  the  Niagara  plant  is  the  ever-present 
•economic  question.  Will  it  pay  ?  If  the  Niagara 
plant  IS  all  to  be  utilized  in  the  immediate  vicin- 
ity of  the  falls  an  answer  in  the  undoubted  neg- 
ative must  be  returned  :  but  if  in  ever- widening 
■circles  the  energy  may  be  transmitted  to  Buffalo, 
Rochester,  Syracuse  and  Albany ;  if,  under  its 
influence,  the  towpath  of  the  Erie  Canal  shall  be 
abandoned,  to  disappear  under  a  grassy  mound, 
and  if  through  its  influence  Western  New  York 
and  Ejistern  Pennsylvania  can  with  bine  sky  and 
a  clear  air  compete  with  the  smoky  junction  of 
the  Alleghany  and  Monongahela,  an  unequivocal 
afllirmative  is  assured. 

By  calculation  son^e  of  the  most  experienced 
•electrical  engineers  in  this  country  show  the 
strong  probability  of  delivering  Niagara's  energy 
at  various  points,  essentially  in  accordance  with 
the  following  schedule : 


COST   PER   HOB8E  POWEB   FEB   TEAB   OF    ELECTRICAL  ENEBAT 

AT   THE   FOLLOWING   CITIES: 

Coiti.  DutariCf. 

Buflfalo S  8.00  15  miles. 

Byracuse 13.00  164     " 

Schenectady 16.00  300     " 

Albany 17  00  330     '* 

In  comparison  with  these  figures,  at  the  same 
places  it  is  estimated  that  producing  an  equal 
amount  of  power  by  the  best  steam  plant  cannot 
be  accomplished  for  less  than  $20  per  horse  power 
per  annum.  A  similar  estimate  made  by  one  of 
our  most  distinguished  steam  engineers  indicates 
that  the  cost  of  electricity  developed  by  Niagara 
and  delivered  at  Buffalo  will  not  be  less  than  f;20 
per  horse  power  per  annum,  and  at  Syracuse  at 
least  $32  per  horse  power  per  annum,  while  the 
cost  of  steam  power,  under  corresponding  circum- 
stances, at  these  two  cities  will  amount  to  not 
less  than  f5'25  per  horse  power  per  annum,  show- 
ing upon  this  basis  electrical  transmission  to  Al- 
bany and  Schenectady  to  be  economically  out  of 
the  question.  Possibly  both  of  these  estimates 
may  be  somewhat  one-sided,  for,  without  question- 
ing the  undoubted  attempts  at  fairness  of  all  esti- 
mators, the  electrical  engineers  could  probably  no 
more  help  the  most  favorable  presentation  of  the 
electrical  aspect  of  the  question  than  could  the 
steam  engineers  fail  to  exhibit  a  similar  predilec- 
tion for  that  type.  On  the  basis  of  the  most  un- 
favorable estimate,  the  town  of  Syracuse,  dis- 
tant 164  miles  from  Niagara,  is  within  the 
probable  economical  limit  of  transmission,  in 
competition  with  steam.  Ten  years  ago  such  a 
result  could  not  even  have  been  contemplated. 
Now  electricians  are  hinting  at  possibilities  that 
the  next  decade  may  realize,  which  will  not  only 
indefinitely  extend  the  economic  ladius  of  trans- 
mission, but  will  also  enable  us  to  delivei  energy 
through  purely  the  agency  of  the  hiniiniferous 
ether. 


BUQAR-LOAF  MOUNTAIN,  AT  ENTUANCE  TO  RIO  BAT. 


TO    RIO    IN    A  SAILING  VESSEL. 


Ijt  these  dnys  of  floating  jmlaces,  which  race 
across  the  ocenn  at  rnihvay  speed,  ii  man  may 
travel  around  the  globe  anJ  not  know  the  sensa- 
tions of  the  mariner  who  formcily  Btarted  ont 
with  tlic  certainty  of  being  for  months  snbject  to 
the  caprices  of  old  Boreas  and  his  companion 
zephyrs. 

Tlie  passenger  travel  has  boon  entirely  absorbed 
by  the  Btcamships,  but  tlie  difference  in  cost  of 
transportation  between  steam  and  wlTid  power  is 
eo  enormous  that  many  articles  which  are  not  af- 


fected in  condition  by  being  a  week  or  a  mouth 
longer  nri  voyage  arc  still  carried  by  sailing  ves- 
sels. Xotablo  among  these  is  the  large  importa- 
tion of  coffee  from  Rio,  which  is  brought  up 
mainly  by  sniulry  clipjier  barks  and  barkentines, 
which  make  the  voyage  between  tiiat  city  and 
UitUimorc  in  almost  as  sliort  a  timo  as  do  the 
steamers. 

The  diUcrence  in  comfort  seems  also  at  Grst 
to  bo  altogether  in  favor  of  the  more  primi- 
tive method.     Of  course  "at  first"  means  e-v- 
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cepting  the  week  of  aeaaickneBs,  which  ia  the 
lot  of  most  of  those  wlio  go  down  upon  the  deep 
ill  Bliips.  In  sttch  a  condition  itnjthing  else 
seems  preferable,  even  tlio  viat  tie  vier  itself  in 
other  circumstiiiiGea.     But  when   von  can  take  a 


travel.  For  one  thing,  it  appeals  to  one's  imagin- 
ation to  be  rid  of  the  boilers  and  funnels  and  oily, 
greasy  machinery  ;  to  be  bowling  along  with  a  ten- 
knot  breeze  bellying  out  tiie  foresail  and  staysails 
and  straining  the  tackle  of  the  Inige  boonia  aft. 


HKAD   or  BOCK,  CARABT 


trip  up  to  the  to'irallant  mast  and  return  with-  If  yon  feel  in  an  athletic  mood  you  can  help 

out  feeling  a  i^italm  ;  when  the  three  meals,  in-  the  sailors  to  trim  the  yards,  or  tauten  the  jib,  or 

stead  of  being  tlirec  periods  of  anguished  nncor-  take  a  spell  at  the  wheel — in  short,  have  all  the 

tainty,  or  certain  anguish,  could  only  he  improved  pleasure  of  a  sailor's  life  without  any  of  the  nii;ht 

on  by  the  addiitoii  of  a  fourth,  then  it  seems  easy  (vatches  in  nasty  weather,  and  other  disagrtv;ihlc 

to  pick  out  points  of  superiority  in  this  mode  of  concomitants  which  help  to  nuikc  it  a  vocation 
Vol.  XXXVIII.,  Ho.  5-34. 
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fit  for — a  dog  ?  No,  I  am  fond  of  dogs.  If, 
oil  the  contrary,  the  air  has  become  drowsy 
atid  soporific,  just  take  a  seat  way  out  there  ou 
the  bowsprit.  The  ship  is  behind ;  nothing  is 
visible  but  the  vast,  awe-inspiring  stretch  of  tum- 
bling waves,  and  the  blue,  blue  sky  overhead. 
Apparently  you  are  flying  through  space ;  below 
your  feet  a  school  of  flying  fish,  their  silver  sides 
gleaming  bright  as  molten  metal,  shoot  up  out  of 
the  water,  and  along  over  the  tops  of  the  waves  ; 
and  in  their  wake  a  vivid  goblin-blue  and  green 
streak  shows  where  the  gayly  colored  dolphin, 
who  has  caused  this  disturbance,  is  disporting 
himself. 

But  when  vou  have  been  out  a  month  without 
sighting  land,  and  all  the  freshness  of  interest  is 
gone  ;  when,  from  Thackeray  to  Old  Cap  Collier, 
every  book  on  board — except  the  mathematics 
which  you  brought  along  to  work  up — has  been 
read  several  times ;  when  the  lack  of  ice  for  the 
stale  water  and  vonr  flat  Apollinaris,  and  the  lack 
of  any  meat  except  the  barrels  of  half-spoiled  salt 
junk,  have  driven  you  almost  frantic  ;  when,  more- 
over, you  have  been  becalmed  for  four  days,  alter- 
nately bemoaning  the  nasty  drizzle  or  the  broiling 
sun,  till  the  melancholy  whanging  of  the  booms 
from  side  to  side  and  the  monotonous  creak ings 
of  the  cordage  seem  to  mock  your  prayers  and 
whistlings  and  vain  hopes  for  a  breeze ;  when 
this  has  gone  on  till  you  feel  that  a  hurricane 
would  be  preferable,  as  you  realize  that  the  calm 
may  last  for  another  week,  and  that  even  when 
you  do  start  once  more  there  are  fourteen  dreary, 
interminable  days  to  elapse  before  sighting  the 
lights  of  your  destination — then,  then  is  the  time 
when  you  long  for  a  few  minutes'  earnest  con- 
versation with  the  imbecile  who  talks  about  the 
*'good  old  days  before  steam  was." 

The  old,  slow  methods  of  living  may  have  been 
healthier  and  more  conducive  to  longevity,  but 
to  one  brought  up  under  the  new  j'egime  the 
transition  backward  is  unbearable. 

It  seems  strange  how  clearly  and  sharply  de- 
fined trivial  incidents  stand  out  at  the  end  of  a 
seven  weeks'  voyage.  The  porpoise  harpooned 
from  the  bow,  and  the  subsequent  luxury  of 
fresh  liver  ;  the  dolphins  caught ;  the  intense 
amusement  over  old,  grizzled,  half-blind  Bar- 
ney's attempt  to  wash  our  Japanese  paper  hand- 
kerchiefs— each  of  these  is  an  epoch.  Though 
the  time  while  sailing  seemed  really  interminable, 
I  recall  distinctly  as  we  neared  port  a  feeling  of 
doubt  which  would  come  over  me  as  to  whether  it 
were  possible  that  we  were  rei^lly  going  to  see  land 
again  in  two  days — looking  back  at  the  voyage,  it 
appears  a  lazy  sort  of  dream  ;  and,  inasmuch  as 
these  breaks  in  the  monotony  are  the  only  details 


which  can  be  grasped,  the  impression  is  decidedly 
one  of  brevity. 

We  had  experienced  all  the  above,  and  were 
within  a  day's  sail  of  Cape  Frio,  when  a  storm 
swooped  down  on  us  from  the  northeast,  and  for 
two  days  we  had  to  scud  before  the  gale.  Finally 
it  abated,  and  beating  in  cautiously  through  a 
dense,  wall-like  fog,  the  captain  announced,  one 

morning  when  S and  I  came  up  on  deck,  that 

land  ought  to  be  in  sight. 

We  had  a  great  deal  of  confidence  in  the  cap- 
tain, and  were  apt  to  take  his  assertions  about 
such  matters  blindly,  but  it  did  not  seem  witiiin 
the  bounds  of  possibility.  Land  ?  It  was  some- 
thing we  had  left  behind  way  up  there,  weeks— 
or  was  it  months  ? — ago.  So  we  went  below  and 
dispatched  a  hearty  breakfast,  with  the  exciting 
feeling  that  perhaps  he  might  be  right  after  all. 
Accordingly,  as  soon  as  the  meal  wiis  over,  we 
posted  ourselves  well  forward,  and  gazed  at  the 
gloomy,  gray  barrier  in  front. 

Eight  o'clock,  nine  o'clock,  ten  o'clock.  I  be- 
gan to  call  myself  names  for  standing  there;  if 
there  were  anything  to  do  I  should  leave,  but 

amusement  required  co-operation,  and  S was 

like  a  marble  statue.  Two  of  the  sailors  strad- 
dling the  bowsprit  seemed  as  eager  to  get  in  sis 
we,  and  were  straining  their  eyes  ahead. 

Suddenly  '*  Land   ho  !"  sung  out  S ,  who 

has  eyes  like  a  hawk. 

Up  rushed  the  captain,  incredulous ;  but  pres- 
ently he  and  the  sailors  joined  in  the  chorus. 
Meanwhile  I  was  looking  at  the  horizon  till  I 
thought  my  eyes  would  burst  from  their  sockets, 
but  never  a  sign  of  terra  firma  was  visible. 

'*  Look  higher,"  said  S . 

Lo !  there  was  a  great  pyramid-shaped  blue 
mass  showing  above  the  mist,  which  the  sun  was 
gradually  dispersing.  This,  by  comparison  with 
the  chart,  proved  to  be  Redonda  Island.  To  its 
right  a  smaller,  flatter  lump  showed  us  Raza  Isl- 
and. By  the  time  we  were  abreast  of  Raza,  on 
which  is  the  harbor  lighthouse,  the  day  was  clear 
as  crystal. 

To  our  right,  a  group  of  palm-covered  rocks, 
lie  Pai,  Mai  and  Menina — Father,  Mother  and 
Child.  Ahead  is  the  narrow  entrance,  with  the 
Pao  de  Assucar — Sugar  Loaf — rearing  up  its  thir- 
teen hundred  feet  of  black  stone ;  an  admirable 
representation  of  its  namesake,  except  that  from 
our  point  of  view  one  side  slopes  too  much. 

From  the  Sugar  Loaf  a  narrow  peninsula  runs 
oflf  to  the  northeast,  at  the  end  of  which  is  Fort 
San  Joao,  and  on  a  little  island,  quarter  of  a  mile 
further  out.  Fort  da  Laga  is  visible.  Opposite, 
Fort  Santa  Cruz  frowns  down  from  its  granite 
crags,  and  since  the  channel,  which  is  between 
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the  two  latter  forts,  is  only  three-quarters  of  a 
mile  wide^  it  would  seem  to  he  remarkably  well 
defended.  However,  as  we  pass  in  close  under 
the  guns  of  Fort  Santa  Cruz,  it  is  apparent  that 
these  flimsy  walls  would  not  stand  long  under 
the  fire  of  a  modern  war  vessel.  Indeed,  the  very 
number  of  fortifications  would  seem  to  imply  a 
lack  of  confidence  in  their  efficiency  on  the  part 
of  the  builders  themselves,  for  in  the  four  miles 
from  the  entrance  to  the  city  there  are  on  both 
•sides  of  the  harbor  fully  a  dozen  such  structures. 

The  bay  widens  immediately,  almost  insulating 
the  rocky  peninsula  which  supports  Santa  Cruz, 
4ind  sweeping  in  back  of  the  Sugar  Loaf  to  Bota- 
fogo  bay  and  town. 

The  city  is  on  the  west  side  of  the  harbor,  some 
four  miles  from  the  entrance,  and  opposite  it  is 
Cobra  Island,  around  which  is  the  anchorage 
ground  for  merchant  vessels. 

The  two  great,  green  hills  in  the  middle  of  the 
town,  contrasting  with  the  yellows  and  blues 
which  dominate  the  architectural  coloring,  are 
quite  pleasing  to  the  eye,  but  on  closer  inspection 
the  attractiveness  vanishes.  The  streets  are  nar- 
row, dusty  and  filthy.  In  the  older  portion  of 
tlie  town  the  regulation  width  is  eighteen  feet, 
And  some  are  mere  alleys,  where  it  is  necessary  to 
flatten  yourself  up  against  the  wall  to  avoid  the 
street  cars,  which  come  dashing  along,  drawn  by 
4i  pair  of  miserable  little  mules.  These  the  driv- 
ers keep  at  full  gallop  by  the  simple  expedient  of 
lashing  them  literally  from  start  to  finish.  There 
is,  too,  a  superfluity  in  the  matter  of  dogs ;  nearly 
every  shop  has  a  lean,  dirty,  disagreeable  cur 
sleeping  either  in  the  doorway  or  on  the  pavement 
in  front.  Although  these  (lo  not  impress  a  dog 
lover  favorably,  they  are  decidedly  preferable  to 
the  innumerble  specimens  of  loathsome  human 
wretchedness  which  strike  the  eye  everywhere.  I 
■can  still  see,  with  a  reminiscent  shudder,  a  de- 
ci'epit  old  negro,  sunning  himself  on  tlie  sidewalk, 
his  leg  bare,  covered  with  sores  and  one  mass  of 
flies,  which  he  seemed  to  mind  not  a  whit. 

The  outlying  and  resident  parts  of  the  city  are 
much  more  attractive.  Indeed,  some  of  the  in- 
tricate and  artistic  combinations  of  color  in  the 
houses,  and  the  gaudy  tropical  shrubs  surround- 
ing them,  are  very  beautiful. 

The  edifices  are  rarelv  more  than  two  stories  in 
height,  and  often  only  one.  They  are  built  of 
stone  or  yellow  brick  for  the  most  part,  and  since 
the  narrow  plain  on  which  the  city  is  situated  is 
only  a  few  feet  above  the  surface  of  the  water 
there  are  practically  no  cellars.  The  scarceness 
of  chimneys,  too,  seems  strange  to  one  accus- 
tomed to  the  wilderness  of  brick  and  metal 
^moke  vents  in  our  own  great  cities. 


In  whatever  directions  Rio  may  be  lacking,  it 
is  overstocked  both  with  lotteries  and  beggars. 

The  passion  for  gaming  seems  to  be  rampant, 
for  besides  the  many  gambling  houses,  one  sees 
lottery  tickets  everywhere.  Many  of  the  shops 
advertise  them  ;  there  are  little  corner  stands 
which  exist  solely  to  sell  them,  and  itinerant  vend- 
ers thrust  them  into  the  hands  of  the  passers- 
bv,  or  infest  the  offices  and  restaurants.  A  com^ 
mon  method  of  raising  funds  for  the  church  was 
to  get  the  government  to  grant  them  a  lottery, 
which  was  considered  equivalent  to  a  present  out 
of  hand. 

The  mendicants  go  by  the  generic  name  of 
"beach  combers."  The  term  originally  meant 
about  the  same  as  our  "  wharf  rat,"  bnt  is  now 
used  for  all  grades  of  beggars,  from  the  half-sav- 
age wretch  who  lives  on  the  refuse  and  semi- 
decayed  fruit  washed  up  near  the  market  to  Ihe 
neatly  dressed  impostor  who  fastens  on  you  like 
a  leech  with  a  long  tale  of  woe,  which  he  strings 
out  for  blocks  and  blocks  if  you  do  not  satisfy  his 
pleadings.  It  is  better  to  meet  these  gentry. by 
day  than  after  dark,  for  their  whinings  are  then 
apt  to  turn  to  demands. 

The  population  is  amusingly  indeterminate. 
For  instance,  one  reliable  source  of  information 
gives  it  as  800,000  in  1870,  and  only  half  as  much 
in  1880.  The  best  recent  authorities,  however, 
place  it  at  over  420,000.  Of  these  a  tremendous 
number  have  more  or  less  colored  blood,  and  there 
are  some  astonishing  racial  mixtures.  The  greater 
proportion  of  the  whites  are  of  Portuguese  extrac- 
tion, with  many  Spanish,  French,  German  and 
English  immigrants.  The  American  colony  is  a 
small  one. 

Society  is  divided  up  into  an  infinite  number 
of  cliques,  each  jealous  or  scorning  the  other ; 
but  as  a  rule  the  foreign  residents,  particularly 
the  English  and  Americans,  have  no  social  inter- 
course with  the  natives. 

Having    hunted    up    our    only   acquaintance. 

Dr. ,  he  insists  upon  our  dining  with  him 

next  day,  an  invitation  we  are  glad  to  accept. 
The  houses  arc  built  to  keep  out  the  heat,  and 
succeed  in  their  object  admirably.  It  is  delight- 
ful to  sit  in  the  comfortable  atmosphere,  chatting 
with  our  host,  and  listening  to  the  soft  strains  of 
the  Gounod  "Ave  Maria" which  one  of  the  ladies 
is  playing  in  the  next  room.  Moreover,  the  doc- 
tor is  decidedly  a  bon  vivani,  and  regales  us 
sumptuously.  When  the  soup  has  been  removed 
the  butler  comes  in  looking  a  little  worried,  and 
our  hostess  informs  us  that  on  account  of  the 
heat  the  fish  "cannot  come  on  the  table";  which 
delicate  euphemism  seems  to  express  such  a  com- 
mon occurrence  that  no  one  takes  any  n^^tice  of 
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iL  Tixieed,  the  beef  often  apoila  en  roulc  between 
the  ftbnttoir  and  tlio  btitchci's'  etnlls. 

Our  worthy  friend'a  hospitality  Bhoiie  up  even 
more  brigUUy  fifterward,  when  onr  atrnggles  be- 
gan in  the  restaurants.  We  knew  no  Portuguese 
mid  were  unaccustomed  to  fend  for  ourselves,  so 
when  we  had  requested  the  overworked  waiter  at 
the  Globe  to  bring  us  a  "fillet"  we  were  stuck, 
and  could  only  point,  asking  for  "that,"  and 
"  that." 

A  good  steak  is  delicious,  and  yet  beef-steak 
gohts  for  two  days  is  apt  to  pall,  and  we  were 
in  despair,  when  we  discovered  a  ciianning  little 
upstairs  retreat  in  the  Una  do  Onvidor,  where 
the  gai-fon  understood  a  little  Kuglisli  and  fur- 
nished us  with  delicious  dinners  at  most  reason- 
able rates. 

We  made  our  headquarters  on  board  ship,  but 
were  always  relieved  to  escape  from  the  fearful 
monotony  of  unloading  the  cargo.  This  con- 
sisted largely  of  barrels  of  flour,  with  some  pork 
and  lard,  and  such  like. 

According  to  regulations,  the  first  mate  and  a 
customhouse  officer  each  kept  check  of  the  num- 
ber of  barrels  taken  out,  counting  five  and  then 
nutting  a  tally  mark  on  their  respective  lists.   U]) 


■lied  down  the  gang 


come  the  barrels,  and  i 
plank  to  the  wharf: 

"  U-na,  do-is,  tre-B.  qnu-tro.  cid-co,  talha!" 

This  sleepy,  drawling  song  is  repeated  over  and 
over,  hour  after  hour,  until  it  becomes  i>ositively 
unbearable.     The  only  break   ia  when   the   two 

checkers  compare  notes.  They  always  differ  and 
get  into  a  violent  squabble,  vilifying  each  other 
most  energetically.  As  neither  understands  the 
other's  language,  they  finally  resume  work  with- 
out coming  to  any  very  definite  agreement,  but 
the  interruption  probably  saves  them  from  going 
mad,  aa  they  must  inevitably  do  without  some 
sucii  safety  valve. 

The  barrels  are  rolled  from  the  wharf  into  the 
warehouse,  which  opens  on  the  street.  An  amus- 
ing illustration  of  Brazilian  business  methods  is 
afforded  by  the  fact,  which  was  afterward  discov- 
ered, that  the  man  in  charge  of  this  warehouse 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  rolling  a  certain  number 
of  barrels  from  each  cargo  straight  through  into 
the  street,  and  carting  them  away  to  his  own 
premises.     This  had  gone  on  for  years  ! 

These  wharf  houses  are  often  the  old  slave  bar- 
racks, which,  since  the  abolition  of  the  slave 
trade,  have  been  utilized  in  this  way. 
They  are  dark  and  gloomy  atriictiiree, 
well  fitted  for  such  a  purpose,  and  it 
requires  but  little  imagination  to  re- 
people  them  with  their  wretched  hvi- 
nian  freight  at  the  mercy  of  the  often 
ignorant  and  brutal  half-breed  over- 
seers. From  the  size  and  extent  of 
tho  buildings  it  is  plain  that  the  busi- 
'  ness  was  pursued  on  a  tremendous 
scale,  and  of  the  fact  that  it  was  prof- 
itable tiiere  is  plenty  of  contemporary 
evidence.  One  writer,  yisiting  the 
I  city  in  18.57,  speaks  of  the  wealth  and 
magnificence  of  old  Fonseca,  who  was 
one  of  tho  kings  of  this  commerce, 
and  relates  that  one  of  hia  cargoes  just 
Bold  netted  him  100,000  pounds  ! 

Probably  few  people  realize  that 
slavery  was  still  the  law  of  the  land 
in  Brazil  sis  years  ago.  As  early  as 
18*1  a  statute  came  into  force  liberat- 
ing ali  children  born  of  slave  parents 
subsequent  to  that  date,  but  the  total 
abolition  did  not  take  place  till  188S. 
This  freeing  800,000  human  beings 
from  a  condition  of  servitude  was  one 
of  the  wisest  acts  of  a  beneficent  Em- 
pire, which  but  one  year  later  was 
destined  to  be  overthrown  by  the 
people  who   had  been  so  surely  and 
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steadily  elevated  by  its  culigliteiied  and  jiiat 
ei'Jimeiit. 

Wliew  our  vessel  Iiad  dtschnrgeil  lier  cai( 
flour  she  was  toved  to  another  wharf, 
And  began  to  load  with  coffee  for  tlic 
return  trip.  According  to  the  most 
reliable  analyses  this  Brazilian  coffee 
is  the  best  in  the  world,  containing  a 
larger  proportion  of  caffeine,  the  act- 
ive principle  of  the  berry,  than  any 
other  Tariety.  The  importance  of 
tilts  trade  may  be  realized  from  the 
fact  that  in  Brazil  it  contributes  al- 
most three-fourtlis  of  the  total  value 
of  the  exports,  wJiicJi  in  1890  came  to 
-about  tllO,000,000.  Indeed,  Brazil 
produces  more  coffco  than  the  rest  of 
the  world  put  together.  The  United 
States  takes  about  two-tliirda  of  the 
entire  crop,  and  in  the  year  quoted 
this  portion  amounted  to  2,000,000 
bags,  with  a  value  of  *r>0,000,000. 

The  stevedores,  who  carried  these 
sacks  of  cofTi'e  on  their  heads,  were 
in  some  respects  a  fine-looking  set  of 
men,  Tliero  is  probably  no  class  in 
tho  world  with  more  erect  and  grace- 
ful carriage  than  these  Eio  porters, 
and  they  transport  surprisingly  heavy 
loads.  Keveral  in  the  gang  mentioned 
could  manage  two  sacks  at  a  time, 
and  there  were  fretinont  stories  of  botis 
of  Anak  who  were  in  the  habit  of  bear- 
ing three.     Inasmuch  as  a  sack  of 


coffee  weighs  ICO  pounds,  these  tales  seem  slightly 
apocryplial,  but- it  was  a  common  occvirrence  to 
see  a  man  trotting  along  the  street  witli  three 
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trunks  piled  up  on  his  head,  which  he  could 
barely  lift  down  with  the  assistance  o(  another 
porter. 

CoflFee  is  quite  a  universal  drink  with  the  Bra- 
zilian gentry.  There  is  a  tremendous  amount  of 
spirituous  liquor  consumed  annually^  but  they 
often  step  into  a  restaurant  and  take  merely  a 
demi  iasse  of  cafe  noir.  It  is  noir  with  a  venge- 
ance, and  so  strong  that  we  found  it  quite  unpal- 
atable till  reduced  one-half  with  water,  when  it 
wns  excellent.  Our  particular  tipple,  though, 
was  milk.  A  queer  custom  obtains  among  the 
city  milkmen  of  driving  their  cows  from  door  to 
door  early  in  the  morning,  and  milking  before 
the  customers'  eyes,  drawing  out  a  pint  or  a  quart, 
according  to  the  order — a  proceeding  strictly 
analogous  to  that  signified  by  our  own  signs  of 
*'Ale  on  draught  from  the  wood/' and  the  like. 
Of  course  the  object  of  this  peripatetic  and  incon- 
venient method  is  to  insure  absolute  purity  of  the 
lacteal  fluid.  There  are,  however,  grewsome  hints 
of  syringes,  nlled  with  water  and  hidden  up  the 
sleeve  of  the  performer,  whereby  he  prevents  the 
public  from  suffering  from  any  overrichness  of 
the  product.  Be  this  as  it  may,  the  milk  thus 
obtained  is  naturally  not  first-class,  as  the  poor 
cows  get  little  proper  food,  and  have  to  endure 
these  daily  tramps  ;  so  we  used  to  patronize  a 
little  shop  in  a  side  street  where  was  dispensed 
bottled  milk,  sent  in  each  morning  from  the  ad- 
joining District  of  the  Mines — Loite  de  Minas. 

The  most  prominent  trait  of  Brazilian  char- 
acter which  strikes  the  notice  of  a  casual  ob- 
server is  their  fondness  for  uniforms  and  for  fire- 
works. Every  tenth  man  you  meet  is  decked  up 
in  red  or  gold  braid,  and  the  fireworks  are  an  in- 
stitution. There  are  apparently  several  hundred 
saints'  days  in  the  year,  and  going  along  the 
street,  you  are  suddenly  startled  by  a  most  tre- 
mendous popping  and  banging  in  front  of  some 
church.  Inquiring,  it  proves  to  be  a  celebration 
in  honor  of  St.  Agatha  or  8t.  Therese.  Shortly 
before  we  reached  the  country  the  police,  in  at- 
tempting to  stop  one  of  these  festivals,  precipi- 
tated a  riot ;  when  it  was  quelled  two  of  the  gen- 
darmes and  several  townsmen  remained  as  mute 
witnesses  of  the  people's  detei-mination  to  resist 
any  infringement  of  their  privileges  in  this  direc- 
tion. 

One  diversion  from  which  we  derived  much  en- 
joyment was  the  early  morning  row  from  the 
ship  down  to  the  market.  Here  was  a  most  het- 
erogeneous collection  of  people,  natives  of  all 
shades,  and  interspersed  with  them  representatives 
of  the  many  vessels  in  the  harbor,  doing  their 
daily  foraging.  You  could  buy  anything,  from  a 
live  pig  or  a  monkey  to  an  artichoke.     Our  boat 


always  contained  a  large  heap  of  oranges,  which 
sell  for  about  fifty  cents  a  hundred.  Many  old  ne- 
gro women  had  large  iron  pots  on  a  fire,  and  ladled 
out  bowls  of  '*  farinha  "  to  the  other  venders.  "  Fa- 
rinha"  means  %im^\y  flour  in  Portuguese,  but  used 
alone  signifies  the  flour  of  the  mandioca,  a  uni- 
versal staple  of  food  among  the  poorer  classes. 
The  mandioca  is  very  closely  allied  to  the  cassava 
of  the  West  Indies.  Both. were  originally  poison- 
ous, but  the  secret  of  getting  rid  of  the  harmful 
constituents  was  discovered  so  long  ago  that  tli& 
date  is  buried  in  obscurity.  The  plant  bears  sev- 
eral tubers  which  have  the  consistency  of  a  pai*8- 
nip.  These  are  scraped,  rinsed  and  grated  to  a 
fine  powder.  The  poisonous  juice  is  then  pressed 
out,  and  the  remainder  forms  the  '* farinha"" 
upon  which  the  negroes  are  so  dependent.  The 
expressed  juice  is  allowed  to  stand,  when  a  white- 
precipitate  forms  at  the  bottom,  which  is  our 
tapioca. 

A  characteristic  feature  of  the  countrv  about 
Rio  is  that  it  does  not  undulate  at  all,  but  is 
either  a  series  of  high  mountains,  cut  up  by  fear- 
ful chasms  and  precipices,  or  is  quite  flat.  One- 
of  the  most  interesting  peaks  is  Gavia,  nine  miles 
southwest  of  the  city.  A  great  cubical  mass, 
2,600  feet  high,  with  the  breakers  dashing  up  at 
its  foot,  it  is  a  landmark  to  mariners  far  out  at 
sea.  On  an  apparently  regular  face,  absolutely 
inaccessible,  are  twenty  or  thirty  generally  per- 
pendicular and  parallel  marks,  having  the  appear- 
ance of  gigantic  characters,  25  feet  high,  cut  in  the 
face  of  the  cliff.  The  wildest  theories  have  been 
advanced  to  account  for  them,  despite  the  fact 
that  they  bear  no  resemblance  to  any  known 
writings  or  hieroglyphics,  and  in  1839  the  (Jeo- 
graphical  Institute  of  Rio  sent  a  committee  to- 
the  mountain  to  investigate  the  matter.  They 
copied  the  supposed  writing  and  prepared  a  very 
unsatisfactory  report,  wavering  between  a  natural 
and  artificial  origin.  In  view  of  the  remarkable 
rock  representing  a  human  head  just  across  the 
harbor  in  Carahy  B.iy  (shown  in  one  of  the  il- 
lustrations), and  the  many  similar  freaks  of  nat- 
ure throughout  the  world,  it  seems  hardly  neces- 
sary to  seek  an  explanation. 

But  the  peak  par  excellence  is  undoubtedly 
the  Corcovado,  about  three  miles  from  the  town. 
Ewbank  gives  a  graphic  account  of  the  perils  at- 
tending the  ascent  in  1858,  which  was  then  ac- 
complished on  horseback,  over  a  rough  and  nar- 
row track,  flanked  by  fearful  chasms,  and  rising 
in  some  places  at  an  *' angle  of  forty  degrees."' 
There  is  now  a  cogged  railway,  erected  by  Ameri- 
can enterprise. 

We  took  the  horse  car,  which  swung  out  for  a 
mile  at  a  round  pace,  but  presently  slackened  to- 
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a  walk,  as  the  ground  began  to  rise  toward  the 
base  of  the  mountain.  After  a  long  climb,  dur- 
ing whicii  we  got  frequent  sights  of  the  four-mile 
aqueduct  which  brings  the  city's  water  supply 
from  a  reservoir  on  the  Corcovado,  we  arrived  at 
the  little  station  and  took  our  places  in  the  half- 
open  car,  whicli  the  dumpy  little  engine  pushes 
up  at  the  rate  of  about  four  miles  an  hour.  It 
seemed  like  meeting  an  old  friend  to  see  the 
name  of  one  of  our  great  locomotive  makers  on 
the  boiler. 

There  had  been  a  slight  accident  the  day  be- 
/ore,  during  the  descent,  and  though  it  hai  really 
demonstrated  the  perfectness  of  the  automatic 
brakes,  the  story  of  it  caused  quite  a  flutter 
among  the  occupants  of  the  car  as  we  started  out. 

The  grade  kept  getting  steeper  and  steeper, 
till,  when  we  struck  Sylvester's  Bridge,  ^yith  its 
rise  of  25  feet  in  100,  it  was  difficult  to  keep 
one's  seat.  Imagine  being  in  an  ordrnary  railway 
car,  and  having  one  end  raised  between  15  and 
20  feet,  and  vou  have  tiie  situation. 

There  was  an  extremely  beautiful  girl  facing  me, 
a  typical  seflorita.  I  was  on  the  upper  side,  ex- 
pecting to  slip  at  any  moment,  and  wondering,  as 
I  attempted  to  brace  myself,  what  her  grim  and 
swarthy  escort  would  do  when  I  should  be  pre- 
cipitated into  her  lap.  The  grade  slackens  a  little 
beyond  this  viaduct,  however,  and  finally  we  stop- 
ped without  any  such  contretemps,  opposite  the 
hotel,  where  the  residents  of  Rio  who  can  afford 
it  often  flee  during  the  terrible  summer. 

Here  we  were  told  the  train  won  hi  wait  half  an 
hour ;  so,  with  true  American  unrest,  we  started  to 

walk  the  rest  of  the  way,  S ,  who  had  been  there 

before,  assuring  me  it  was  '*only  a  hundred  yards 
or  so."  It  proved  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and  steeper 
than  ever.  To  add  to  our  chagrin,  as  we  toiled 
wp,  our  collars  mere  limp  reminiscences,  the  train 
passed  us  with  its  carload  of  cool,  smiling  pas- 
sengers. 

AVe  finallv  reached  the  end  of  the  tracfk,  almost 
exhausted,  and  very  much  ashamed  of  ourselves. 
Here  a  couple  of  flights  of  steps  lead  up  to  a  sort 
of  summerhouse  on  the  pinnacle  of  the  peak. 
Heavens  I  wliat  a  view  !  In  front  the  rock  falls 
apparently  siieer  to  the  plain  below,  with  the  city, 
2,300  feet  down,  an  insignificant  splotch  of  brown 
and  green. 

The  bay  widens  to  ten  or  twelve  miles  just 
above  the  town,  and  is  thickly  studded  with  isl- 
ands, from  big  Governador  down  to  mere  rocks 
jutting  up  out  of  the  water.  The  great  sheet  of 
water  sweeps  away  for  forty  miles,  till  at  the 
head  it  washes  up  against  the  giant  Organ  Mount- 
ains, standing  tier  on  tier  in  serried  array.  It  is 
easy  to  see  how  the  nnmers  of  the  harbor  mistook 


it  for  a  river.     There  are  some  interesting  his- 
torical details  as  to  this  name.     Magellan  entered 
the  bay,  the  Indian  term  for  which  was  Nictheroy, 
in   1519,   and    named   it   Santa    Luzia.      Martin 
Alfonza  de  Souza,  who  was  sent  in  1530  by  King 
John  III.  of  Portugal  to  take  poseeesion,  ran  in 
on  New   Year's  Day,  and   christened   it   Rio   de 
Janeiro,  supposing   it   the   mouth    of  a   mighty 
stream.     The  first  settlement  was  made  in  1555 
by  a  colony  of  French  Protestants,  under  Ville- 
gagnon,  who  fled  here  in  their  desire  for  religious 
freedom.     But,  by  an  irony  of  fate,  they  became 
irrevocably  divided  through  religious  dissensions, 
and  twelve  years  later  the  Portuguese  drove  them 
out.     As  this  auspicious  event  happened  on  St. 
Sebastian's  Day,,  the  new  settlement  was  put  un- 
der his  special  protection,  and  official  documents 
still  give  it  that  title. 

From  here  the  Sugar  Loaf  looks  quite  straight, 
and  the  truncated  pinnacle  of  Oavia  stands  out 
clear  against  the  sky.  Across  the  bay,  above 
Fort  Santa  Cruz,  towers  the  False  Sugar  Loaf, 
and  following  the  east  coast  northward,  we  come 
to  Carrahy  Bay,  Fort  San  Domingo,  and  the  town 
of  Praia  Grande,  or  Nictheroy,  in  which  the 
primitive  title  of  the  bay  is  }>re8erved. 

The  water  is  dotted  with  craft  of  all  sorts  ; 
busy  tugs  puff  around  among  the  shipping,  and 
the  ferries  cross  and  recross  from  Rio  to  Nic- 
theroy. One  of  these  ferries  stops  at  a  little  lump 
of  an  island  just  off  the  eastern  shore.  This  con- 
tains a  famous  old  church — that  of  Nossa  Sen- 
hora  de  Boa  Viagem. 

The  Portuguese  mariner,  setting  forth  on  his 
journe3%  used  to  invoke  Our  Lady  of  a  Good  Voy- 
age in  the  same  way  in  which  the  ancients  prayed 
for  the  intercession  of  Neptune  or  Oceanus.  Did 
a  storm  rage  which  threatened  to  engulf  the  ves- 
sel, one  of  the  sails,  beginning  with  a  small  one, 
was  vowed  to  Nossa  Senhora.  If  this  failed  to 
quiet  the  turbulent  waters,  another  and  another 
were  added,  till  all  were  pledged  ;  as  a  dernier 
ressort  the  weight  of  one  of  them  in  wax  being 
sometimes  added  to  the  price  of  temporal  salva- 
tion. 

There  are  cases  on  record  of  the  sailors  crowd- 
ing around  the  captain  upon  arriving  safe  in 
port,  after  nn  experience  of  this  sort,  and  re- 
minding him  of  his  promise  to  the  interceding 
saint,  each  offering  to  pay  his  share  of  the  gift. 
The  sails  were  put  up  at  auction,  and  sold  to  the 
highest  bidder.  Of  course  the  captain  always 
bought  them  in,  the  priests  taking  care  that  they 
should  not  go  too  cheaply,  and  the  conscience- 
eased  skipper  received  a  regular  receipt,  stating 
that  he  had  paid  so  many  milrcis  to  Nossa  Sen- 
hora, m  pursuance  of  a  vow  made  on  such  and 
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Bucli  an  occasion.  InaBmuch  na  the  island  cluirch 
was  difficult  of  access,  au  oflice  was  opoued  at  tlis 
Church  of  St.  Liizia  in  the  city,  where  these  con- 
tributions were  received.  They  did  a  thriTiug 
biisinees  ;  but  alas  '.  Our  T^dy  has  fallen  into  dis- 
repute DOW,  and  the  good  old  custom  is  no  more. 
Having  gazed  for  a  long  time  at  tlie  marvelous 
scene,  we  betake  ourBelvea  to  the  hotel,  where  a 
good  dinner  awaits  us.  After  strolling  along 
some  cf  the  beautiful  paths — one  is  supported  by 
a  ten-foot  wall  literally  covered  with  exquisite 
green  moss  and  maidenhair  fern — we  again  seat 


ourselves  in  the  car,  and  the  grotesque  little  loco- 
motive piilla  us  down  considerably  faster  than  it 
liad  ascended. 

Tliere  were  many  beautiful  and  interesting 
sights  in  and  around  this  great  city,  and  we  en- 
joyed them  fully  ;  yet,  despite  the  six  weary  weeks 
ahead  of  ua,  it  was  n  distinct  relief  to  find  our- 
selves, after  a  month's  sojourn,  once  more  aboard 
the  stanch  M'hi/eWint/f!,  with  her  load  of  coffee. 

Behind  us  is  the  I'ao  de  Assticar  ?  the  marvel- 
ous C'orcovado  ?  the  mighty  Gavia  ?  Ahead  is 
Home. 
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;  Bv  Tercv  Anderson, 

(lI'ilA   IllHslraliam  hy  ik.  Author.) 

Thb  late  Lord  Lytton,  in  an  article  which  ap-  geated  that  dresses  which  were  merely  beautiful 
peared  two  or  three  years  ago  in  the  yineteeiith  in  themselves  should  be  worn,  and  that  they 
Century,  made  objectiona  to  the  use  of  correct    should  be  made  without  any  attention  being  paid 


archfeological  coatumes  on  the  stage,  and  sug- 
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to  correctness  of  period,  material  or  detail. 

Mr.  O^car  Wilde  replied  that  it  is 
absurd  to  attack  archieology,  which,  be- 
ing a  science,  is  neither  good  nor  bad, 
but  a  fact  simply ;  that  its  value  depends 
entirely  on  how  it  is  ngcd,  and  that 
only  an  artist  can  nae  it.  And  surely 
anyone  who  takes  any  intcreet,  or  feels 
any  pleasure,  in  the  stage  as  an  artistic 
medium,  must  be  on  the  side  of  those 
who  would  let  the  drama  have  the  as- 
sistance of  the  sister  arts — as  accessories, 
possibly,  but  as  accessories  which,  by 
care  and  completeness,  give  to  tlie 
drama  a  fuller  and  more  comprehensive 
significance.  Of  course,  we  know  that 
the  ancient  Greeks  went  to  the  theatre 
to  listen  rather  than  to  see,  and  tliat 
the  Elizabethan  plays  were  not  helped 
to  any  appreciable  degree  by  costume 
or  surroundings,  and  that  there  arc  still 
great  actors  and  actresses  in  Paris  who 
think  that  the  art  of  acting  can  rise  so 
superior  to  all  the  others  that  it  needs 
no  help  from  them.  But  in  England  at 
the  present  time  we  are  greedy  to  ex- 
perience all  the  emotions  ;  and  author, 
actor  and  audience  wish  for  a  play  to 
be  adequately  surrounded  by  scenes  and 
dresses  that  have  the  effect  of  giving  a 
helping  tonic  to  the  imagination. 

And  tliough  it  was  with  regret  that  I 
put  aside  for  a  time  my  ambitions  as  a 
portrait  and  subject  painter  to  accept 
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the  commissions  for  stage  work  which  resulted 
from  tlie  fact  of  my  having  designed  costumes 
for  an  opera  written  by  a  friend  of  mine,  the  cmi- 
Eciouaness  that  ono  may  worship  art  at  so  many 
different  shrines  makes  me  less  reluctant  to  aoccju 
an  invitation  to  Bay  something  about  a  branch  of 
the  painter's  profession  which  Leonardo  da  Vjii..-i 
himself  was  not  ashamed  to  work  at. 

The  old-fashioned  idea  that  all  stage  glitter  h 
meretricious,  and  all  stage  finery  tinsel,  is  no 
longer  an  acceptable  axiom.  Thoroirghness  «i 
detiLJl  and  indifference  to  expense  may  sometinx^ 
have  diminished  the  profits  which  acme  to  lii<> 
managerial  pocket,  but  they  have  nndonbteiiiv 
raised  the  standard  and  tone  of  many  of  uv.!- 
theatres. 

For  instance,  in  the  production  of  Sir  Artlinr 
Sntlivan's  "Ivanhoe"at  the  now  unfortunately 
defunct  English  Opera  House,  the  very  minutest 
attention  was  paid  to  archseological  accuracy,  ami 
I  visited  the  cathedrals  of  Hereford,  Shrewsbmy 
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and  Canterbury,  and  there  found  many  interest- 
ing  details  of  armor,  draperies,  coifs  and  orna- 
ments among  the  brasses  and  eRigies.  For,  al- 
though  I  tried  to  follow  Sir  Walter  Scott's  de- 
scriptions as  much  as  possible,  even  my  admiration 
for  the  great  novelist  could  not  hide  from  me  the 
fact  that  in  arch;Eology  he  was  at  times  a  little  in- 
accurate. The  cloth  for  the  green  surcoats  worn 
by  the  merry  men  of  Sherwood  Forest  was  dyed, 
washed  and  diitied  repeatedly  in  order  to  obtain 
realistic-lily  the  effect  of  material  long  exposed  to 
wind  and  weather.  So  also  iVamba's  dress,  which 
was  probably  not  even  noticed,  was  bemired  and 
besmirched  and  torn  to  jiieces  when  it  came  to  the 
theatre  from  the  shop  of  the  conscientious  cos- 
turner.  A  book  of  drawings  in  the  Hritish  JIu- 
senm  of  early  Limoges  enamels  was  of  great  use, 
and  the  design  for  the  cloak  worn  by  A'iny  liich- 
aril  was  borrowed  from  the  pattern  on  the  efligy  ', 
on  the  tomb  of  his  mother,  Queen  Eleanor  of 
Aquitaine,  which  still  exists  in  Fontevraud. 

The  designs  in  the  dresses  of  the  women  may 
have  been  thought  by  some  to  have  been  too  fan- 
tastic for  the  period,  but  there  are  still  extant  in 
the  Museum  of  Munich  embroideries  manufact- 
ured in  the  West  of  Europe  in  the  twejfth  and 
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thirteenth  centuries;  someof  these  are  not  ileemetl 
nnworthy  to  be  compiired  with  tlie  atipevb  silks 
-and  sntins  motle  in  France  in  the  reign  at  Louis 
XVI.  The  Enstern  nature  of  much  of  tiie  em- 
broidery of  the  time  of  Richard  I:  and  John  is 
etieily  expluiued  by  the  fact  tliat  tlie  Crusaders, 
on  their  return  home,  brought  Oriental  stuffs  as 
pressTits  for  their  hidyloves,  Bome  from  I'alcBtine, 
and  Rome  from  the  Cychides  and  liyzantinm. 

In  tiie  procession  of  Fairy  Talcs  at  Drury 
Lane  last  year  there  was,  of  course,  a  certain 
leaven  of  phantasy  ;  but  historical  accuracy  was 
aimed  at  as  mucli  as  possible,  and  splendid  ma- 
terials were  used. 

The  use  of  eiotic  colors  and  tints  is  only  of 
comparatively  recent  growth  ;  not  many  years 
ago  an  opera  or  burlesque  was  considered  well 
mounted  if  only  there  wore  suflictent  crude  yel- 
lows and  reds,  and  the  favorite,  if  obvious,  com- 
bination of  pink  and  blue.  Tlie  dresses  were 
then  described  as  being  "all  that  could  be  do- 
sired."  But  now  that  wo  appreciate,  and  can  ob- 
tain, cloth  and  dyed  silks  of  every  conceivable 
hue,  and  now  that  the  enormous  value  of  black 
and  neutral  tints  as  tone  givers  is  realized,  there 
is  no  excuse  for  had  taste  or  hideous  contri^sts 
and  combinations.  The  eye  can  be  trained  to 
appreciate  colors  as  well  as  the  ear  can  be  taught 
to  understand  harmony.     A  color  ugly  in  itself  is 


soon  tolerated,  and  even  honestly  like<l,  if  Dame 
Fiishion  decrees  that  it  shall  be  worn  ;  and  I  have 
met  many  people  whose  eyes  play  them  tricks  of 
willfulness  in  making  them  detest  a  certain  tint, 
often  beautiful  in  itself,  for  awhile.  After  all, 
Nature,  whom  many  arc  pleased  to  belittle  now- 
adays, is  always  with  us  to  give  us  ideas.  Any 
artist  who  has  been  in  tlie  Fast  or  among  the  isl- 
ands of  Greece,  and  seen  the  sun  setting  behind 
purple  mountains  amid  a  glory  of  crimson  and 
saffron,  and  who  has  watched  a  pale-green  moon 
rise  at  the  same  time  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
horizon  in  a  sky  tinted  with  shades  of  the  most 
delicate  violet,  sapphire  and  topaz,  can  never  be 
at  a  loss  for  ideas ;  and  in  England  the  simple 
facts  of  town  and  country  scenery — poppies  in  a 
wheat  Held,  or  sulphur-colored  chimney  pots  on  a 
slate  roof — suggest  innumerable  possibilities  to 
him  who  cares  to  look  for  tiiem.  The  discussion 
as  to  the  exact  relations  between  Art  and  Nature, 
ami  the  assertions  as  to  tlie  supremacy  of  one 
over  the  other,  have  given  materials  to  many 
pretty  phrasemakers :  would  it  not  be  better  to 
wed  the  two  great  forces  and  let  them,  working 
together,  be  of  infinite  help  to  each  otiier  and  to 
ourselves  ?  Nature,  as^^well  as  the  stage  costiimer. 
is  often  handicapped  by  an  unsuitable  back- 
ground ;  and  certainly  not  enough  attention  is 
paid  ill  our  theatres  to  the  desirable  harmony  of 
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dressoB  and  soenerv.  No  matter 
wlietlier  tlie  aceiie  painter  is 
Biibaervient  to  the  coetiirner,  or 
vice  versa,  it  is,  at  any  late, 
certainly  desirable  that  there 
slimild  be  a  distinct  iinderstand- 
ing  between  them.  Scenes  are 
generally  painted  quite  irre- 
spectively o[  the  color  schemo 
of  the  characters.  In  the  ac- 
companying sketch,  made  for 
Mre.  Beerbohm  Tree  in  an 
adaptation  ot  Cop|>ee's  "  Le 
Passant,"  t  h  e  suggestion  of 
backgronnd,  which  unfortun- 
ately cannot  be  properly  seen 
in  black  and  white,  seemed  to 
me  necessary  to  explain  the 
dress,  and  to  point  out  that  its 
tones  were  only  meant  to  be 
seen   in  a  moonlight  effect. 

Only  once  have  I  been  given 
the  opportunity  of  having  the 
entire  stage  at  my  command  as 
tocoatiime,  subject  and  scenery. 
The  scheme   was  a  symbolical 
procession    of    the   Arts   and 
Sciences — a  subject  which  gives 
one   large  scope  and  is  pecnl- 
iarly  suggestive.     My  idea  was 
that  the  scene  itself  should  be 
of  two  colors  which  would  har- 
monize with  all  otliers  brought 
into  contact  ivith   them.     Tlie 
two  which  eeemed  to  me  to  be 
the  safest,  as  well  as  the  most  distinctive,  were  gold 
and  amethyst ;  and  I  found  that  I  was  not  mis- 
taken, fur  every  color  iti  the  prdceasion  not  only 
harmonized,  hut  was  actnally  helped  by  the  back- 
ground.    S.ime  (lay  I  hojie  this  procession,  the 
working  out  of  whi'jh  was  a  keen  pleasure,  will 
be  adequately  staged,  and  be  itself  the  proof  of  my 
color  theoriee,  if,  indeed,  there  be  anyone  so  far 
interested  in  them  as  to  cast  doubt  upon  them. 

One  great  difficnlty  and  annoyance  to  me  is  the 
nnwillingness  of  many  inartistic  actresses  to  wear 
anything  tliat  they  imagine  is  unbecoming  to 
them,  and  the  carelessness  of  "supers"  and 
chorus  women  in  tlie  matter  nf  wearing  a  dreas 
correctly.  The  prevailing  fashion  always  holds 
absolute  sway  over  feminine  minds,  and  they  will 
always  contrive  to  introduce  a  suggestion  of  it — 
either  by  altering  the  shape  of  a  wig,  the  fullnesB 
and  position  of  a  sleeve,  or  generally  trying  to 
modernize  their  appearance.  Yet  the  stage  some- 
times has  an  appreciable  influence  on  the  fash- 
ions of  real  life.     That  particular  kind  of  fashion 


called  the  "accordion  plait"  waa  shown  to  the 
milliners,  and  they,  with  unanimity,  refused  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  it.  I  introduced  it 
into  the  dresses  of  the  dancers  in  the  "Paa-de- 
Qiiatre"  in  "  Fan  at- up -to- Date,"  and  afterward 
designed  a  white  peignoir  in  the  same  material  for 
Miss  Letty  Lind  in  "Ruy  Bias."  Immediately  one 
saw  it  on  every  side,  and  the  "accordion  plait" 
soon  became  as  vulgar  and  objectionable  as  the 
barbaric  instrument  of  mnsic  from  which  it  de-. 
rived  ita  name.  And  when  Mtsa  Ellen  Terry  ap- 
peared, as  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a  gown  embroid- 
ered with  Indian  beetles,  which  made  a  splendid 
foil  to  the  anburn  tresses  of  her  hair,  many  ladiea 
of  fashion  appeared  with  their  dresses  jauntily 
decorated  with  the  iridescent  insect  in  queation. 
And  ill  two  instances  in  my  own  experience  the 
style  of  dress  on  tiie  stage  has  created  or  sng- 
gested  a  different  kind  of  dance.  When  I  first 
tried  to  do  away  with  the  unsightly  short  akirt 
which  was  always  considered  suitable  for  bur* 
lesque  or  oomic  opera,  the  critics,  in  the  case  of 
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Miss  Letty  Lind,  said  that  she  nae  liiiidered  and 
en  cam  be  red  by  Iier  voluminous  and  ungraceful 
skirt.  Yet  now,  what  has  become  of  the  short 
skirt  ?  Surely  the  sketch  on  page  539  of  what  I 
think  a  dancing  dress  ought  to  bo  is  preferable,  in 
grace  of  line  at  any  rate,  to  the  Italian  ballet  dress, 
or  to  the  extremely  abbreviated  skirts  of  French 
opira  comifjiie?  And  consequently  a  new  form 
of  dance  was  introduced,  in  which  the  swing  of 
the  drapery  plays  a  prominent  part,  and  in  which 
the  movement  of  the  whole  body  is  studied  as 
well  as  the  waving  of  the  arms  or  the  pirouetting 
of  the  feet.  Tlie  much -talked -of  "Serpentine" 
dance  is  in  essence  neither  more  nor  less  thau 
one  form  of  the  Indian  Nautch  dance,  Wlien 
designing  the  dresses  for  llr.  ICdward  Solomon's 
opera  "The  Kautch  Girl,"  for  the  Savoy  Tiieatre, 
I  was  hnnting  for  the  facts  in  the  Indian  Mn- 
seum.  There  I  came  across  an  Eastern  dancing 
dress,  which  I  copied  as  accurately  as  the  condi- 
tions of  comic  opera  and  our  stage  would  allow. 
The  great  quantity  of  material  used,  in  order 
that  the  dancers  might  envelop  themselves  in  bil- 
lowy folds  of  drapery,  seemed  to  bo  an  obstacle, 
but  the  result  was  cnriously  graceful,  A  clever 
American  dancer,  who  was  engaged  at  the  Gayety 
Theatre,  saw  that  the  idea  might  be  even  further 
deteioped  ;  so,  with  the  practical  instincts  of  lier 
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race,  she  sped  across  the  ocean 
and  appeared  at  the  New  Yoik 
Casino  in  the  now  famous 
"Serpentine"  dance  which 
has  set  the  impressionable 
Parisians  frantic  with  delight 
and  suggested  to  Sir  Augustus 
Harris,  ever  Titanic  in  his 
methods,  a  whole  ballet  in 
imitation  of  Miss  Loie  Fuller. 
And  all  this  was  the  result  of 
one  dress,  which  is  lying  hid- 
den in  the  security  (or  obscu- 
rity) of  the  India  Museum. 

IVitli  regard  to  the  method 
of  working  out  a  scheme  of 
color,  one  has  to  remember 
every  possible  shade  that  will 
have  to  come  into  collision. 
Starting  with  tlie  crowd  of 
supernumeraries  and  minor 
characters,  I  find  it  advisable 
to  leave  out  certain  strong  and 
prominent  colors,  and  to  de- 
sign the  less  important  dresses 
in  such  tones  as  form  a  sort 
of  background  for  the  prin- 
cipal cliaracters.     In  the  ac- 
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compaoying  sketch  of  " Meiveilleiiaes,"  which 
is  in  a  nieustire  fanciful,  ob  it  was  done  for  a 
comic  opera  to  be  produced  in  New  Yorlt,  one 
design  waa  drawn  for  several  characters,  and  a 
certain  number  of  slindes  were  chosen,  all  of 
which  were  iiaed  in  eacli  dresa ;  then,  by  varying 
the  actual  position  of  any  one  color  in  the  differ- 
ent details  of  tlie  costumes,  tlie  latter  appeared 
to  be  qiiito  unlike  each  other  while  at  the  sanie 
time  they,  of  course,  harmonized  perfectly.  It 
is  natnrally  important  to  avoid  anything  that  is 
iinbecomiog  to  a  woman's  fignre,  and  long,  grace- 
ful, perpendicular  linos  are  always  satisfactory  in 
result,  for  the  reason  that  they  neither  accentuate 
nor  deti-act  from  the  beauty  of  that  wliicli  is  es- 
sentially feminine.  And  here,  knowing  that  I 
risk  being  accused  of  Puritanic  Impuritanism,  I 
feel  bound  to  add  a  note  of  ti-onder  at  the  fas- 
cination whicli  a  woman  dressed  in  masculine 
garments  esereises  over  many  of  the  pnblic.  AVo 
do  not  find  it  a  joy  to  see  men  in  women's  clothes  ; 
why  then  should  we  delight  in  the  antithesis, 
and  think  an  actress  charming  when  she  aban- 
dons the  becoming  costume  which  custom  and 


the  evolution  of  countless  fashions  have  chosen 
for  her  sex  in  favor  of  a  dress  which  can  never  be 
suitable  to  the  lines  of  her  figure  ? 

Some  two  years  ago  there  was  produced  at  the 
Court  Theatre  a  play  by  Mr.  Clyde  Fitch,  the 
period  of  which  was  laid  in  the  year  1830.  The 
dresses  of  the  women  characters  in  that  year  sug- 
gested the  fashion  which  prevails  at  the  present 
time;  but  in  the  play  the  men's  dresses  seemed 
to  harmonize  with  them,  whereas  nowadaj's  male 
costume  certainly  does  not,  and  it  seems  a  pity 
that  some  attempt  cannot  be  made  to  induce  the 
tailors  to  try  and  introduce  a  fashion  for  men 
which  would  not  be  so  incongruous.  (See  p.  540.) 
There  is  a  certain  tendency  in  that  direction,  as 
shown,  for  instance,  by  the  long,  full-skirted  over- 
coats and  bell-shaped  hats  ;  but  it  would  be  very 
easy  to  go  a  little  further  and  make  the  change 
more  complete.  At  any  rate,  whether  the  stage 
has  any  effect  on  the  dress  of  modern  lite  or  not, 
it  is  a  pity  that  a  little  more  of  the  consistency 
which  ia  aimed  at  by  the  theatrical  costume  de- 
signer does  not  obtain  among  and  influence  our 
latter-day  tailors  and  dressmakers. 


THE    DOUBLE-BEDDED    ROOM. 


By  Madeleine  Lucetie  Ryley. 


There  was  some  kind  of  convention  on.  And 
the  small  Southern  city  was  crowded  with  men  of 
all  sorts  and  conditions.  The  hotels  were  reap- 
ing a  rich  harvest,  and  accommodation  of  even  a 
primitive  kind  was  at  a  premium. 

Women  visitors  were  in  the  minority,  and  the 
few  were  regarded  with  impatience  by  the  bnsy 
hotel  clerks,  who  seemed  to  consider  their  pres- 
ence intrusive  and  untimely.  It  was  therefore 
no  very  hospitable  welcome  that  greeted  Miss 
Margery  Bond  when  she  requested  to  be  assigned 
a  room  at  the  Harper  House. 

The  clerk  knitted  his  brows  and  didn't  quite 
see  how  he  could  oblige  her.  She  hoped  he  might 
make  an  effort — it  was  only  for  the  night,  as  she 
intended  continuing  her  journey  to  New  Orlcins 
early  on  the  following  morning.  She  had  broken 
her  journey  intent  on  getting  a  night's  rest  in  a 
real  bed,  something  she  had  been  unable  to  ac- 
complish on  the  cars. 

No  ;  the  clerk  had  only  double-bedded  rooms 
left,  and  he  could  not  give  to  a  single  guest  a 
lodging  intended  to  accommodate  four.  Miss 
Bond  regretted  her  inability  to  make  a  quartet 
of  herself,  and  expressed  her  willingness  to  defray 
tlie  expense  of  the  three  other  imaginary  guests. 

Having  no  further  excuse  at  hand,  the  clerk 
was  now  reluctantly  compelled  to  comply  with 
the  young  lady's  demand,  and  having  summoned 
'*  Front  V  in  an  abrupt  manner,  Miss  Bond  was 
conducted  to  No.  44,  on  the  second  floor. 

It  was  a  large,  ghostly  chamber,  truly  Southern 
in  its  faded  bygoneness.  It  was  stufify,  too,  and 
not  very  clean  according  to  Northern  ideas  of 
cleanliness,  but  the  sheets  looked  tolerably  fresh 
and  very  alluring  to  Miss  Margery's  tired  eyes. 
The  boy  lighted  the  lamp  and  brought  the  usual 
ice  water,  and  then  the  guest  was  left  alone  to 
revel  in  the  luxury  of  a  wash.  The  two  beds 
were  gaunt  four-posters,  and  they  were  placed  as 
far  as  possible  from  one  another,  as  if  to  give  the 
intended  occupants  as  much  privacy  as  possible. 
Margery  was  some  time  making  up  her  mind 
which  looked  the  more  inviting.  She  at  length 
decided  in  favor  of  the  one  in  the  further  corner, 
as  being  away  from  the  light  of  the  window. 
This  important  point  being  reached,  she  hastily 
made  her  toilet  for  the  night,  blew  out  the  lamp 
and  jumped  into  bed.  Presently  she  remembered 
that  she  had  not  locked  her  door.  What  a  nui- 
sance to  have  to  get  out  of  bed  and  grope  about 
for  the  door,  when  she  was  feeling  so  lazy  and 
comfortable  !     Well,  she  would  wait  a  minute  or 


two — she  didn't  feel  a  bit  sleepy  yet — and  in  the 
meantime  she  would  try  and  map  out  the  geog- 
raphy of  the  apartment.  But  her  thoughts  flew 
on  to  her  destination,  and  she  wondered  if  her 
sister  Madge  would  meet  her,  and  how  Madge's 
husband  liked  the  prospect  of  having  a  sister-in- 
law  for  a  permanent  resident.  Why,  there  were 
Fred  and  Madge  now  !  How  soon  the  journey 
had  been  made  !  And  why  had  one  never  noticed 
that  Fred  was  a  negro  and  Madge  a  negress  ?  It 
had  certainly  never  occurred  to  Margery  herself 
before.  And  even  now  the  discovery  carried  no 
surprise  or  dismay  with  it ;  but  that  was  because 
Miss  Bond  was  away  in  the  land  of  dreams,  where- 
in the  greatest  surprises  lose  their  effect,  and 
nothing  seems  odd  or  strange. 

In  the  meantime,  how  about  that  intention 
with  regard  to  the  unlocked  door  ? 

By  midnight  the  office  of  the  Harper  House 
WQre  an  air  of  repose.  The  night  clerk  had  come 
on  duty  and  was  tranquilly  making  out  the  bills 
for  the  early  morning  departing  guests.  A  be- 
lated roomer  came  in  from  his  club,  took  his  key 
and  went  to  bed. 

Toward  two  o'clock  the  stillness  was  broken  by 
the  arrival  of  a  stranger,  a  young  man  whose 
natural  good  humor  seemed  in  no  way  discon- 
certed by  the  announcement  that  there  was  no 
single  room  to  be  had.  That  was  all  right ;  he 
didn't  care  where  he  went,  so  that  he  could  get  a 
few  hours'  sleep.  He  had  come  on  from  New 
Orleans  to  be  present  at  a  billiard  tournament, 
and  after  the  game  they  had  had  a  great  time- 
felt  awfully  fagged  now — must  have  a  bed  some- 
where— didn't  want  to  inconvenience  anybody, 
ecc. ,  ecc. 

The  clerk  referred  to  his  room  plan,  and  dis- 
covered that  there  was  a  vacant  bed  in  No.  46 — 
old  gentleman  in  there  who  had  retired  early- 
young  gentleman  might  have  it  if  he  promised 
not  to  disturb  roommate,  who  was  a  regular 
guest.  Young  gentleman  i»ledged  his  word,  and, 
preceded  by  a  very  sleepy  "  front,"  made  his  way 
to  the  second  floor  and  No.  46.  The  lamps  stood 
ready  on  a  table  at  the  top  of  the  staircase,  and 
after  lighting  one  for  the  guest  and  pointing  out 
the  second  door  on  the  corridor  as  No.  4C,  Master 
''Front"  betook  himself  to  his  improvised  couch 
on  a  bench  in  the  office.  The  billiard  enthusiast 
made  three  strides  down  the  corridor,  which  suf- 
ficed to  extinguish  the  lamp. 

For  a  moment  he  hesitated.  Had  he  a  match  : 
Not  one.    Should  he  go  back  to  the  office  ?  What 
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for  ?  Who  wanted  a  light  ?  Not  he — and  besides 
it  might  wake  the  elderly  gentleman  regular  guest. 
No.  Here  was  the  room.  He  would  go  to  bed 
in  the  dark.  Cautiously  turning  the  handle  of 
the  door,  he  entered  the  room. 

A  faint  streak  of  moonlight  through  the  shut- 
ters sufficed  to  show  him  the  unoccupied  bed  by 
the  window.  Congratulating  himself  on  the  fact 
that  his  elderly  roommate  was  evidently  a  non- 
snorer,  he  hastily  got  to  bed,  and  in  less  than  five 
minutes  was  sound  asleep. 

A  quarter  to  six. 

Miss  Bond  yawned,  looked  at  her  watch,  and 
decided  that  it  was  time  to  get  up.  She  thought 
she  had  never  slept  so  soundly  in  her  life,  and 
felt  thoroughly  refreshed.  One  bound,  and  she 
was  out  of  bed.  She  wondered  what  the  morning 
was  like,  and  was  about  to  make  her  way  to  the 
window,  when  something  made  her  change  her 
mind.     She  stood  still  and  gasped. 

Just  in  front  of  her  was  a  large  yellow  leather 
valise  with  a  name  in  silver  letters  on  it,  and  at 
the  other  end  of  the  room  were  scattered  numer- 
ous portions  of  masculine  attire,  and  in  the  bed 
yonder  lay  the  peaceful  figure  of  a  young  man 
fast  asleep !  .        - 

Now,  Miss  Bond  was  not  an  ordinary  young 
lady  by  any  means.  She  didn't  scream,  simply 
because  that  method  of  procedure  never  occurred 
to  her.  She  even  left  off  gasping,  feeling  it  was 
ridiculous  to  gasp  when  there  was  no  one  to  pay 
any  attention  to  it.  She  thought  the  matter  over 
for  a  moment,  and  then  set  about  robing  herself 
as  quietly  and  as  expeditiously  as  possible,  in  the 
meantime  bottling  up  her  anger  for  the  benefit  of 
the  clerk  below. 

In  ten  minutes  she  had  her  valise  packed  and 
was  ready  to  depart.  In  leaving  the  room  she 
could  not  help  getting  a  good  view  of  the  sleep- 
er's face.  It  was  a  good-looking,  manly  face,  and 
ehe  fancied  it  looked  almost  apologetic.  She  went 
back  and  looked  at  the  valise,  and  there  she  read, 
**  John  Grayling." 

As  she  reached  the  door  she  remembered  that 
she  had  omitted  to  turn  the  key  before  going  to 
bed,  and  then  it  occurred  to  her  that  perhaps  she 
herself  was  a  little  to  blame  ;  and  by  the  time  she 


reached  the  office  she  had  concluded  to  say  noth- 
ing whatever  concerning  her  adventure.  She 
reasoned  that  up  to  the  present  she  alone  held 
the  secret ;  then  why  publish  that  which  was 
likely  to  cause  her  considerable  embarrassment, 
if  not  shame  ?  This  resolution  was  strengthened 
by  a  glimpse  at  the  register  in  the  office,  which 
gave  the  name  of  Mr.  John  Grayling  in  No.  46, 
not  No.  44,  so  that  it  really  was  an  accident;  and 
Mr.  John  Grayling  still  slumbered  above,  uncon- 
scious of  any  mistake — so  let  him  continue  till 
the  end  of  time.  So  thought  Miss  Margery  Bond 
as  she  took  her  seat  in  the  New  Orleans  express. 
As  an  actual  fact,  Mr.  J.  G.  came  down  a  few 
hours  later  without  regarding  the  number  of  the 
room  in  which  he  had  slept.  He  even  expressed 
his  gratitude  to  the  clerk  for  a  good  night's  rest 
and  a  roommate  who  was  considerate  enough 
to  have  arisen  and  gone  out  without  disturbing 
him. 

Some  three  weeks  later  found  Margery  thor- 
oughly settled  in  her  sister's  home.  It  was  early 
one  morning  that  Madge  was  discovered  making 
all  sorts  of  preparations  for  a  visitor.  Who  was  it  ? 
An  old  chum  of  Fred's.  A  delightful  fellow  ! 
Margery  would  be  charmed  with  him.  He  was 
coming  to  stay  over  Sunday,  and  would  arrive  be- 
fore dinner.  Margery's  interest  in  the  stranger 
was  not  very  great.  She  Avas  not  what  is  termed 
romantic,  and  she  refused  to  put  on  any  extra 
adornments  in  his  honor. 

A  few  minutes  before  dinner  she  entered  the 
dining  room  to  find  Fred  conversing  with  a  tall, 
athletic-looking  young  man.  She  was  about  to 
beat  a  retreat,  when  Fred  called  her  back  in  order 
to  present  his  friend — Mr.  John  Grayling  ! 

The  room  seemed  to  go  round  as  she  muttered 
some  incoherent  sentence  and  fled. 

Her  brother-in-law  has  never  ceased  to  twit  her 
with  her  behavior  at  that  introduction.  Her  sister 
says  she  blushed  in  a  most  unaccountable  way  for 
a  whole  week.  Mr.  Grayling,  who  is  now  privi- 
leged to  say  teasing  things  to  Miss  Margery,  says 
it  was  simply  a  case  of  love  at  first  sight. 

They  are  to  be  married  next  week.  Will  she 
ever  let  him  into  the  secret  ? 

I  wonder ! 
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HIGH   TIDES. 

By   ETTA   W.  PIERCE. 


I  HE  Bun  was  going  down. 
Through  its  fiery  ciini- 

Bon  light  a  flock  of  wliito 
cranes  flew  toward  tlio 
cross  timber,  seeking 
shelter  for  the  coming 
night.  Far  to  the  bhin-ed 
sky  line  the  prairie  rose 
mid  fell  like  a  parti-col- 
ored sen,  all  its  long  rolls 
billowing  with  grass,  and 
flaming  with  poppies  and  the  scarlet  bloom  of  tho 
cypress  plant.  A  great  wind  soughed  and  rnstled 
through  the  tanglo  of  growth— :the  wholesome 
exuberant  wind  of  a  Texan  solitude.  Orerhead  a 
lonely  buzzard  sailed,  and  now  and  then  the  bark 
of  a  coyote  broke  the  silence.  High  above  tho 
tops  of  some  pecan  and  live-oak  trees,  etched 
darkly  against  tho  sky,  one  big  star  broke  like  a 
torch  from  the  low-lying,  pnrple-fringed  clouds, 
and  shone  clieerfnlly  out  across  the  prairie. 
"Get  on,  Apache !" 

And  throngh  the  deep  golden  grass,  and  the 
snarl  of  blossoms  that  painted  it,  a  Iioree  and 
rider  came  tearing  at  breakneck  pace.  A  plains- 
man evidently,  following  tho  trail  with  the  ease 
born  of  habit.  The  poor  beast  reeked  witJi  foam. 
Like  the  Roland  of  Browning's  ballad,  his  nostrils 
Avcre  "  pits  full  of  blood  to  the  brim,"  and  the 
mark  of  the  spnr  reddened  his  palpitating  flanks. 
He  seemed  to  embody  some  desperate  need,  some 
cniel,  unsparing  haete,  as  he  plunged  and  panted 
forward  in  the  hist  copper-red  glai-e  of  sunset. 

As  tor  the  rider,  ho  was  yonng  and  beardless — 
n  ranchero,  perhaps,  or  cowboy,  for  tho  region 
was  given  over  to  stock  raising,  and  the  time  for 
the  annual  round-up  had  but  just  passed.  He 
liail  a  slender,  well-knit  frame,  a  clear-cnt  face. 
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bnrned  brown  by  the  sun,  and  the  free,  devil- 
may-care  carriage  peculiar  to  the  nomads  of  the 
plains— the  devotees  of  draw  poker  and  frontier 
whisky.  He  wore  a  sombrero,  with  the  stiff  rim 
and  tasseled  band  of  »  Mexican,  and  the  wide 
collar  of  his  flannel  shirt  revealed  a  handsome 
columnar  throat,  swelling  now  with  his  hurried 
breatli.  A  "slicker,'' or  oilskin  coat,  was  carried 
in  a  roll  behind  him,  and  his  buckskin  trousers 
bore  the  stain  of  constant  contact  with  the  saddle. 
Prom  his  leather  holsters  protruded  the  brass- 
monnted  handles  of  a  brace  of  revolvers. 
.  Evidently  this  man  had  been  in  some  recent 
melee,  for  a  great  clot  of  blood,  half  dried  on  his 
cheek,  showed  where  a  bullet  had  grazed  it. 
There  were  blood  stains  also  on  tho  embroidered 
bosom  of  his  shirt,  and  his  left  wrist,  round  which 
a  handkerchief  was  roughly  twisted,  hung  dis- 
abled on  the  saddle.  He  was  covered  with  the 
dust  of  the  trail,  and  his  yonng  lips,  ashy  and 
hard,  had  settled  in  a  liaggard  line.  Onco  he 
turned  and  looket]  back  over  the  prairie.  Not  a 
living  thing  was  in  sight  save  the  sailing  buzzai-d  ; 
nevertheless  the  yonng  fellow  knew  his  peril,  and 
in  a  hoarse,  broken  voice  he  spoke  again  to  his 
horse : 

"Get  on,  Apache — for  God's  sake  get  on  I" 
Apacho  answered  with  a.  last  generous  effort, 
bat  his  strength  was  spent.  As  the  dusk  deep- 
ened and  the  stars  began  to  appear  faster  and 
faster  in  the  purple  sky  the  animal's  pace  slack- 
ened. It  was  certain  that  he  would  soon  "roll 
neck  and  croup  over,"  and  if  the  safety  of  the 
rider  depended  longer  on  the  endurance  of  the 
horse  a  critical  moment  was  at  baud.  Mechan- 
ically the  young  plainsman  raised  himself  in  his 
stirrups,  and  stared  around  the  landscape. 
The  gloom  and  mystery  of  the  prairie  encom- 
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passed  him  on  all  sides.  A  mist  was  creeping, 
like  smoke,  up  the  timbered  horizon.  All  dis- 
tant objects  were  lost  in  darkness  ;  but  what  was 
that  great  yellow  spark,  shining  straight  before 
him,  on  a  level,  as  it  seemed,  with  his  own  eyes  ? 
A  candle  !  And  burning,  doubtless,  in  some  set- 
tler's cabin. 

'*  Life  or  death — here  goes  !''  muttered  Apache's 
rider,  and  he  turned  his  horse's  head  toward  that 
warm  dot  of  light. 

Skirting  a  wire  fence,  the  barrier  of  a  small 
garden  iuclosure,  the  young  fellow  rode  up  to  a 
habitation  that  strongly  resembled  a  Mexican 
**'jacal."  The  Cottonwood  framework  was  plas- 
tered with  mud,  and  the  roof  was  of  thatch.  From 
its  one  window  shone  the  solitary  candle  which  had 
lured  him  from  the  trail.  It  shone  like  a  beacon 
at  sea — strong,  ruddy,  home  guiding.  Something 
in  its  cheery  gleam  made  the  heart  of  Apache's 
rider  beat  fast. 

As  he  drew  rein  before  the  cabin  its  door  flew 
wide  open — the  hoof  beats  of  the  horse  had  been 
heard  within — and  a  young  girl  ap2)eared  on  the 
threshold. 

*' Father  !'' she  called,  with  a  quiver  of  appre- 
hension in  her  bell-like  voice.  *'  Is  it  you,  fa- 
ther ?" 

The  open  door  revealed  a  poor  room,  with  a 
bare  earth  floor,  littered  with  various  farm  stores. 
A  small  fire  burned  on  the  rude  hearth.  A 
Winchester  rifle  hnng  against  the  wall,  and  be- 
neath it  stood  a  chair  draped  with  a  gaudy  Mex- 
ican blanket.  The  lissom  figure  on  the  thresh- 
old was  sharply  outlined  against  the  background 
of  mingled  fire  and  candle  light.  The  small  face 
shone  like  a  star.  Over  the  girlish  shoulders, 
down  to  the  slight  waist,  fell  a  mane  of  flaxen 
hair.     She  looked  white  and  unreal  like  a  spirH. 

**  Father  !"  she  called  again.  **Are  you  there, 
father  ?" 

The  horseman  slipped  out  of  his  saddle. 

'*  No,"  he  answered,  huskily  ;  **  it's  a  stranger, 
miss.  My  throat's  on  fire — give  me  a  drink  of 
water !" 

Ills  parched  lips  could  hardly  frame  the  words, 
but  his  eyes  were  as  full  of  dumb  appeal  as  some 
wounded  wild  creature's.  The  girl  looked  at  the 
blood  and  dust  that  disfigured  him — at  his  dtj- 
abled  hand,  and  without  a  syllable  she  turned 
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back  into  the  cabin  and  brought  out  a  tin  cup  of 
spring  water.  He  tossed  off  the  contents  fever- 
ishly. Twice  and  thrice  she  refilled  the  cup,  and 
in  silence  he  drained  it. 

"  God  bless  you,  miss,"  he  muttered,  as  he  re- 
turned it  to  her  for  the  last  time.  **  What  place 
i&  this  ?" 

**  Hading's  ranch,"  answered  the  girl. 


"And  you  are  Hading's  danghter  ?"  hazarding 
a  rough  guess. 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  am  Laurel.  When  I  heard  you 
at  the  door  I  thought  it  was  father.  He  went  to 
Fort  Lac  this  morning,  and  he  hasn't  come  back. 
I  wonder  where  ho  can  bo  ?" 

She  was  pressing  the  long  fair  hair  from  both 
sides  of  her  face  with  a  nervous  motion  that  be- 
trayed her  inward  anxiety.  "Perhaps  you  are 
hungry,  stranger.  Come  into  the  cabin.  Father's 
supper  is  waiting — you  are  welcome  to  half  of  it." 

Glancing  past  her  slender  shoulder,  he  saw  a 
rude  table  spread  in  the  room  beyond,  and  jerked 
beef  and  bread  upon  it.     He  shook  his  head. 

**  Thank  you,"  he  answered^  "I  cannot  stop 
— I  must  be  gone.  Are  you  all  alone  in  the 
cabin  ?" 

"  Yes.  One  gets  used  to  being  alone  in  Texas." 

"But  it's  trying  when  night  comes  on,  is  it 
not  ?" 

"Rather,"  she  admitted;  "the  prairie  is  so 
dark  and  big,  you  know.  Father  has  never  staid 
away  like  this  before.  Maybe  some  harm  has 
come  to  him." 

"  I  hope  not,  for  your  sake." 

lie  was  young,  and  by  nature  chivalrous.  This 
fair-haired  little  maid,  alone  and  lonely  in  a 
prairie  cabin,  watching  for  one  who  did  not 
come,  touched  him  to  the  heart. 

"I  have  heard  father  say  that  there  are  bad 
men  at  Fort  Lac,"  she  faltered,  in  a  troubled 
tone. 

"  Bad  ?  Good  Heaven,  yes  !"  he  replied,  hotly. 
"The  whole  place  is  a  nest  of  scoundrels — I 
know,  for  I've  come  myself  from  that  direction* ** 

She  caught  her  breath. 

"You  didn't  see  father  on  the  road,  I  snp- 
iK)se  .''" 

He  smiled  in  a  ghastly  way. 

"  I  fear  I  wouldn't  have  known  him  even  if  we 
had  met,  miss.     Has  he  been  long  in  Texas  ?" 

"Years.  We  are  from  the  North.  Mother 
died  here — she  is  buried  yonder  under  the  pecan 
trees,"  making  a  motion  toward  the  outer  dark- 
ness. "  Oh,"  with  a  faint  sob  breaking  into  her 
voice,  "  I  wish  father  would  come  !" 

For  hours  this  man  had  been  in  desperate  dan- 
ger ;  every  moment  of  delay  increased  it.  Death 
was  grinning  at  his  very  shoulder ;  but  in  a  cool 
voice  ho  said  : 

"  Look  here,  miss.  If  you  like,  I'll  take  it  on 
myself  to  stand  gnard  over  you  and  the  ranch 
till  your  father  puts  in  an  appearance.  Mind, 
I'm  a  stranger,  and  I've  not  a  decent  word  to  say 
for  myself — on  the  contrary,  I  tell  yon  plainly 
I'm  a  bad  lot ;  but  I  swear  you  shall  come  to  no 
harm  while  I  stop  hereabouts  and  can  use  my 
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one  sound  arm — yon  see  I  liare  but  one.  The 
other  has  two  or  three  bullets  in  it^  and  isn^t  of 
much  account  at  present/^ 

She  made  an  involuntary  step  toward  him. 
Her  eyes  flashed  over  his  pale,  blood-stained  face 
and  disabled  hand,  and  then  wandered  to  the 
worn,  exhausted  Apache. 

"  You  are  riding  for  your  life,  stranger  ?*' 

*'I  reckon.'* 

"  What  have  you  been  doing  ?" 

*' Shooting,''  laconically. 

"And  will  you  be  hurt  if  you  are  caught  ?" 

He  gave  a  grim  little  laugh. 

"  You  live  in  Texas  and  ask  that  ?  It  seems 
that  you  are  not  learned  iu  the  ways  of  the  coun- 
try.    I  shall  hang,  most  likely." 

She  grew  pale. 

'*That  beast  cannot  carry  you  ^yq  miles 
farther,  sir." 

"I  know  it." 

**  Then  why  are  you  wasting  precious  time 
here  ?"  she  demanded,  sharply.  "  You  must  have 
another  horse,  and  hurry  on.  Every  instant  that 
yon  lose  takes  from  your  chances  of  escape. 
You  must  not  think  of  me — I  am  not  afraid.  I 
have  father's  Winchester,  and  I  can  use  it  very 
well — for  a  girl.  Besides,  father  himself  will  be 
coming  soon — very  soon  !" 

She  ran  to  a  corral  adjoining  the  cabin — the 
yonng  man  had  heard  the  breathing  and  move- 
ments of  domestic  cattle  feeding  near  by — and 
led  forth  a  horse — a  dark  bay,  with  black  points, 
yonng,  handsome,  flery-eyed,  framed  for  speed 
and  endurance. 

'*  He  is  my  own  property," said  Laurel  Hading. 
"Take  him,  sir;  I  give  him  to  you,  for  I  see 
that  you  have  great  need  of  him.  Tliere's  noth- 
ing in  these  parts  that  can  outstrip  Bluebottle. 
Just  fling  the  saddle  on  him,  and  I  will  corral 
your  beast  and  give  him  a  feed  of  corn." 

Her  generosity  seemed  to  overwhelm  Apache's 
master.     He  fumbled  weakly  at  the  girth. 

"You  can't  mean  it,  miss,"  he  said,  linskily. 
"It's  next  to  certain  that  I  can  never  return  the 
animal." 

In  her  impatience  she  seized  the  saddle,  and 
with  her  own  hands  transferred  it  fo  the  biiv. 

" You  are  wasting  time!  I  don't  expect  you 
to  return  Bluebottle — he  is  a  free  gift,  I  tell  yon. 
He  will  carry  you  to  a  place  of  safety.  Yon  prob- 
ably know  the  country  round  about.  I'll  not  ask 
the  direction  you  mean  to  take,  for  if  I  do  not 
know  I  shall  not  be  able  to  tell  those  who  may 
come  this  way  looking  for  yon." 

She  flung  her  arms  suddenly  around  the  glossy 
neck  of  the  bay  and  kissed  his  thick  mane  and  his 
wrinkled  black  nose.     He  was  her  pot,  her  pride, 


her  one  only  possession,  and  she  was  giving  him 
unreservedly  to  this  stranger  !  As  he  watched  her 
the  heart  of  the  young  man  seemed  turning  to  a 
hot  coal.  A  sudden  moisture  blinded  his  eyes 
and  made  the  small,  fair,  wistful  face  of  the  girl 
and  the  cabin  firelight  blend  weirdly  together. 
At  the  same  moment  a  faint  sound  from  the  far 
darkness  of  the  prairie  smote  his  ears.  It  miglit 
have  been  simply  a  night  bird's  cry,  but  it  aroused 
anew  in  him  the  instinct  of  self-preservation,  the 
love  of  life.  With  a  bound  he  sprang  upon  Blue- 
bottle. His  sound  hand  went  instinctively  to  the 
pocket  of  his  buckskin  trousers. 

"I've  no  money,  miss,"  he  muttered,  in  con- 
fusion. "I  left  it  all  in  the  gambling  saloon  at 
Fort  Lac." 

"I  do  not  want  money," answered  Laurel  Had- 
ing.    "  Be  oflf,  sir  !" 

"As  God  hears  me  I'll  not  forget  what  I  owe 
you,  miss  !"  he  muttered,  and  setting  spurs  to  the 
bay,  he  shot  like  a  thunderbolt  past  the  wire 
fence,  out  of  the  light  made  by  the  cabin  candle, 
into  the  vast  gloom  of  the  prairie,  where  he  van- 
ished to  the  sound  of  receding  hoof  strokes. 

Laurel  Hading,  left  alone  at  the  threshold  of 
the  ranch,  twisted  her  hand  iu  Apache's  mane 
and  led  that  long-suffering  beast  to  the  corral, 
and  the  trough  and  rack  from  which  she  had 
taken  Bluebottle.  Leaving  him  to  his  corn  and 
water,  she  returned  to  the  cabin,  shut  and  barred 
the  door,  for  her  young  nerves  had  been  some- 
what shaken  by  the  incident  of  the  night,  and  re- 
sumed her  lonely  waiting. 

She  seated  herself  by  the  rude  hearth,  with  her 
chin  on  her  palm,  and  stared  into  the  fire.  Its 
warm  glow  fell  lovingly  on  the  long,  loose  hair 
that  lay  in  flaxen  ripples  on  her  lap  and  gleamed 
along  the  coarse  ware  of  the  table,  and  the  Win- 
chester slung  against  the  wall.  The  girl  had  made 
an  acquaintance  this  night  that  she  would  not  soon 
forget.  His  bronzed  boyish  face,  with  the  hag- 
gard lips  and  desperate  eyes,  haunted  her. 

"I  wonder  how  far  Bluebottle  will  carry  him  !" 
she  mused.  "I  hope  he  knows  the  prairie.  I 
hope,  too,  that  he  will  get  off  safely.  Of  course 
he  is  a  bad  man — he  confessed  as  much  to  me  ; 
but  I  am  sorry  for  him — if  I  had  not  been  very 
sorry,  indeed,  I  would  not  have  given  him  Blue- 
bottle !" 

Laurel  was  fifteen  years  old.  She  had  lived 
nearly  all  that  time  in  Texas,  and  knew  something 
of  men  and  manners  there.  A  youngster  riding 
for  life  was  no  very  amazing  thing — a  phase  of 
the  turbulent  frontier — nothing  more.  Of  course 
he  had  been  guilty  of  some  grave  offense,  broken 
some  law — taken  life,  maybe ;  but  in  that  region 
such  things  happened  every  day.     Slie  felt  no 
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particular  curiosity  concerning  his  crime.  He 
WAS  young,  good-looking,  and  in  sore  trouble, 
and,  womanlike,  she  pitied  him.  Sho  would  tell 
her  father  the  story  when  he  came  back  to  the 
ranch. 

Bnt  ho  did  not  come.  Hour  after  hour  went  by. 
There  was  no  sound  save  the  movements  of  the 
cattle  in  the  corral,  and  the  night  wind  whistling 
around  tho  corners  of  the  cabin.  Worn  out  with 
her  vigil,  she  fell  asleep,  at  last,  by  tho  dying  firo. 

When  sho  awoke  tho  candle  hud  gone  out. 
Gray  ashes  filled  the  hearth.  In  the  east  a  prim- 
rose light  was  dawning.  Laurel  ran  to  the  door 
and  looked  across  the  prairie.  Against  the  misty 
rim  of  color  that  marked  tho  sky  lino  she  saw  a 
cluster  of  moving  shadows  darkly  drawn.  Horse- 
men, advancing  rapidly  along  the  trail.  With 
breathless  anxiety  she  watched  their  approach. 
They  were  strangers — her  father  was  not  among 
them. 

Brighter  and  brighter  grew  the  landscape.  The 
whole  sky  blushed  to  the  zenith  with  morning. 
Sun  up  !  Tho  horsemen  rode  up  to  the  ranch. 
Laurel  looked  at  them  steadily.  The  leader,  a 
stout  man,  dressed  in  a  cotton  shirt  and  home- 
spun blue  jeans,  and  mounted  on  a  rusty  mustang, 
saluted  her  gruffly : 

**  Howdy  ?    Tliis  Fs  Hading's  ranch,  I  reckon  ?'' 

Laurel  nodded.  The  men  were  all  armed  to 
the  teeth,  and  every  face  wore  an  exasperated  look. 
The  stout  man  swung  his  legs  off  tho  saddle. 

'*  It's  plumb  sartin  that  you  are  Hading's  darter 
I'm  sorry  to  bring  you  bad  news,  miss,  but  wc 
have  to  git  used  to  sich  things  in  Texas.    Ahem  ! 
Hading  ain't   a-coming    back    to   the   ranch   at 
present.** 

**  He  ain't  coming,  never  T'  said  a  grim,  impa- 
tient voice  from  some  member  of  the  party  who 
disdained  beating  about  the  bush. 

''  Never  ?'* 

Laurel's  hands  fell  prone  at  her  side.  She  stared 
in  an  uncomprehending  way  at  these  messengers 
of  ill. 

*'Over  there  at  Fort  Lac,'*  the  first  speaker 
made  a  sweep  with  his  arms  that  might  have 
taken  in  tho  whole  of  Texas,  *' there  was  a  pizen 
row  yesterday,  and  an  onery,  low-down  cus«, 
called  Whisky  Dick,  got  the  drop  on  3'onr  pa — 
accidents  like  that  will  happen  to  the  best  of 
men,  miss.  We've  been  on  Dick's  trail  ever  since 
the  siiooting*  but  we  ain't  sighted  him  yit." 

**  Might  as  well  chase  the  devil  !"  broke  in  that 
grim  voice  from  the  background. 

The  blue-jeans  man  gave  a  sidelong  glance  at 
Laurel's  white,  stunned  face,  and  hurried  on  with 
his  story  : 

''  Whisky  Dick  he  shoots  to  kill.  *Twa8  a  little 


dispute  over  cards,  yon  see.  Hading  tried  to 
knife  him,  but  the  boy  carried  a  brace  of  six- 
shooters  and  knew  how  to  use  *em.  Then  other 
parties  interfered,  and  we  had  a  general  scrim- 
mage. The  saloon  got  wrecked,  and  the  price  of 
coffins  is  up  in  Fort  Lac  this  morning.  Now, 
what  we  want  is  that  young  cuss  that  started  the 
mischief.  We*ve  some  past  accounts  to  square 
with  him.  He's  an  old  offender.  Sorry  for  you, 
miss,  but  don't  lose  heart.  We'll  wipe  out  your 
pa's  score,  you  bet,  for  we  carry  a  good  lariat 
along  with  us.  Whisky  Dick  has  given  us  the 
slip,  but  we're  bound  to  run  him  down  afore 
manv  hours." 

His  eyes,  in  seeking  to  avoid  Laurers  grief- 
stricken  face,  fell  suddenly  on  the  turf  at  her 
feet. 

*'Lord  above  I'*  he  shouted.  "Look  at  the 
hoof  prints !  Whose  been  a-fooling  round  this 
ranch,  and  a-tramping  up  Hading's  garden,  like  a 
wild  bull  of  Bashan  ?" 

Laurel  did  not  answer.  She  had  fallen  hel[>- 
lessly  on  the  cabin  threshold  and  covered  her  face. 
The  stout  man  shook  her  smartly  by  the  shoulder. 

**  Come  !"  he  urged.  *'  We've  got  to  know  about 
this  yere  business,  miss — speak  up  !'* 

**  A  stranger  changed  horses  at  the  ranch  last 
night," answered  the  girl,  dully.  "I  don't  know 
where  he  was  going — I  don't  know  his  name.  I 
gave  him  a  drink  of  water  and  my  horse  Blue- 
bottle." 

There  was  a  prolonged  murmur  from  the  men. 

^'  What  did  the  beggar  do  with  his  own  beast  ?** 
asked  a  voice. 

*'Lcft  him  here,**  said  Laurel. 

The  blue-jeans  man  skipped  nimbly  round  the 
cabin  to  the  corral.  There,  at  a  rack,  the  stran- 
ger's tired,  galled  castaway  stood  peacefully  feed- 
ing.    He  uttered  a  yell. 

"  By  the  living  God  !  here's  Whisky  Dick's 
Apache,  boj's — I'd  know  the  beast  in  any  State  of 
the  Union  !" 

Tho  men  crowded  forward  to  look.  Vollevs  of 
oaths  filled  the  air.  Laurel  was  forced  to  give  every 
detail  of  the  stranger's  visit,  and  at  the  close  of 
her  story  Blue  Jeans  spat  on  the  ground  in  deep 
disgust. 

'*Y/Ou*ve  been  and  gone  and  helped  Whisky 
Dick  off !"  he  cried,  **when  we  wuz  a-going  to 
hang  him  comfortably  to  the  nearest  tree.  You've 
saved  your  pa*s  slaughterer,  miss.  The  devil 
himself  must  have  led  him  to  this  yere  ranch  last 
night.  We  lost  his  trail  twice — cuss  the  luck  I 
Now  he  has  a  fresh  horse,  and  a  start  of  hours 
and  hours,  and  we  may  as  well  throw  np  onr 
hands.  He's  safe  enough  by  this  time.  We'll 
never  set  eyes  on  the  rogue  again.**    He  brought 
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ried,  one  fine  day,  a  passenger  who  informed  the 
driver  that  his  prime  bnsinesa  in  life  was  to  find 
tlie  orpiiuii  dntigUter  of  tlie  murdered  JoBon 
Hading. 

"Well,  I  reckon  slie  ain't  at  the  ranch,"  said 

the  veteran  of  the  ribbons,  as  he  cracked  his  whip 

over  the  lieada  of  his  lenders.     "Hading  didn't 

own  a  foot  of  it — lie  war  as  poor  as  a  coyote — had 

Across  the  prairie,  grown  arid  now  and  brown    some  book  liirtiing,  I've  lieerd,  like  most  North- 

with  summer  heat,  the  stage  from  Fort  Lac  car-    eriiers,  but  that's  all.     A  man  from  Fort  Lac  lni<'1 


his  fist  down  angrily  against  tlie  cabin  door. 
"Good  Lord,  miss,  tliat  onery  Dick  has  made  off 
with  his  life,  and  it's  you — it's  Harding's  < 
darter — that  he's  got  to  thank  for  it !" 


Chapteu  IL 
FouK  weeks  passed. 
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claim  to  tho  stock  and  drove  it  off.  The  little 
gal  is  at  some  neighbor  s  place — she  wants  to  go 
North."  '     • 

''  Ha  !"  said  the  passenger  ;  ''drop  me  at  that 
neighbor's,  driver." 

And  he  was  dropped.  He  foand  Lanrel  Had- 
ing; with  her  sleeves  rolled  over  her  dimpled 
elbows,  frying  a  rasher  of  bacon  in  a  lean«to 
kitchen.  Her  fair  mane  of  hair  was  confined  in 
a  huge  plait.  She  had  a  subdaed,  homesick  look 
— the  air  of  a  bird  confined  in  s  strange  nest. 

'*  Delighted  to  find  you,  my  dear,"  said  the 
passenger,  "I  am  Judge  Story,  of  Port  Lac — Fve 
been  sent,  you  know,  to  look  you  up.  Yonr 
friends  have  wired  full  instructions,  and  provided 
the  money.  Good  Lord !  what  a  sun  !  It's  a 
wonder  the  whole  prairie  ien't  burning  like 
greasewood.  SoyonVe  sheltering  herewith  neigh- 
bors ?  I  knew  Hading  owned  nothing  at  the  ranch 
— he  never  had  a  shadow  of  luck  in  Texas." 

She  left  her  frying,  and  came  toward  him,  with 
a  vague  hope  kindling  in  her  dejected  eyes. 

''Did  my  uncle  send  you,  sir?"  she  asked, 
breathlessly. 

The  judge  was  a  lean,  lanky  man,  with  a  spec- 
ulative eye  and  a  stubby  chin.  He  spoke  with  a 
Southern  drawl. 

"  Ah,  you  have  an  nnele,  then.  Miss  Hading  ?" 

"Yes,  my  father's  brother — he  lives  at  the 
North.     I  wrote  to  him  after — after "    . 

"Just  so.  I  understand,"  said  the  judge,  con- 
siderately.    "Go  on,  my  dear," 

"Father  and  Uncle  Jasper  were  enemies,  sir — 
they  held  no  communication  with  each  other 
after  we  came  to  Texas.  Mother  used  to  say  that 
there  was  bad  blood  between  them." 

"Not  an  uncommon  circumstance,  my  dear." 

"  I  never  saw  my  uncle  Jasper,  but  I  knew  that 
he  was  living  in  a  place  called  Deepford,  Massa- 
chusetts. So  I  wrote  to  him  tliere  the  day  after 
father  was  shot.  I  told  him  that  I  was  all  alone, 
and  without  monev,  and  that  I  wanted  to  come 
to  him  in  the  North.  He  is  my  only' relative, 
sir.  I  thought  I  ought  to  tell  him  of  father's 
death." 

She  fixed  her  large  violet  eyes  inquiringly  on 
the  judge. 

"  She's  a  tremendously  pretty  creature  !"  he 
thought,  and  then  said  aloud:  "Certainly,  my 
dear.  Quite  right.  Your  uncle  may  have  been 
your  pa's  enemy,  but  deatli  frequently  smooths 
out  family  snarls,  like  a — a— warm  flat  iron.  I 
bring  you  good  news.  Your  pa's  unfortunate 
taking-off  has  softened  his  brother's  heart,  I 
reckon.  Anyhow,  he's  coming  round  handsomely. 
He  means  to  do  the  right  thing  by  you.  Miss 
Laurel." 


"  Does  he  ?"  she  replied,  and  then  waited  for 
an  explanation, 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  judge,  cheerfully.  "  I  was 
a  good  deal  in  the  dark  at  first,  but  it's  plain  to 
me  now — I  understand  everything.  Here's  the 
whole  matter  in  a  natshell :  After  your  father's 
death  yon  wrote  to  Jasper  Hading  that  you  hadn't 
a  cent  and  wanted  to  shake  the  dust  of  Texas 
from  your  feet.  Well,  yesterday  a  firm  of  Boston 
lawyers  wired  me  urgent  instructions  to  hunt  you 
np  without  a  moment's  delay,  bring  you  North 
and  put  you  at  a  young  ladies'  school.  I  was 
directed  to  find  the  necessary  funds  at  the  Fort 
Lac  bank,  and  I  found  them  there,  my  dear — 
yes,  I  made  sure  of  the  funds  before  I  took  the 
stage  to  look  for  you.  Your  uncle  is  a  rich 
man,  eh  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,  sir." 

"  He  is.  I  am  sure  of  it.  He's  a  whole  Gol- 
conda  mine.  And,"  with  a  fine  flight  of  imagina- 
tion, "  you  will  be  his  heiress.  Ah,  Miss  Laurel, 
I  congratulate  you  !" 

He  kissed  her  hand  gallantly.  The  girl  looked 
dubious. 

"But  Uncle  Jas:})er  has  never  answered  my 
letter,  sir — is  not  that  a  little  queer  ?" 

"  My  child,  the  world  is  full  of  queer  things. 
Take  the  goods  the  gods  provide  and  ask  uo  ques- 
tions." 

"Ho  might  have  written  a  few  lines,  sir,  and 
expressed  i^ome  sympathy  for  me — some  pity  for 
poor  father."    .    ' 

"  Nonsense !  Such  things  are  of  no  conse- 
quence. He  puts  the  whole  affair  in  my  hands." 
The  judge  threw  up  his  stubby  chin  with  a  pomp- 
ous air.  '^  Miss  Laurel,  I  have  won  fame  in  my 
day — maybe  it  has  soared  North  to  Massachusetts, 
and  influenced  yonr  uncle.  Men  sometimes  call 
me  the  most  eloquent  lawyer  in  Texas,  if  not  in 
the  entire  country.  Perhaps  Jasper  Hading  heard 
me  so  named,  and  said,  'Ah,  there  is  the  man  to 
take  my  charming  niece  in  charge!'  Letters? 
We  can  do  very  well  without  his  letters,  my  dear, 
so  long  as  he  furnishes  us  with  a  full  purse.  Let 
his  actions  speak,  instead  of  his  goose  quill. 
When  can  you  make  ready  for  the  journey 
North  ?" 

"To-morrow  —  to-day  —  any  time,"  answered 
Laurel,  in  a  flutter  of  excitement. 

"Very  good.  To-morrow,  then,  we  will  start. 
So  bid  a  long  farewell,  my  dear,  to  the  bunch 
grass  and  the  sagebrush." 

After  his  departure  Laurel  sat  down  in  the 
lean-to  kitchen  and  thought  her  brief  life  over. 
It  seemed  quite  devoid  of  interest.  She  could  re- 
member nothing  of  the  North,  for  she  had  been 
a  mere   infant   when    her  father  journeyed    to 
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Texas  to  mend  his  ragged  fortunes.  Her  mother, 
a  sad,  gentle,  refined  woman,  had  taught  the  girl 
all  that  she  kne^v  of  books,  aud,  better  yet,  com- 
municated to  her  the  speech  and  manners  of  a 
lady.  Laurel  recollected  that  Jason  Hading,  too, 
had  possessed  scholarly  tastes — that  ho  was  known 
as  a  college- bred  man,  but  luckless — always  luck- 
less, as  the  Fort  Lac  judge  had  said — shiftless, 
too,  and  ease- loving,  wholly  unequal  to  the  exi- 
gencies  of  life  on  a  frontier,  and  overfond,  alas  I 
of  cards  and  strong  drink.  Now  the  tragedy  at 
Fort  Lac  liad  ended  everything.  Laurel  could 
only  weep  bitterly  for  his  fate,  and  in  he ;  girlish 
wrath  heap  bitter  execrations  on  Whisky  Dick, 
bis  murderer.  As  she  had  told  the  judge,  in  all 
the  world  she  now  possessed  -but  one  relt^tive — 
Jasper  Hading,  of  Deepford,  Massachusetts. 

'^1  do  not  know  the  cause  of  his  differences 
with  my  father,"  thought  the  girl,  ^'and  cer^ 
tainly  it  was  very  unkind  of  him  to  leave  my 
poor  little  letter  unanswered.  I  fear  that  my 
uncle  Jasper  is  a  hard  man  ;  but  now  that  he  has 
sent  this  Fort  Lac  judge  to  me,  can  I  afford  to 
reject  his  help  ?  No,  no ;  I  will  go  where  he 
bids  me — I  will  do  as  he  wishes.  I  liave  always 
longed  to  attend  school.  Life  on  a  Texan  ranch 
has  not  been  so  pleasant  that  I  should  hesitate  to 
leave  it — I  can  bid  good-by  to  this  place  without 
a  regret." 

When  the  stagecoach  stopped  at  the  ranch 
next  day  Laurel  had  gathered  her  few  belongings 
together,  and  wac  waiting  to  step  forth  into  the 
world,  under  the  guardian  wing  of  the  Fort  Lac 
judge.  Away,  over  the  hot,  dry  plains  the  great 
lumbering  vehicle  carried  the  two  to  the  railway 
tei minus.  There  they  stepped  aboard  a  North- 
ern-bound train  and  went  speeding  out  of  the 
State  as  fast  as  steam  could  carry  them.  Judge 
Story  treated  his  charge  with  great  kindness  and 
a  continually  inc4*easing  respect.  Had  she  been 
a  princess  he  could  not  have  paid  her  greater  def- 
erence. 

"I  am  instructed  to  consign  you  to  the  lady 
principal  at  the  school,'H]e  explained  ;  ''and  after 
that,  Tm  sorry  to  say,  I  shall  have  no  more  to  do 
with  you.  Miss  Laurel.  It's  my  opinion,  how- 
ever, that  you'll  be  well  cared  for  at  the  North. 
Your  uncle  may  be  eccentric — that  seems  an  in- 
disputable fact — but  his  heart's  in  the  right  place. 
My  advice  to  you  is  to  humor  his  whims,  and  let 
him  educate  you,  according  to  his  own  ideas.  An 
old  man  is  usually  a  crank  on  some  subject." 

"Is  Jasper  Hading  old?"  said  Laurel.  '*I 
think  not — my  father  used  to  speak  of  him  as  a 
younger  brother." 

''Well,"  answered  the  judge,  placidly,  "hid 
age  is  of  no  importance,  one  way  or  the  other. 


What  chiefly  concerns  us  is  the   provision  which 
he  intends  to  make  for  your  future,  my  dear." 

Laurel's  long  and  tiresome  journey  ended  one 
evening  at  the  Boston  school  where  Judge  Story 
had  been  instructed  to  leave  her.  The  midsum- 
mer vacation  was  not  yet  over,  and  the  house 
seemed  silent  and  empty  ;  but  the  dignified  prin- 
cipal, who  had  been  apprised  by  telegram  of  the 
new  pupil's  coming,  received  Laurel  kindly,  even 
while  regarding  her  with  a  severely  critical  eye. 

"My  school,"  she  said  to  the  judge,  "is  the 
most  expensive  and  the  most  fashionable  in  the 
common  wealth.  My  pupils  are,  without  excep- 
tion, the  daughters  of  old  and  wealthy  families. 
I  would  not,  on  any  terms,  receive  a  common 
person  here.  It  would  never  do,  I  assure  you. 
The  career  of  every  young  girl  must  be  strongly 
influenced  by  early  associations.  There  is  no 
aristocracy  in  the  country  more  strictly  conserva- 
tive tiian  that  of  Boston." 

The  judge,  as  Laurel's  protector,  took  instant 
fire. 

"  If  Miss  Laurel  has  come  to  the  society  of 
aristocrats,"  he  answered,  loftily,  "  I  give  you 
my  word,  ma'am,  she  htis  only  found  her  proper 
sphere.  Do  you  observe  anytl>ing  common  in 
her  make-up  ?  Notice  her  hands  and  feet,  her 
perfect  ears — the  manner  in  which  she  carries 
herself.  I  ask  you  if  these  things  do  not  indicate 
the  bluest  of  blood  ?  The  Hadings,  I  reckon^ 
are  patrician  to  their  spinal  marrow.  Doubtless 
you  have  heard  of  Jasper  Hading,  of  Deepford, 
Massachusetts  ?" 

Miss  Bowdoin,  high-featured,  serene,  with  her 
glasses  nicely  adjusted  upon  her  critical  eyes,  an- 
swered politely.  No;  she  had  never  heard  of 
Jasper  Hading. 

"  Why,  he's  a  regular  King  Midas,"  declared 
the  judge  ;  "the  autocrat  of — ah,  all  this  region, 
ma'am  !"  Miss  Bowdoin  smiled  faintly.  "And 
Miss  Laurel  is  his  heiress.  He  chooses  to  trans- 
act business  with  us  through  his  lawyers,  ma'am. 
I  mvself  have  never  seen  him  ;  but  I  feel  sure 
that  lie  is  a  high  and  mighty  old  fellow.  He  is 
ready  to  pay  well  for  first-class  companions  for  his 
niece — nothing  but  the  best  can  content  him." 

Through  her  glasses  Miss  Bowdoin  was  quietly 
studying  the  iiew  pupil. 

"i  feel  no  hesitancy  in  receiving  Miss  Hading," 
she  said,  at  last.  "  Her  appearance  certainly 
speaks  volumes  for  her" — for  Laurel  had  sus- 
tained tlie  lady's  scrutiny  with  admirable  compos- 
ure, with  an  air  of  mingled  dignity  and  sweet- 
ness that  impressed  Miss  Bowdoin.  "  I  suppose 
she  has  been  taught  many  things  already  ?" 

"  I  reckon,"  answered  the  judge.  "  Her  mother 
was  a  lady." 
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^'\  canuot  doubt  it/' said  the  principal,  gra- 
ciously. 

Now  that  his  young  charge  had  received  Miss 
Bowdoin's  approval,  and  a  full  admittance  into 
her  temple  of  fine  manners  and  fashionable  ac- 
complishments, the  judge  made  haste  to  depart. 
A  dark,  chilly  night  was  closing  in.  A  spiteful 
east  wind  surged  through  the  narrow  streets  of 
the  city.  He  missed  the  Southern  sunshine,  the 
flower-scented,  health-laden  air  of  the  plains. 
Miss  Bowdoin's  parlor,  with  its  aristocratic  atmos- 
phere, and  the  brown-holland  ghosts  of  swathed 
furniture,  oppressed  him. 

**  You  are  sure  to  come  out  of  this  place  a  full- 
fledged  lady.  Miss  Laurel, ''  he  said,  as  he  put  a 
well-filled  purse  into  the  girl's  hand.  **Pin 
money,  my  dear,  from  King  Midas,  your  uncle. 
I  drew  it  for  you  from  the  bank  at  Port  Lac. 
Spend  left  and  right,  as  the  other  aristocrats  do — 
you  have  no  call  to  use  it  carefully."  And  with 
this  flourish  he  left  her. 

A  substantial  tea  was  Ecrved  to  the  tired  trav- 
eler in  Miss  Bowdoin's  own  sitting  room,  where 
candles  burned  under  pink  shades,  and  a  small 
wood  fire  tempered  the  east  wind's  chill.  As  the 
two  were  about  to  sit  down  to  table  Miss  Bowdoin 
touched  a  bell. 

"  Miss  Hading,"  she  said,  *'you  will  now  make 
the  acquaintance  of  the  only  pupil  left  at  the 
school." 

A  moment  later  the  door  flew  open,  and  a 
young  girl  danced,  like  an  animated  flower,  into 
the  room.  The  principal  greeted  her  with  the 
reproving  shake  of  an  uplifted  forefinger. 

'^  My  dear  Miss  Dole,  liow  often  must  I  tell 
you  that  repose  is  supremely  important  in  a  lady's 
manners  ?  Ton  quite  shock  me,  my  child.  Here 
is  the  young  person  from  Texas.  Did  I  not  men- 
tion at  lunch  that  she  would  probably  arrive  to- 
night ?  As  she  is  a  stranger  in  the  North,  I  de- 
pend upon  you  to  amuse  her." 

Miss  Dole  advanced  a  little  shyly,  and  ofiFered  a 
diminutive  hand  to  Laurel.  Before  the  Texan 
girl  could  take  it  two  lovely  arms  were  flung  im- 
pulsively around  her  neck,  and  soft  lips  pressed 
her  cheek. 

*'0h,  you  are  charming  I"  cried  Miss  Dole, 
gayly.  "Already  I  love  you!  Welcome  to  the 
North — welcome  to  the  school.  Perish  repose  of 
manner  on  an  occasion  like  this  !  Why,  I  have 
been  waiting  for  you,  with  the  wildest  impatience, 
ever  since  lunchtime." 

Then  she  drew  back,  and  allowed  Laurel  to  see 
that  she  was  a  brnnette,  petite,  bewildering,  with 
eyes  of  softest  black,  and  lips  like  curled  rose 
leaves — a  beauty  of  the  pale,  creamy  type.  Her 
little  headj  all  ruffled  up  with  rings  and  curls  of 


copper-brown  hair,  was  set  most  daintily  on  her 
slender  milky  throat.  Her  movements  were  like 
those  of  some  bright  tropic  bird. , 

*'To  nie  your  coming  is  a  perfect  godsend. 
Miss  Hading,"  she  said,  "for  the  school  is  as 
dull  as  death  at  this  season  of  the  year.  Yon 
see,  I  am  the  only  pupil  who  remains  here  to  tor- 
ment Miss  Bowdoin  through  the  vacations.  I 
have  really  no  other  home,  for  my  mother  died 
long  ago,  and  papa  is  the  captain  of  a  great 
steamship  that  goes  all  about  the  world,  and 
never  tarries  long  in  any  port.  When  I  am  thor- 
oughly finished  off  at  the  school  papa  means  to 
find  some  suitable  abiding  place  for  us  both,  and 
retire  from  the  sea." 

The  Texan  girl  looked  wistfully  at  the  speaker. 

"I  am  homeless,  too,"  she  said,  "and  except 
for  an  uncle,  who  is  quite  unknown  to  me,  I  have 
not  a  relative  in  the  world." 

"  Dear  me  !"  cried  the  vivacious  brunette ; 
"  how  sad  !  You  and  I  must  be  friends  from 
this  hour.  You  may  call  me  Paulette,  though 
Comet  is  the  name  by  which  I  am  commonly 
known  among  my  schoolmates.  I  am  supposed/' 
with  a  gay  little  laugh,  "to  resemble  that  celestial 
body.  Of  course,  you  and  I  will  be  compelled  to 
look  to  each  other  for  amusement  till  the  begin- 
ning of  the  fall  term,  so  I  hope  you  may  like  me 
— I  am  very  certain  that  I  shall  adore  you." 

For  years  after  that  tea  in  Miss  Bowdoin's 
pretty  sitting  room  remained  fixed  in  the  Texan 
girl's  memory.  The  principal,  sedate,  dignified 
yet  indulgent,  poured  the  steaming  beverage  into 
delicate  painted  cups  ;  and  Paulette  Dole  chatted 
like  a  magpie,  devoured  an  incredible  quantity  of 
thin  sandwiches  and  marmalade,  and  paid  little 
heed  to  the  reproving  forefinger,  which  was  fre- 
quently raised  for  her  benefit.  Laurel  soon  dis- 
covered that  this  young  beauty  was  Miss  Bow- 
doin's particular  pet — a  privileged  scholar. 

"I  have  been  here  for  ages,  you  know,"  whis- 
pered Paulette  to  her  new  friend,  "and  poor 
Miss  Bowdoin  is  not  yet  aware  that  I  rule  her 
shamelessly — I  must  rule  somebody — it  is  "a  ne- 
cessity of  my  nature,  and  papa  is  usually  in  the 
antipodes,  so  I  cannot  try  my  hand  on  him.  By 
and  by  I  may  have  lovers ;  then,"  her  soft  eyes 
danced  behind  their  dense  lashes,  "oh,  what  a 
life  I  will  lead  them,  to  be  sure  !" 

At  Paulette's  request  the  Texan  was  permitted 
to  share  her  room  that  night.  When  the  two 
were  alone  Paulette  leaned  her  round  elbows  on 
the  toilet  table  and  gazed  hard  at  her  com- 
panion. 

"You  look  like  a  girl  with  a  history," she  said. 
"  Tell  it  quickly,  please — I  am  dying  with  curi- 
osity." 


SIGH  TIDES. 
"There  is  little  to  tell,"  replied  Laurel,  with  s    secret  to  hide,  as  you,  hie  niece,  will  yet  discover. 


B  was  very  tired,  and  lier  eyes  were  heavy 
with  sleep — "but  such  as  it  is,  you  are  welcome 
to  it." 

And  she  related  very  briefly  the  story  of  her 
life.     Paillette  listened  attentively. 

"What  a  pity,"  slie  said,  at  last,  "thatWIiigliy 
Pick  was  not  caught  and  hanged  !   I  hope  Neme- 


Of  course,  he  can  do  no  less  tlian  visit  jou  at  the 
achool." 

Laurel  shook  her  flaxen  head  donbtfnily. 

"I  shall  not  waste  timo  iu  looking  for  Iiim," 
she  said. 

DtirJDg  the  fortnight  that  elapi^ed  before  tlio 
beginning  of  tlie  fall  term,  when  tlio  two  girla 


sis  will  pursue  him  to  the  end  of  his  days.     And    were  quite  alone  with  Miss  BowdoiUj  Wandering 


L  DArOUTBIt 


80  yon  have  never  seeo  this  nncle  who  transacts  at  will  through  the  playground  and  the  empty 

his  business  with  you  through  strange  parties?  rooms,  Paulctte's  fancy  was  constantly  at  work 

Mark  my  words,  he  injured  your  father  some  concerning  Ijaurel's  mysterious  uncle. 

time  in  his  life,  and  is  now  trying,  in  this  round*  "I  find  him  fascinating,"  she  said,  "because 

about  way,  to  make  reparation.    And  he  left  your  he  docs  things  in  nncommon  ways.     I  wish  lie 

little  letter  unanswered  ?    Very  bad  form  !"  would  explain  to  you  tlie  enmity  that  existed  be- 

"  Yes,"  assented  Laurel,  faintly.  twist  himself  and  your  father." 

Paulette  wrinkled  her  lovely  brows.  But  no  explanation  was  forthcoming.     Pupils 

"  I  do  not  like  Jasper  Hading.     He  has  some  crowded  back  to  Miss  Bowdoin  after  the  long  va- 
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cation  *  a  corps  of  teachers  came  witli  them  ;  the 
school  began ;  but  no  Jasper  Hading  appeared. 
In  his  stead,  however,  a  member  of  that  firm  of 
lawyers  who  had  instructed  Judge  Story  to  bring 
Laurel  to  the  North  waited  one  day  upon  Miss 
Bowdoin,  and  assured  her  that  no  pains  nor  ex- 
pense must  bo  spared  on  Miss  Ilading's  educa- 
tion, and  that  the  l^gal  gentleman  above  men- 
tioned had  full  power  to  pay  her  bills  and  guard 
her  general  welfare. 

**  Miss  Hading  has  powerful  friends, '^  said  the 
lawyer,  ''but  for  the  present  they  desire  to  re- 
main entirely  aloof  from  her/' 

Miss  Bowdoin  was  so  impressed  by  this  inter- 
view that  she  at  once  ranked  Laurel  with  the  rich 
men's  daughters  who  were  her  especial  pride,  and 
from  that  hour  the  Texan  girl  was  entirely  at 
home  in  the  aristocratic  school. 

Time  went  on.  The  holidays  were  drawing 
near. 

"  Now  is  your  opportunity.  Laurel,"  said  Pau- 
lette  Dole.  **  Send  the  compliments  of  the  sea- 
son to  the  great  unknown,  and  tell  him  that  you 
would  like  to  behold  him  face  to  face.  We  must 
hire  him  to  the  school,  ina  belle — in  some  way  he 
must  bo  made  to  visit  you.  I  am  wild  to  see  the 
man.  Together  let  ns  write  a  letter  that  will 
melt  his  stony  heart  and  bring  him  without  fail 
to  our  Christmas  tableaux." 

The  two  beautiful  heads,  blond  and  brunette, 
went  to  work  with  a  will. 

''Ah,"  sighed  Laurel,  "I  am  my  father's 
daughter,  and  he  hated  poor  papa.  Jasper  Had- 
ing is  spending  his  money  upon  me  from  a  sense 
of  duty  only — love  me  as  r.  niece  I  am  sure  he 
never  will." 

"Pooh  !"said  Paulette,  incredulously.  "When 
he  sees  you.  Laurel »  he  will  be  more  than  flesh 
and  blood  if  he  fails  to  love  you.  Courage  !  We 
will  catch  and  conquer  him  in  spite  of  himself. 
For  my  own  part,  I  am  always  interested  in  odd 
people,  and  so  your  uncle  Jasper  piques  my  curi- 
osity greatly." 

After  much  effort  the  letter  was  indited — a 
masterpiece  of  persuasion,  Paulette  called  it.  She 
posted  it  with  her.own  hand. 

"Now,"  she  cried,  gayly,  as  she  embraced 
Laurel,  "  0  maid  of  the  chaparral  and  the  sage- 
brush, you  will  soon  see  your  adamantine  uncle  at 
your  feet !" 

At  the  end  of  a  long,  tedious  week  Jasper  Had- 
ing's  reply  arrived.  It  was  written  in  a  bold 
business  hand,  on  thick  white  paper,  and  ran  as 
follows  :  "  I  shall  not  visit  vour  school — I  do  not 
know  you,  I  have  no  desire  to  know  you.  Write 
me  no  more  letters — it  is  simply  a  waste  of  time 
aiul  money." 


"Did  I  not  say  that  he  hated  my  father's 
daughter  ?"  groaned  Laurel  Hading. 

Pauletle's  incomparable  eyes  flashed  with  indig- 
nation. 

"  The  rude  boor !  Could  anything  be  more 
curt  and  strange  ?  Well,  never  mind.  Laurel, 
dear — he  wants  to  pose  for  a  disagreeable  bene- 
factor, he  refuses  to  be  thanked,  he  hates  school- 
girl letters.  But  you  have  gained  one  point — you 
have  forced  him  to  communicate  with  you  directly 
— to  disregard  for  once  the  agency  of  the  law- 
yei'B." 

A  hot  flush  was  burning  upon  Laurel's  blond 
cheek. 

"  And  this  is  the  man  from  whom  I  am  obliged 
to  accept  charity  I" she  murmured,  bitterly.  "  Ah, 
Paulette,  the  oaes  of  adversity  are  iwt  sweet  when 
they  force  one  into  a  position  like  mine.  As  soon 
as  I  leave  this  school  I  will  find  work — I  will  pay 
to  Jasper  Iladiug  every  dollar  that  he  is  expend- 
ing on  my  education — I  will  remain  under  no 
obligations  to  such  a  person,  even  though  we  are 
of  the  same  blopd." 

"  Quite  right  !"said  Paulette,  with  spirit ;  "and 
when  that  time  comes  yon  must  insist  upon  an 
interview,  dear,  and  open  your  mind  to  him 
freelv." 

Laurel  folded  Jasper  Hading's  letter  and  thrust 
it  nervously  back  into  the  envelop^. 

"  Yes,"  she  assented;  "I  will  write  to  him  no 
more ;  but  some  day  I  will  go  to  Deepford — to 
his  house.  Since  he  refuses  to  come  to  me  I  will 
beard  the  lion  in  his  own  den." 


Chapter  III.      j 

Eight  o'clock  had  just  struckj  from  all  the 
timepieces  in  Dole  Haven.  The  morning  sky  was 
without  a  cloud.  A  southwest  wii^d,  blowing  np 
from  Nantucket  Sound,  brought  the  salt  odor  of 
the  sea  into  the  long,  wide  veranda  where  Cap- 
tain Davy  Dole  was  pacing  alone  in  the  sunshine. 

The  captain  had  not  slept  well.  •  Insomnia  was 
the  demon  which,  on  dry  land  or  blue  water,  pur- 
sued and  tormented  him  mercilessly.  This  man 
had  sailed  every  sea  and  faced  countless  perils — 
indeed,  he  was  as  familiar  with  danger  as  with  his 
own  shadow  ;  and  yet  at  the  age  of  five  and 
forty  he  found  himself  the  victim  of  an  incura- 
ble disorder  that  fed  upon  his  strength,  like  the 
vulture  on  Prometheus. 

As  he  paced  the  veranda  back  and  forth  one 
could  see  he  was  a  handsome  brown  man,  some- 
what grizzled,  weather-beaten,  and  with  a  shade  of 
melancholy  on  his  strong,  well<cut  face.  He  had 
a  bold,  searching  eye,  an  abrupt  yet  kindly  man- 
ner, and  the  unconsciously  despotic  air  peculiar 


HIGH  TIDES. 


555 


to  a  king  of  the  quarterdeck.  Pausing  at  a  flight 
of  steps  which  led  down  into  a  big,  well-kept  gar- 
deuy  he  looked  straight  out  before  him^  with  the 
eyes  of  one  whose  thoughts  are  turned  inward. 

** Great  God  !"  he  muttered,  ''how  can  a  man 
hope  to  sleep  raked  up  in  red-hot  coals  V 

The  scene  which  lay  before  the  captain's  ab- 
stracted gaze  was  as  fair  as  any  that  could  bo 
found  on  the  seventy  miles  of  peninsula  thrust 
out,  like  a  gigantic  arm,  from  the  New  England 
coast  into  the  boiling  Atlantic,  and  called  Cape 
Cod.  The  big,  rambling  yellow  house  of  Dole 
Haven  was  built  at  the  head  of  a  small  bav,  and 
flanked  by  pine  woods  that  grew  to  the  very  edge 
of  the  sands.  On  hot  afternoons  one  could  re- 
cline in  the  dense  shade  of  these  trees,  and  doze 
to  the  music  of  long  waves  rippling  in  from  the 
beautiful  sound.  At  the  foot  of  the  captain's 
garden  a  smooth  beach  glistened,  and  a  big  cat- 
boat,  with  her  sail  up,  was  rocking  against  a  pier. 

In  the  distance  stretched  gold  and  green  salt 
marshes,  with  black  loops  of  creek  shining  in 
them,  like  jewels ;  and  not  far  away  the  spires  of 
a  town  arose  over  the  pine  tops  and  gave  token 
of  neighboring  life. 

The  click  of  a  hoe  among  the  captain's  flower- 
beds attracted  his  attention.  He  leaned  on  the 
railing  of  the  yeranda,  and  called :  ''Zeke  !" 

Out  of  a  mass  of  flowering  geraniums  a  broad 
back  arose. 

"Ay,  ay,  sir  !"  was  the  response. 

All  the  inhabitants  of  the  Cape  are  more  or 
less  marine.  Zeke  could  go  up  the  ratlines  to  a 
fore  topmast  head  as  lightly  as  cat  ever  climbed  a 
roof. 

**  What's  the  latest  news  from  the  cranberry 
bos:  y  asked  the  captain. 

Not  that  he  cared  for  news — he  simply  desired 
to  change  the  current  of  his  own  thoughts. 

**  The  danged  Portuguese  got  off,  sir," answered 
Zi'ke,  with  his  hoe  suspended  above  the  brown 
mold,  and  his  straw  hat  pushed  aggressively  back 
from  his  leathery  face.  ''He  knifed  one  of  the 
men  pickers,  stole  everything  ho  could  lay  hands 
on,  and  skipped,  sir." 

"The  scoundrel!" 

"Ay,  sir,  and  right  dangerous  to  be  prowling 
through  the  woods." 

"  He  is  in  the  woods,  then  ?" 

"Ay  —  somewhere  about.  The  young  ladies 
better  stay  indoors  to-day." 

"Say  that  to  my  daughter," answered  the  cap- 
tain, "and  she  will  be  off  and  away  before  break- 
fast." 

Zeke  grinned.  He  knew  the  ways  of  his  young 
mistress.  Behind  Captain  Davy  a  door  was  stand- 
ing open,    revealing   a   wide,  cool   hall,   faintly 


scented  with  sandalwood,  and  ornamented  with 
huge  foreign  jars,  brought  from  strange  lands. 
Out  of  this  background  came  a  sudden  rustle  of 
feminine  draperies,  the  click-clack  of  light  heels. 
Two  white  arms  slipped  about  Captain  Davy's 
neck,  and  red  rose-leaf  lips  were  laid  on  liis  brown 
cheek. 

"Good  morning,  papa,"  said  Paulette  Dolei 
"  Have  we  kept  yort  waiting,  poor  dear  ?  This 
Capo  Cod  air  makes  me  very,  very  lazy.  But  for 
Laurel  I  fear  I  should  have  slept  straight  through 
the  day." 

Captain  Davy  embraced  his  daughter,  and  nod- 
ded kindly  to  Laurel  Hading,  who  appeared  im- 
mediately in  the  wake  of  Paulette.  The  Texan 
girl  looked  earnestly  at  her  host. 

"Cape  Cod  air  does  not  have  a  somnolent  ef- 
fect upon  yoiiy  sir,"  she  said. 

"True,"  admitted  the  captain,  with  a  sad 
smile  ;  "my  enemy  pursues  me  wherever  I  go." 

"Papa," said  Paulette,  teasingly,  "have  you  a 
bad  conscience  ?" 

"I  hope  not,  my  dear." 

"You  are  sure  that  you  have  not  broken  all 
the  commands  in  the  Decalogue  ?  Well,  then,  you 
are  pining  for  tar  and  bilge*  water.  A  sailor  on 
shore  is  an  abnormal  creature  the  world  over." 

He  pinched  her  oval  cheek. 

"  Nonsense." 

"  Confess,  papa,  that  you  find  yourself  bored  by 
this  Cape  house,  and  the  society  of  two  girls  just 
out  of  school  and  smelling  of  '  bread  and  butter,^ 
as  Byron  delicately  puts  it." 

The  captain  looked  vaguely  troubled. 

"Nothing  of  the  kind  !"  he  declared,  stoutly. 
"I  cannot  sleep  because  there  is  something 
wrong  here,"  touching  his  forehead.  "  The  doc- 
tors call  me  a  sick  man,  and  order  me  to  remain 
on  shore  and  try  the  effect  of  a  radical  change.  I 
am  quite  content  to  do  so — I  want  to  make  a  home 
for  you,  little  pickle.  Neither  of  us,"  with  an  in- 
voluntary sigh,  "  know  the  meaning  of  that  word. 
And  all  that  I  am  pining  for  how  is  breakfast, 
my  dear." 

Ho  led  the 'Way  into  a  charming  room, -fur- 
nished with  bamboo  and  Indian  matting.  •  In  the 
centre  of  the  floor  stood  a  showiwhite  table,  glit- 
tering with  silver  and  crystal,  at  which  Mrs. 
Minto,  the  housekeeper,  waited  for  the  family. 
She  was  a  widow  of  a  master  mariner,  who  had 
"sailed  the  seas  over"  with  Captain  Davy.  lie- 
fined  and  well  bred,  she  was  in  all  ways  fitted  to 
preside  over  the  domestic  affairs  of  Dole  Haven. 

The  quartet  snt  down  to  breakfast.  Four  yeara 
had  passed  since  the  meeting  of  Laurel  Hading 
and  Paulette  at  Miss  Bowdoin's  school.  In  that 
time  both  girls  had  grown  to  womanhood.  Laurel 
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was  now  nineteen — Paulette  two  years  younger. 
The  Texan  girl  was  slenderly  built,  and  she  had 
an  air  that  Paulette  decLircd  a  princess  might 
envy.  She  seemed  to  communicate  some  subtle 
charm  to  everything  that  she  wore.  Many  a 
schoolmate  had  tried  in  vain  to  imitate  the  fit  of 
her  bodice,  the  sweep  of  her  skirt,  the  arrange- 
ment of  her  thick,  fine  locks.  She  was  stylish, 
she  was  handsome.  Neither  sun  nor  wind  could 
mar  her  dazzling  complexion.  Her  hair,  bur- 
nished like  brass,  waved  low  about  her  milk-white 
temples,  and  was  knotted  in  a  superb  coil  at  the 
back  of  her  well-poised  head.  Her  largo  e3'es, 
violet  in  tint,  looked  deeply  black  in  the  shadow 
of  their  inky  lashes.  Her  repose  of  manner  had 
always  been  the  admiration  of  Miss  Bowdoiu  and 
the  entire  school, 

"  Could  your  uncle  Jasper  once  see  you,"  Pau- 
lette was  wont  to  say,  "all  his  prejudice  and  ill 
temper  would  vanish,  like  frost  in  the  sun.'*  For 
Jasper  Hading  had  never  yet  met  his  niece.  Ho 
was  still  satisfied  to  pay  her  bills  through  the 
agency  of  his  lawyers,  and  remain  to  her  a  shadow 
and  a  name. 

As  for  Paulette,  four  years  had  simply  matured 
her  distracting  beauty.  Her  eyes  were  like  vel- 
vet. Copper- red  lights  streaked  Iver  brown  love- 
locks. The  elbow  sleeves  of  her  rose-pink  morn- 
ing gown  fell  away  from  a  pair  of  arms  as  perfect 
as  sculptor  ever  chiseled.  She  had  a  creamy 
throat,  ears  like  seashells,  a  charming  dimple  in 
her  chin,  and  a  laugh  like  silver  bells.  A  creature 
of  "spirit,  fire  and  dew,'*  somewhat  spoiled,  but 
wholly  lovable. 

"  Paulette,*'  said  Captain  Davy,  as  he  dropped 
a  lump  of  sugar  in  his  coffee,  "I  must  warn  yon 
and  Miss  Hading  to  keep  within  doors  to-day. 
Cranberry  picking  began  in  this  region  yesterday 
— the  culture  of  the  berry  is  a  leading  industry 
hereabouts,  you  know.  A  rascally  Portuguese 
who  came  from  Provincetown  drove  the  women 
and  children  from  Harris's  bog,  knifed  one  of  the 
men,  and  then  took  to  the  woods,  where  he  is 
still  at  large." 

**  Harris's  bog,"  said  Mrs.  Minto,  "  is  not  more 
than  a  mile  away." 

"The  officers  are  after  the  fellow," continued 
Captain  Davy,  "  but  he  will  probably  lead  them 
a  long  chase.  There  are  thirty  thousand  acres  of 
forest  on  the  Cape,  and  if  he  is  cunning  he  can 
keep  out  of  durance  a  tolerable  while.  Now,  no 
rowing  nor  riding  to-day,  young  ladies  ;  no  walks 
beyond  the  garden,  till  that  rascal  is  found." 

Paulette  looked  dismayed  at  such  a  circum- 
scribed horizon. 

"How  provoking  !  Laurel  and  I  had  a  dozen 
plans  for  to-day.     She  has  lived  in  Texas  among 


the  cowboys — yon  cannot  frighten  her  with  a  soli- 
tary Portuguese,  papa.  Perhaps  there  were  ex- 
tenuating circumstances  in  the  case.  The  cran- 
berry grows  low — it  is  a  horrid,  slippery,  elusive 
atom.  One  has  to  bend  double  to  gather  it. 
Maybe  the  monotony  of  the  work  upset  the  poor 
Portuguese's  brain,  and  filled  him  with  battle  and 
murder.  Did  you  say  that  he  killed  some  of  his 
fellow  pickers  ?*' 

"No  ;  only  scattered  them,  with  wounds." 

"  Oh,  it  is  quite  a  tame  affair,  then — not  half  as 
bad  ns  things  that  Laurel  has  known  in  Texas." 

"  What  things  ?"  asked  Captain  Davy. 

Miss  Hading's  fair  face  grew  very  grave.  She 
looked  straight  down  to  the  spotless  damask 
cloth. 

"  My  father,"  she  answered,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  was  murdered  there." 

"  My  poor  child,"  said  the  captain,  in  a 
shocked  tone,  "  pray  forgive  me." 

"  Yes,  he  was  shot  by  a  dreadful  cowboy,"  ex- 
plained the  irrepressible  Paulette.  "  I  thought  I 
had  told  you  about  it,  papa.  Laurel  and  I  might 
safely  venture  outside  Dole  Haven,  if  your  fac- 
totum Zeke  could  be  induced  to  attend  us."* 

"Zeke's  heart  is  set  upon  calking  a  boat,"  an- 
swered the  captain,  "and  he  would  far  sooner 
join  the  search  after  Manuel  the  Portuguese  than 
play  the  squire  to  ladies.  As  for  me,  I  have  busi- 
ness in  the  tov/n  ;  so  you  will  be  compelled,  puss, 
to  amuse  yourself  indoors." 

Paulette  pouted. 

"  Mrs.  Minto  might  escort  us." 

Mrs.  Minto  responded  to  this  suggestion  with 
an  exclamation  of  horror. 

"Oh,  my  dear,  let  us  not  tempt  Providence! 
My  husband  once  sailed  from  Manilla,  in  the  isl- 
and of  Luzon,  with  a  cargo  of  indigo  and  sapan- 
wood,  and  a  crew  of  Portuguese ;  and  those  dread- 
ful men  mutinied  on  the  homeward  voyage,  and 
tried  to  scuttle  the  ship.  Not  for  worlds  would 
I  venture  abroad  while  that  Manuel  is  at  large  !" 

A  housemaid  entered  with  the  morning  mail. 
Paulette  distributed  the  letters. 

"  Two  for  )'ou,  papa," she  said  ;  "and  one  bears 
the  Queen's  head.  Who  is  your  London  corre- 
spondent ?" 

Captain  Davy  picked  up  the  English  letter. 
Laurel  Hading,  who  chanced  to  be  watching  him 
at  that  moment,  saw  his  tawny  cheek  whiten. 
He  slipped  the  envelope  hastily  under  his  plate. 

"  My  dear  Paulette,"  he  answered,  "  I  have 
cast  anchor  in  manv  waters,  and  made  friends  in 
the  four  quarters  of  the  globe,  and  must  you  ex- 
claim at  sight  of  an  English  postage  stamp  ?" 

With  exaggerated  interest  he  looked  at  the  sec- 
ond letter. 
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"  Ha  !     Ilnm — what  is  this  ?"     Ho  broke  tlie  giftd  of  this  sadden  diversion — it  gdve  him  time 

eeal  —  liis    eyes   swept  a   closely   written    page,  to  brnce  his  nerves. 

"Why,  bless  my  soul!  Mrs.  Minto,  have  yon  n        " 'Thereby  hangs  a  tale,'"  he  answered.    "My 

guest  chamber  ready  ?    I  hope  so,  for,"  tapping  acquaintance  with  Cliestcr  Coxheath  began,  well, 

the  letter  lightly,  "  hcie  is  a  youug  man  who  has  let  us  say,  ten  years  ago,  when  he  was  a  mere  boy. 


a  tremcndons  claim  on  my  hospitality,  and  he  is  reading  Marryat's  novels,  and  filled  with  strange 

probably  on  his  way  to  Dole  Haven  at  this  very  illusions  concerning  the  sea.     Nothing  bnt  a  life 

mnuite."  ^  the  ocean  wave  would  content  him.  His  father, 

"  Oh,  papa,"  cried  pjinlette,  "who  is  he  Y"  a  rich  man,  and  owner  of  the  ship  which  I  then 

Captain  Davy  laid  down  the  letter.     He  was  commanded,   could   do  nothing   with    the    Ind. 
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Blow  high  or  blow  low,  joiuig  Chet  was  deter- 
mined to  sail  the  great  deep.  Tlie  elder  Coxheath 
coaxed  and  reasoned  in  vain.  As  a  last  resort  he 
called  me  to  his  aid. 

'''Take  the  boj^  Captain  Dole/  he  said,  'and 
give  him  his  heart's  desire.  I  do  not  want  him 
to  become  a  sailor.  If  there  is  any  way  by  which 
you  can  sicken  him  of  salt  water  I  rely  on  yoa  to 
do  it.' 

'^  'All  right,'  I  answered  ;  and  the  next  voyage 
I  made  was  to  the  Sonth  Atlantic,  in  the  Saucy 
Sally,  and  young  diet  Coxheath  sailed  with  me 
as  my  cabin  boy. 

"  lie  was  a  plucky  feilow,  but  a  bad  sailor,  and 
the  crew,  one  and  all,  chaffed  him  without  mercy 
— made  his  life  a  burden.  I  did  not  attempt  to 
interfere. 

'' '  My  fine  fellow,'  I  thought, '  yoH  will  be  well 
cured  of  any  further  hankering  for  blue  water  by 
the  time  tlio  return  voyage  is  over.' 

''The  boy  was  too  proud  to  complain.  For  a 
rich  man's  son,  bred  amid  all  the  luxuries  of  life, 
ho  bore  the  ridicule  and  general  rongh  usage 
remarkably  well.  I  grew  fond  of  him,  for  he 
was  manly,  fearless,  wide  awake — a  lad  after  my 
own  heart.  I  soon  saw  that  he  was  tremen- 
ilonsly  homesick,  though  he  would  not  own  it. 
Tlie  hard  discipline  was  scattering  his  illusions— 
knocking  the  nonsense  well  out  of  his  young 
pate. 

''  One  night,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Horn,  some- 
thing happened.  Old  salt  as  I  am,  with  'fire  and 
twenty  years  of  sea  service  behind  «ie,  I^aeooit 
think  of  it  now  without  a  shudder. 

"  For  several  days  we  had  encountered  no  rou^gh 
weather.  It  was  after  sanset,  and  the  Saucy 
Sally  was  going  at  an  eight-knot  rate,  with  a 
northwesterly  wind  over  her  port  beam.  There 
was  a  murky  look  in  the  sky,  however,  and  all 
light  sail  had  been  taken  in.  I  chanced  to  be 
standing,  with  young  Goxheath,  on  the  lore* 
castle,  when  I  became  aware  of  a  sudden  ^portettt- 
ous  chill  in  the  air.  Goxheath  looked  ait  the 
glass. 

" '  It  is  dropping  at  an  amazing  rate,  sir,'  he 
said. 

"Then  I  espied,  dead  ahead,  a  tremendous  bank 
of  mist — at  least  that  is  what  the  thing  looked 
like. 

"'Icebergs!'  I  cried,  with  my  heart  in  my 
throat ;  and  I  leaped  down  to  the  main  deck, 
roaring,  'Hard  aport !'  But  the  helmsman  had 
seen  the  danger,  and  mad  with  fear,  he  went  yell- 
ing down  the  after  companion  way.  Young  Cox- 
heath,  cool  and  collected,  rushed  to  the  deserted 
wheel  and  seized  it,  but  too  late.  Before  he  could 
make  a  turn  the  bow  of  the  vessel  crashed  full  en 


the  berg.     Instantly  the  forward  deck  was  buried 
in  ice.'  » 

" '  We  are  lost,'  I  said,  as  I  took  the  wheel 
from  young  Goxheath.  The  sailors,  panic- 
stricken,  had  fled  aft — Goxheath  was  the  coolest 
fellow  of  them  all — the  only  one,  in  fact,  who 
3tood  by  me  in  the  crash  and  did  not  lose  his 
head.  The  Saucy  Sally  swung  broadside  to  the 
berg,  and  her  red  port  light,  glaring  into  its  ter- 
rific fissures,  seemed  lighting  np  the  very  jaws  of 
hell.  The  sky  itself  was  blotted  out  by  an  arch 
of  ice.  Far  over  our  heads  hung  the  monstrous 
mass,  ready  at  any  instant  to  fall  upon  us  and 
sink  the  ship  and  all  aboard." 

Captain  Davy's  strong  brown  face  grew  hag- 
gard and  solemn  with  the  memory  of  a  peril  long 
gone  by.  The  two  girls  leaned  upon  the  table 
and  listened  breathlessly. 

"  I  gathered  the  men,"  oontinned  the  old  sea 
dog,  "for  I  had  still  some  hope  of  saving  the 
ship,  and  we  set  all  available  sail,  and  made  a 
gigantic  effort  to  escape  from  the  ice.  It  was 
impossible  to  move  forward,  becanse  of  the  wreck- 
age around  the  Saucy  Sally's  side,  so  all  hands 
were  set  to  backing  the  mizzen  topsail  yard.  And 
that  boy  Goxheath — that  rich  man's  son — was  the 
leading  spirit  in  the  work.  Slender  as  he  was,  he 
had  the  heart  of  a  Hon,  the  soul  of  a  hero.  The 
paralyzed  sailors,  watching  him,  grew  ashamed  of 
their  own  fright,  for  you  must  know  that  courage 
is  contagious,  as  well  as  cowardice.  The  yard 
was  set  back.  Helped  by  the  wind,  the  ship 
drifted  stern  first  off  the  berg  to  the  southeast. 
Tlien  we  began  to  examine  our  injuries.  The 
Saucy  Sally  was  a  wreck.  Her  foremast,  snap- 
ped ten  feet  from  the  deck,  had,  in  falling,  de- 
molished one  of  the  boats  and  torn  away  part  of 
the  starboard  railing.  The  bowsprit  and  jfb  boom 
were  hanging  alongside  by  the  stays.  The  miz- 
zen top  was  broken,  the  forecastle  head  piled 
with  tons  of  ice.  All  the  iM>rt  bow  was  crushed  iu. 

"  Tlie  night  being  too  dark  for  work — we  had 
neither  moon  nor  star  to  cheer  ns — all  hands 
stood  by  till  dawn,  and  then  began  clearing  away 
the  wreck.  None  tugged  and  strained  with  a 
better  will  than  young  Goxheath.  Good  God! 
kow  he  worked  ! — yes,  till  he  fell  in  the  midst  of 
us,  senseless  on  the  deck.  By  the  next  night  we 
had  fitted  the  ship  with  a  jury  rig.  Luckily  she 
was  not  making  any  water.  With  the  main  top- 
mast lashed  to  the  stump  of  the  foremast,  and 
the  broken  port  bow  patched  with  canvas,  we  con- 
tinued on  our  wav. 

"  Well,  the  homeward  voyage  of  that  crippled 
ship  was  something  to  remember.  We  encoun- 
tered rough  seas  and  adverse  winds.  We  ran 
short  of  provisions,  and  suffered  from  hunger  and 
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thirst.  Sickness  seized  the  crew,  and  young  Cox- 
heath  came  near  dying.  Fortnnately  my  medi- 
cine chest  was  unharmed,  and  I  nursed  the  boy, 
and  brought  him,  somehow,  back  to  life.  By  the 
time  we  dropped  anchor  in  New  York  Bay  he 
])ad  regained  his  strength.  I  carried  him  liome, 
and  delivered  him  to  his  father,  safe  and  sound.'' 

*^  And  was  he  cured  of  his  longing  for  the  sea, 
papa  ?"  asked  Paulette. 

^'  He  was  cured.  .  Ten  years  have  passed  since 
the  South  Atlantic  iceberg  made  a  wreck  of  the 
Savcy  Sally,  and  I  have  never  seen  the  boy  since  ; 
but  his  father  told  me  he  went  back  to  his  tutors 
as  docile  as  lad  could  be.  Heaven  only  knows 
what  he  has  been  doing  in  these  ton  years,  or 
what  changes  have  come  to  him  ;  but  it  seems 
tliat  he  has  kept  a  green  spot  in  his  memory  for 
Captain  Davy,  for  now  he  is  on  his  way  to  Dole 
Haven  to  renew  our  old  acquaintance/' 

*'I  will  make  ready  hi3  room  at  once,"  said 
Mrs.  Minto. 

Paulette  was  gazing  straight  out  across  the 
veranda  to  the  blue  bay  dimpling  in  the  morning 
sun. 

*^  And  Laurel  and  I,  papa,  will  welcome  your 
ex- cabin  boy  with  drums  and  trumpets,"  she 
said.  "  For  my  own  part,  I  mean  to  make  a  con- 
quest of  him." 

Captain  Davy  gave  his  daughter  a  fond  glance. 

"  Pooh  !  no  man  in  his  senses  would  fall  in 
love  with  a  rattlepate  like  you.  He  is  far  more 
likely  to  lose  his  heart  to  Laurel." 

Laurel  looked  slightly  disdainful.  As  yet  she 
knew  nothing  of  lovers — the  word  had  no  mean- 
ing for  her  ears. 

"It  is  possible,"  she  said,  dryly,  "that  Mr. 
Coxheath  may  make  his  visit  to  Dole  Haven  and 
depart  quite  bear t- whole." 

"Possible,  but  not  probable,"  answered  the 
captain.  His  eyes  dwelt  significantly  on  the 
lovely  blond  face  of  his  guest.  He  had  a  sailor's 
hearty  admiration  for  beauty.  "Coxheath  is 
young,"  he  added,  lightly.  "If  he  is  also  sus- 
ceptible, he  is  coming  to  a  place  as  perilous  as 
was  the  deck  of  the  Saucy  Sally  when  she  lay 
broadside  to  that  murderous  berg." 

With  these  words  the  captain  arose  from  the 
table,  and  drew  from  beneath  his  plate  the  letter 
bearing  the  English  postmark,  the  seal  of  which 
he  had  not  yet  broken.  Crossing  the  hall  of  the 
house,  he  entered  a  smoking  room,  his  own  pri- 
vate den,  and  locked  the  door  behind  him. 

Then  a  change  came  over  Captain  Davy.  His 
strong  face,  marked  with  lines  that  time  had  not 
traced— for  he  was  still  in  his  prime — put  on  a 
strange,  drawn  look.  With  a  siiaking  hand  he 
opened  the  English  letter^  and  read  these  words. 


written  with  clerkly  briefness :  "  Tiie  pei*son 
named  in  your  note  of  inquiry  has  gone  to  the 
Tyrol,  and  will  not  return  to  London  for  several 
weeks.     No  messages  possible." 

Captain  Davy  sank  into  the  nearest  chair. 
Something  rolled  down  his  brown  cheek  and  fell 
on  the  open  letter — tearsy  "  wrung  from  the 
depths  of  some  divine  despair" — from  an  an- 
guish that  time  could  not  soothe— a  hurt  beyond 
the  skill  of  leechcraft.  The  great  drops  scorched 
the  paper — he  dashed  them  impatiently  away. 

"Am  I  a  child,"  he  muttered,  "to  cry  for  that 
which  is  past  hope  and  help?  'No  messages 
possible ' !  I  knew  that  before,  yet  I  thought  she 
ought  to  be  told  that  I  was  ill — that  I  had  been 
forced  to  leave  the  sea — that  my  death  might 
occur  at  any  time.  Great  Ood  !  I  am  weak — I  am 
very,  very  weak  !"  He  tore  the  letter  in  frag- 
ments, and  tossed  it  into  a  wastebasket.  "And 
those  charlatans,  the  doctors,  declare  that  the 
quiet  and  rest  of  this  place  will  restore  me !"  he 
continued-,  bitterly.  "Ah,  if  they  could  drug 
my  memory  all  might  be  well !  But  as  it  is,  the 
leisure  which  I  now  have  for  thought,  and  the 
loneliness  of  Dole  Haven,  will  surely  drive  me 
mad  !" 

«  «  >|c  «  lie  « 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  Captain  Davy  Dole 
emerged  from  his  smoking  den,  and  went  down 
to  the  sunshiny  garden.  There  he  met  his  daugh- 
ter and  Miss  Hading,  dawdling  among  the  gera- 
nium beds. 

"Papa,"  said  Paulette,  gazing  earnestly  into 
his  face,  "  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

"Nothing,  my  dear — nothing." 

"Did  that  English  letter  contain  ill  news  ?" 

"No,  no." 

"But  you  look  shaken — quite  upset." 

"Pooh!  Don't  coddle  me.  I'm  off  to  the 
town.  Should  Coxheath  arrive  in  my  absence 
see  that  you  take  good  care  of  him." 

After  the  captain's  departure  tiie  two  girls  sat 
down  in  the  deep  veranda  for  a  morning  talk. 
The  bay  sparkled  and  danced  in  the  sun.  From 
a  neighboring  bluff  the  gummy  odor  of  pitch 
pine  was  blown.  Laurel,  in  a  spotless  muslin 
gown,  leaned  on  the  veranda  railing,  looking  like 
a  snow  maiden  from  her  golden  crown  to  her 
little  shoe.  Paulette,  all  rose  pink,  curled  her- 
self up  in  a  bamboo  chair,  and  wrinkled  her  brows 
in  meditation. 

"  Poor  papa !"  ^Jie  sighed  ;  "  it  is  a  cross  for 
him  to  obey  his  doctors  and  settle  down  to  a 
landsman's  life.  He  adores  that  horrid  brine. 
Even  to  restore  his  poor  head,  he  is  hardly  willing 
to  quit  it.  /have  not  inherited  his  love  for  salt 
water — I  must  be  like  mv  mother." 
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'*  Do  yon  remember  your  mother  ?*'  asked 
Laurel. 

*'  Oh,  dear,  no — she  died  long  ago  !  And  papa 
never  speaks  of  her — sometimes  I  think  he  did 
not  care  for  her  at  all/' 

Laurel  looked  incredulous. 

''  Impossible  !  A  man  like  Captain  Dole  would 
not  marry  a  woman  whom  he  did  not  love.'* 

*' One  cannot  tell.  I  have  always  felt  certain 
that  he  was  indifferent  to  my  mother's  memory — 
otherwise  he  would  talk  of  her  sometimes  to  her 
daughter,  would  he  not  ?'* 

'*  Perhaps  the  subject  is  too  painful.*' 

Paulette  shook  her  charming  head. 

*'  Poor  papa  !  I  wonder  what  his  young  friend 
Coxheath  is  like  ?  I  hope  we  may  find  him  amus- 
ing. I  have  never  had  the  gliost  of  a  chance  to 
flirt,  you  know.  In  the  old  days  at  school  how 
I  used  to  wish  that  Miss  Bowdoin  would  employ 
a  few  young  male  teachers  !  But  she  was  very 
careful  to  keep  such  dangerous  creatures  from 
her  doors.  Now  that  I  see  my  opportunity  ap- 
proaching, in  the  form  of  a  friend  of  papa's,  and 
a  hero,  my  heart  beats  high." 

"Perhaps  Mr.  Coxheath  may  decline  to  flirt," 
answered  Laurel,  laughing.  "  You  may  find  him 
a  very  staid  and  sober  person." 

"Not  unless  he  was  transformed  by  that  voy- 
age on  the  Saucy  Sally.     A  boy  who  could  leave 


the  luxury  of  a  rich  father's  honse,  and  go  off  on 
a  lark  like  that,  would  hardly  make  a  staid  and 
sober  man." 

"  Captain  Dole  was  the  real  hero  of  the  iceberg 
adventure." 

"Do  yon  think  so,  wm  belle?  You  seem  to 
admire  papa." 

"I  do,"  said  Laurel,  promptly.  "He  is  so 
manly  and  bravo  and  good  !  You  ought  to  be 
proud,  very  proud,  Paulette^  of  your  father." 

Panlette's  soft  eyes  danced. 

"Now,  this  is  delightful !  Papa  also  admires 
you,  and  to  such  an  extent  that  he  fain  would 
give  you  a  permanent  home  at  Dole  Haven.  He 
wishes  me  to  ask  if  you  can  be  content  to  remain 
with  us  here  ?  He  declares  that  I  need  a  young 
companion — as,  indeed,  I  do,  for  Mrs.  Minto  is  of 
a  serious  turn  of  mind,  and  a  little  dull.  If  you 
love  me,  mon  amie,  let  my  home  henceforth  be 
yours." 

Laurel's  eyes  grew  moist. 

"  A  thousand  thanks ;  but  you  forget  that  I 
must  now  join  the  great  army  of  breadwinners. 
Paulette,  I  can  accept  no  more  help  from  Jasper 
Hading,  and  I  am  resolved  to  return  at  the  earli- 
est possible  moment  every  dollar  which  I  owe 
him.  Miss  Bowdoin  thinks  me  capable  of  teach- 
ing now — in  fact,  she  has  offered  me  a  situation 
in  her  own  school,  and  I  have  accepted  it." 


{To  he  eonUnrud.) 
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By  Lady  Dufferin. 


OcH,  girls,  did  you  ever  hear, 

I  wrote  my  love  a  letter? 
And  although  he  cannot  read, 

I  thonght  'was  all  the  better, 
For  why  shotild  he  be  puzzled 

With  spellin*  in  the  matter, 
When  the  manin*  was  so  plain, 

I  loved  him  faithfully  ? 

And  he  knows  it— oh,  he  knows  it — 

Without  one  word  from  me. 

I  wrote  it,  and  I  folded  it, 

And  put  a  seal  upon  it; 
It  was  a  seal  almost  as  big 

As  the  crown  of  my  best  bonnet ; 
For  I  wouldn't  have  the  postman 

Make  his  remarks  upon  it, 
As  rd  said  inside  the  letter 

I  loved  him  faithfully, 

And  he  knows  it — oh,  he  knows  it — 

Without  one  word  from  me. 


My  heart  was  full,  but  when  I  wrote 

I  dared  not  put  the  half  in, 
For  the  neighbors  know  I  loye  him, 

And  they're  mighty  fond  of  chaffin'; 
So  I  dare  not  write  his  name  outside, 

For  fear  they  would  be  laughin*, 
But  wrote,  "From  little  Kate  to  one 

Whom  she  loves  faithfully;" 

And  he  knows  it — oh,  he  knows  it- 

Without  one  word  from  me. 

Now,  girls,  would  you  believe  it. 

That  postman,  so  concaited, 
No  answer  will  he  bring  me. 

So  long  as  I  have  waited  ? 
But  maybe  there  mayn't  be  one, 

Because—as  I  have  stated — 
My  loTe  can  neither  read  nor  write, 

But  he  loTes  me  faithfully, 

And  I  know,  where'er  my  love  is, 

That  he  is  true  to  me. 


LIBBY    PRISONERS. 

A   THANKSGIVING   EPISODE   OF   '61. 

By  Hknry  Tyrrell. 


It  was  the  eve  of  Thanksgiving,  in  the  year 
1861.  But  the  spirit  of  that  time-honored  Puri- 
tan festival  could  liardly  have  been  expected  to 
penetrate  the  dismal  scene  which  we  are  fain  here 
to  conjure  up  before  the  mind's  eye,  if  not  the 
actual  recollection,  of  the  reader. 

Tiie  first  half-year  of  the  Civil  War  had  brought 
matters  to  a  very  sinister  pass.  Since  the  battle 
of  Bull  Run  the  city  of  Richmond  had  so  many 
captive  Union  soldiers  to  guard  that  requisition 
was  made  upon  the  spacious  brick  tobacco  ware- 
house of  the  Libbys,  the  largest  structure  availa- 
ble in  the  capital,  for  use  as  an  improvised  mili- 
tary prison.  Thenceforward  it  never  lacked  its 
full  quota  of  involuntary  tenants,  though  the  first 
months  were  not  characterized  by  the  overcrowd- 
ing and  general  barbarity  which  later  stamped 
the  name  of  Libby  Prison  with  horror. 

A  bare  upper  room,  with  low  ceiling  supported 
by  whitewashed  wooden  posts,  and  two  small 
barred  windows  looking  out  upon  the  James 
River,  was  jointly  occupied  by  three  Union  sol- 
diers. Wearing  their  now  soiled  and  dingy  blue 
uniforms,  they  lounged  about  in  the  dreary  den, 
maintaining  by  fits  and  starts  a  conversation 
whose  forced  gayety  was  belied  by  the  anxious, 
haggard  look  on  the  faces  of  the  speakers.  One 
of  them,  indeed — Captain  Ralph  Hunt,  of  the  Six- 
teenth Ohio  Volunteers — was  an  invalid,  upon 
whose  hollow  cheek  the  hectic  flush  indicated  that 
his  release  from  life  itself  \Vas  likely  to  precede 
the  opening  of  the  prison  doors.  lie  lay  upon  a 
blanketed  couch,  languidly  reading  in  a  local 
newspaper  the  highly  colored  Confederate  account 
of  the  recent  battle  of  Ball's  Bluff.  Through  the 
window  behind  him  came  obliquely  the  level  rays 
of  the  falling  autumn  sun,  throwing  warm  gules 
on  the  opposite  wall,  and  shedding  a  kind  of 
awesome  splendor  upon  the  squalid  place.  A  fel- 
low officer.  Captain  Tom  Cox,  of  the  Tenth  Ken- 
tucky Volunteers,  sat  on  a  broken  chair  near  the 
other  window,  moodily  smoking  a  ])ipo.  Perched 
on  the  deal  table  in  the  middle  of  the  room  was 
Chaplain  Hart,  of  the  Ninth  Indiana — a  sort  of 
lloosier  Mark  Tapley,  much  older  than  his  two 
companions,  but  whose  jovial  spirit  neither  the 
misfortunes  of  war  nor  the  zeal  of  Methodism 
could  crush.  At  this  moment  ho  was  crooning  a 
hymn  tune,  with  the  vain  hope  of  inducing  the 
otliers  to  join  in.     Finally  he  broke  oflf,  and  said  : 

*'Come,  cheer  up,  boys  !     If  you  can't  do  any 

better,  think  of  your  heavenly  home." 
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*'  Too  far  off,"  muttered  Oox. 

'*  Well,  then,  think  of  your  earthly  home — of 
the  apple  trees  in  blossom  when  you  left  it ;  of 
the  afternoon  sunlight  falling  on  it  this  minute, 
out  there  in  Eaintuck  or  Ohio  or  Illinois,  or 
wherever  it  is.  Mine's  in  Injianna,  thank  God  ! 
where  I  used  to  be—" 

**Rear  admiral  on  the  Wabash  Canal,"  inter- 
rupted Cox,  with  a  flash  of  mirth. 

"  That's  all  right !"  cried  the  buoyant  chaplain, 
now  in  his  element.  ''Smite  me  on  one  cheek, 
and  then  I'll  turn  you  the  other,  for  I'm  meek 
and  lowly.  But,  with  all  your  poking  fun  at  the 
Wabash  Canal,  I'll  bet  you  five  dollars  you  can't 
tell  how  they  take  in  sail  out  there." 

"You  know  I'm  not  a  navigator,  deacon.  But 
I'm  not  too  proud  to  learn.  How  do  they  take  in 
sail  on  the  Wabash  ?" 

''Well,  sir,  they  go  out  on  the  towpath  and 
knock  down  a  mule." 

Cox  smiled,  and  turning  toward  the  sick  man, 
said  : 

"  How  is  that,  Ralph  ?  Come,  get  up  a  smile, 
do  !    Are  you  sick  in  mind  as  well  ?" 

Hunt  making  no  response,  the  deacon  took  up 
the  strain. 

"Look  on  the  bright  side.  You  maybe  ex- 
changed, first  thing  you  know,  when  our  army 
captures  some  rebel  prisoners — if  it  ever  does. 
Then  you  can  go  home,  and  with  the  dozens  of 
different  remedies  the  neighbors  will  bring  in 
you'll  be  either  cured  or  killed  in  no  time." 

Hunt  only  shook  his  head  gloomily. 

"I  don't  care  about  it.  If  I  can't  die  on  the 
field  it  may  as  well  be  here  as  anywhere  else." 

*' Well,"  sighed  the  lloosier  chaplain,  "it's  a 
good  thing  I  am  here  to  give  you  spiritual  coun- 
sel. Hello  !  the  boys  are  starting  that  game  of 
euchre  next  door.     Guess  I'll  take  a  hand." 

Ho  jumped  down  from  the  table,  and  disap- 
peared through  the  open  lateral  door  connecting 
with  an  adjoining  apartment.  Such  little  liber- 
ties were  generally  accorded  to  prisoners  of  rank 
in  those  days,  under  the  commissaryship  of  the 
bluff  but  not  unkindly  Captain  Jackson  Warner. 
Cox  resumed  talk  with  his  melancholy  comrado 
Hunt. 

'•  There  are  other  places  besides  the  field  of  bat- 
tle where  a  man  can  bo  brave  if  he  wants  to,"  he 
ventured. 

"  Oh,  no  doubt,"  retorted  the  sick  man,  rather 
bitterly.     "  I  understand  you,     It  is  not  so  hard 
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for  you  to  keep  up  your  courage  here— «t  the  ex- 
pense of  others/' 

**  What  do  you  mean  T' 

**  You  kuow.  We  have  been  together  ever 
since  I  can  remember,  yot  I  don't  know  of  any 
time  when  I  haven't  had  to  put  up  with  second 
best.  You  have  always  stood  in  front  of  me, 
Tom  Cox — at  school,  at  sport,  in  business,  in 
love/' 

*'  Hold  on,  Ralph  !''  cried  Cox,  hotly.  "  You're 
going  too  far." 

'*  Not  beyond  the  tinith." 

**  Tell  uie  one  thing.  Have  I  ever  played  you 
false  ?" 

**  No  ;  and  you  have  never  needed  to.  Your 
cursed  fatal  luck  does  it  all  for  you." 

''  Now  you  talk  like  a  whining  child,"  mut- 
tered Cox,  exasperated,  rising  to  pace  tho  floor 
impatiently. 

''  Do  I  ?  At  this  moment  your  heart's  deepest 
thought  is  identical- with  mine.  Mildred — my 
God,  how  my  heart  beats  at  the  speaking  of  that 
name  ! — Mildred  Mason,  she  was  the  one  woman 
in  nil  tlio  world  to  me.  Why  did  you  cross  me 
t^here,  too,  when  it  was  certain  as  fate  that  her 
favor  would  fall  on  you  ?" 

"  If  it  was  fate,  what's  the  use  of  talking  about 
it  ?  And  of  what  avail  to  me  now  is  that  woman's 
favor,  iiven  if  I  once  possessed  it  ?  You  know 
she  is  an  irrevocable  Southerner,  like  all  her  fam- 
ily. Yoii  know,  too,  that  I  came  out  for  the 
Union,  as  you  did,  when  tho  first  gun  was  fired 
on  Sumter.  Perhaps  yon  don't  know,  but  I  will 
tell  yon  now,  that  when  I  left  Lexington  she, 
Millie  Mason,  said  she  would  ratiier  see  me  dead 
on  the  field,  wearing  the  Southern  gray,  than 
marching  against  her  peoplo  in  the  blue  uniform 
of  the  North.  That  was  our  parting.  Well,  you 
and  I  have  fought  on  the  same  side,  in  the  same 
battles.  Wo  have  both  won  our  captain's  swords 
— and  lost  them.  Now,  in  misfortune,  we  arc 
still  together.  And  yet,  on  tho  pretext  of  dis- 
parity in  our  lots,  yon  would  banish  the  otic  my 
of  sunshine  that  has  lit  up  tliis  captivity— our 
old  friendship." 

These  words,  spoken  with  passionate  earnest- 
ness, as  Captain  Cox  stood  over  his  comrade's 
couch,  like  a  pitying  but  reproachful  elder 
brother,  could  not  but  aSect  Hunt,  who,  after  a 
silence,  murmured  : 

'^  You  are  well  and  strong.     I  am  ill." 

**  I  don't  forget  that,  cither,"  came  the  soft- 
ened reply. 

''I — I  suppose  .I've  talked  too  much/'  contin- 
ued Hunt;  ''but  it's  all  over  now.  Here's  my 
hand,  if  you  will  take  it." 

But  Cox,  who  had  returned  to  his  broken  chair 


and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  made  no  respon- 
sive movement.     He  only  said  : 

''It's  all  right,  Ralph,  only  give  me  a  little 
time.  You  cut  pretty  deep,  old  fellow ;  but  I 
shall  get  over  it." 

Suddenly  the  main  door  swung  open,  and  Cap- 
tain Jackson  Warner,  the  Confederate  commis- 
sary of  the  prison,  entered,  as  was  his  custom  at 
that  hour  of  the  day. 

"  Evening,  Yanks.  What  deviltry  are  you  up 
to  now  ?" 

"Talking  OTcr  old  times  and  old  comrades, 
captain  ;  that's  all,"  answered  Cox. 

"  Well,  you  may  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
some  cf  them  'ere  old  comrades  of  youru  afore 
long." 

"  What !    Are  wo  going  to  get  out  ?" 

"  No  ;  they're  coming  in.  S'pose  you've  heard 
the  news  ?" 

"  News— of  what  ?" 

"Another  fight  up  ou  the  Potomac,  Ball's  Bluff. 
Yanks  licked  out  of  their  boots  again.  Those 
that  didn't  get  shot  got  .drowned  in  the  river; 
and  those  that  didn't  get  drowned  are  on  their 
way  to  take  up  their  quarters  in  this  yere  hotel." 

Chaplain  Hart,  who  had  hurried  in  from  the 
next  room,  still  holding  his  hand  of  cards,  ex* 
claimed  : 

"  What's  that  ?  Another  fight  ?  More  prison- 
ers ?    Oh,  Lord  !" 

"You're  on  Iho  religious,  ain't  you  ?"  asked 
AVarner,  turning  to  liim. 

"A  shouting  Methodist  these  forty  years,  bless 
the  Lord  !" 

"  Well,  your  shouting  ain't  benefited  Abe  Lin- 
coln nor  yourself  very  much  so  far.  I  reckon 
you'd  better  swing  around  and  pray  for  Jell  Davis, 
and  be  on  the  safe  side." 

"  Never  till  this  right  hand,"  putting  up  the 
left  with  the  cards — "no,  I  mean  this  other  one 
— shall  lose  its  cunning  1" 

"  Oh,  you  may  as  well,  deacon  !"Cox  joined  in. 
"  Pray  for  Jeff  Davis  if  they  want  you  to.  He'll 
need  it,  maybe,  before  the  war  is  over." 

Hunt,  sitting  upon  his  couch,  now  claimed  the 
attention  of  the  commissar  v. 

"Is  there  any  definite  news  to  be  had  >o£  that 
battle,  captain  ?" 

"Why,  yes.  In  fact,  the  first  batch.of  prison- 
ers is  here  now,  and  there's  a  colonel  among  them 
that's  assigned  to  this  room.  He  can  tell  you  all 
about  it.  Hark!  I  reckon  they're  just  biinging 
him  upstairs." 

Sure  enougl),  the  tramp  of  the  approaching 
guard  could  be  heard  outside;  aiid  in  another 
minute  the  new  prisoner  was  marched  in.  He 
was  a  fine,  soldierly-looking  man,  though  very 
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Afapidated  as  to  uniform  and  carrying  his  left 
arm  in  a  sling.     With  a  courtly  salute  he  said  : 

**  Gentlemon,  permit  me.  I  am  Colonel  Gogges- 
well,  of  the  Forty-second  New  York.*' 

Cox  was  the  first  to  grasp  his  hand,  exclaiming, 
warmly  : 

**  Whsit !  Colonel  Coggeswell  of  the  New  York 
Tammany  Regiment  ?  Be  assured,  we  have  heard 
of  you.  These,  colonel,  are  my  comrades — Cap- 
tain liunt,  from  Ohio,  and  Chaplain  Hart,  from 
Indiana.  I  am  Tom  Cox,  of  the  Tenth  Ken- 
tucky.'* 

**l  am  proud  and  happy  to  be  quartered  with 
you,  gentlemen,''  said  the  colonel,  shaking  hands 
all  around.  ''Do  you  find  it  very  lonesome 
here  ?" 

''On  the  contrary,  the  place  is  much  too  popu- 
lous. It  seems  as  if  the  fortunes  of  war  had  se- 
lected the  flower  of  our  army  to  pine  away  in  this 
dismal  hole.     Oh,  for  an  hour  of  action  !" 

"Never  mind,"  broke  in  the  irrepressible 
deacon.  "Just  wait  till  the  exchange  begins. 
With  a  dozen  such  prisoners  as  ourselves  they 
ought  to  be  able  to  redeem  a  whole  rebel  regi- 
ment." 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,"  said  Colonel  Cogges- 
well, "our  side  has  hardly  begun  taking  prison- 
ers yet." 

"  Was  that  affair  at  Ball's  Bluff  as  bad  as  the 
rebs  make  it  out  ?" 

"  Sir,  it  was  a sight  worse  !    They  had 

ns  in  a  bad  fix  there,  and  no  mistake.  They  can 
lie  their  prettiest  this  time,  and  yet  fall  short  of 
telling  how  badly  they  really  licked  us." 

"Then,"  cried  Hart,  melodramatically,  "all 
was  lost  save  honor  ?" 

Colonel  Coggeswell  looked  cautiously  around, 
to  see  that  the  commissary  and  guard  had  left  the 
room,  before  replying : 

"No,  sir.  Something  else  besides  honer  was 
ssived.  '  Our  colors,  by  !" 

Anil  throwing  open  his  coat,  he  Bhowe<l  the 
regiment's  flag,  wrapped  securely  around  his 
bodv. 

The  sight  thrilled  every  man  in  the  room,  and 
poor  Hunt  got  up  excitedly  from  his  couch,  ex- 
claiming : 

"  The  Stars  and  Stripes  forever  !  How  beauti- 
ful the  old  flag  looks,  boys  !" 

Cox  proposed  three  cheers,  and  they  were  given 
with  a  zest  that  brought  Captain  Warner  in  a 
hurry  to  find  out  what  was  going  on. 

"  Come,  come,  gentlemen,  remember  where 
you  are  !  This  ain't  Washington,  D.  C.  What 
are  you  feeling  so  ornary  about,  anyhow  ?" 

"  We  were  just  welcoming  an  old  friend,  that's 
all,"  explained  Cox. 


"  And,  besides,"  added  Hart,  "  ain't  this 
Thanksgiving  Eve  ?  By  the  way.  Captain  War- 
ner, iiow  is  your  cook  getting  along  with  those 
pumpkin  pies  we  ordered  and  paid  for  this  morn- 
ing  r 

"  That's  a  fact,"  replied  the  good-natured  com- 
missary. "  Them  pies  must  be  pretty  near  done 
by  this  time,  and  ought  to  be  up  shortly.  Queer 
grub  that," 

"  The  greatest  on  earth.  I  tell  you.  Captain 
Warner,  every  slice  of  that  pumpkin  will  be 
sweetened  with  thoughts  of  home — '  Home,  home, 
sweet,  sweet  home ' !" 

" Shucks  !"  protested  Warner.  "If  you  want 
to  sing,  give  us  'Dixie.'  That's  the  only  tune 
worth  singing.  Is  there  any  Yankee  knows 
'  Dixie '  ?" 

"Anything  to  oblige,  cap,"  said  Cox,  winking 
his  eye  at  his  fellow  prisoners.  "  I  guess  I  can 
sing  you  'Dixie,'  though  I'm  not  quite  aura 
about  the  words." 

"  Never  mind  the  words  ;  the  tune's  the  thing." 

So  the  Union  captain  sang,  ill  a  good  round 
voice,  articulating  with  careful  distinctness  the 
following  lines  to  the  old  Southern  tune  : 

**  And  is  Virginia,  too,  seceding, 
Washington's  great  shade  unheeding? 

Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  Dixie's  laud ! 
Come,  loyal  men,  we'll  march  upon  her, 
Save  the  Old  Dominion's  honor. 

Look  away,  look  away,  look  away,  Dixie*8  laadl 


•< 


Unfurl  onr  country^s  banner 

In  trinniph  there. 
And  let  the  rebels  desecrate 
That  banner  if  they  dare  ! 
Hurrah  I  hurrah  I 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  forever! 

Hurrah !  hurrah ! 
This  Union  shall  not  sever!** 


The  others  joined  in  the  refrain  with  a  will, 
excepting  Warner,  who  cried  : 

'•  Hold  on  !    Cut  it  short,  I  say  P 

*M)o  you  want  another  verse  V'  asked  Coz. 

''  Not  in  that  strain.  Cox,  vou're  the  sassiest 
Yank  in  Libby  Prison.  If  Jell  Davis  was  to  hear 
you  sing  that  kind  of  'Dixie'  I  reckon  he*d 
either  send  you  homo  or  to  your  eternal  resf 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  commotion  at  the 
door,  with  shouts  of  ''  Pie  !  pie  !  Oh,  pumpkin 
pie  V' 

The  stentorian  voice  of  Deacon  Hart  was  heard 
in  tones  of  command  : 

**  Attention  all !  Salute  !  Let  the  noble  pump- 
kin approncli  its  doom  with  military  honors  T' 

The  men  drew  up  in  line,  while  Warner,  smil* 
ing  broadly,  stood  opposite  near  the  doorway. 
In  marched  an  enormous  and  imposingly  digni- 
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fied  negress,  with  a  turban  on  her  head,  bearing 
in  state  a  pie  two  feet  in  diameter.  She  made  a 
solemn  circuit  of  the  table,  depositing  the  pie 
there,  then  left  the  room,  as  she  had  entered  it, 
with  military  honors. 

''Captain,''  said  Cox,  addressing  AVarner,  *'  we 
thank  yon  for  enabling  ns  to  procure  this  treat, 
and  cordially  invite  you  to  share  it  with  us." 

**  Much  obliged,  boys,"  responded  the  commis- 
sary, ''but  ril  have  to  ask  you  to  excuse  me. 
.    The  air  is  getting  too  all-fired  Yankee  for  me  in 
here.     Good  appetite  to  you  all  the  same." 

With  this  he  made  a  discreet  exit. 

Hart  was  already  standing  before  the  pie, 
knife  in  hand.     Cox  announced  : 

"  Chaplain  Hart  will  conduct  the  services. 
You  are  going  to  say  something  before  we  eat> 
aren't  you,  deacon  ?" 

"  All  I  can  say  is,  Lord  bless  this  here  pie — ^and 
Lord  help  us  after  we've  eaten  it  !  Why,  durn 
my  skin  if  that  nigger  cook  ain't  gone  and  put 
an  upper  crust  on  it !  And  the  pumpkin's  cut 
into  hunks  as  big  as  your  fist,  without  no  milk 
nor  sugar,  and  not  half  baked,  neither  !" 

'*  What  a shame  !"  was  the  general  cry, 

as  the  deacon  carved  the  formidable  pastry  and 
distributed  huge  segments. 

■  "We  must  eat  it  anyhow,  if  only  from  loyalty," 
he  said,  setting  the  example  by  attacking  his  own 
piece,  and  continuing,  with  his  mouth  full  : 
"  These  Virginia  darkies  can  cook  possums,  but 
they  don't  know  what  pdmpkin  pie  is.  They 
must  be  freed  and  educated.  Think  of  a  whole 
race  in  ignorance  of  pumpkin  pie  !" 

Presently  Warner  reappeared  at  the  outside 
door,  and  made  signs  which  were  promptly  un- 
derstood and  heeded. 

'*  Stir  up  the  animals  !    Visitors  coming  I'' 

"  Petticoats,  too,"  was  whispered  about. 
<   The  commissary  entered  ceremoniously,  escort- 
ing a  pretty  little  woman  mnfSed  in  a  cloak. 

**  Oeutlemcn,  a  Southern  lady  pays  you  the 
honor  of  a  visit." 

Captain  Cox,  advancing  courteously  to  do  tlie 
honors  of  the  place,  stopped  suddenly  at  sight 
of  the  fair  visitor's  face. 

*^  Great  Heaven  !  Mildred — Miss  Mason — you 
have  come  here " 

''Yes,  Tom,"  she  .nnswered,  simply, 'Mt  is  L 
What  r.  horrid  place  !" 

"  No  doubt  you  find  us  at  a  disadvantage.  I 
say  113,  f^r  Ralph  is  here,  too,  as  you  see." 

**0h,  dear,  how  dreadful!  You  poor  foolish 
boys  I  And  how  is  it  with  you.  Captain  Hmit  ?" 
she  murmured. 

''Not  much  worse  than  when  I  parted  from 
vou,"  replied  the  sick  man,  who  had  risen  from 


his  couch,  and  was  making  visible  efforts  to  pat 
on  his  best  appearance. 

"  What  a  pair  of  deluded,  headstrong  boys ! 
Why  did  you  desert  the  South  ?" 

'*  It  was  the  South  that  did  the  deserting,"  said 
Cox.     "But  pray  don't  let  us  talk  politics." 

"It  breaks  my  heart  to  see  you  here,  both  of 
you — yes,  all  of  you.  See  !"  She  produced  from 
underneath  her  cloak  a  box  and  two  bottles.  "  I've 
brought  you  some  cigars  and  things  to  cheer  you 
up.    Wasn't  I  thoughtful  ?" 

"Bless your  sweet  face  and  gentle  heart,  miss," 
said  Hart.    "It's  a  pity  you're  secesh." 

"Well,  she  seems  to  han  toward  the  Union 
side  anyhow,"  wliispercd  Colonel  Coggeswell, 
glancing  toward  Cox  and  Mildred,  who  had  moved 
to  one  side,  and  were  already  absorbed  in  an  ear- 
nest whispered  conversation. 

The  men,  including  Hunt,  quietly  withdrew  to 
the  adjoining  room,  and  Warner  as  nnostenta- 
tiously  retreated  through  the  outer  door. 

"  Why,  they  have  all  gone !"  exclaimed  the 
girl. 

"  Yes  ;  that  is  a  little  courtesy  we  have  amongst 
ourselves  when  anyone  receives  a  visit.  We  are 
alone,  Millie,  for  a  moment  at  least." 

She  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  and  her 
voice  faltered  as  she  said  : 

"To  think  that  we  shonld  meet  again  hke 
this  !" 

"  Pshaw  I  You  didn't  come  here  just  to  say 
that,  I  know.  You  are  fickle,  but  not  deliber- 
ately crudl." 

"  It  is  yon  who  are  cruel  when  you  speak  to  me 
in  that  way.     Oh,  Tom,  you  know  I  love  you  !*' 

He  started  violently. 

"Do  I?    How?" 

"I  have  come  here  to  save  you." 

"  To  save  me  ?" 

"  Yes ;  that  is,  to  tell  you  how  you  can  be 
saved,  I  think.    General  Winder  is  coming  here.'' 

"  General  Winder,  the  Provost  Marshal  of  Rich- 
mond ?    Coming  here  to  Libby  Prison  ?" 

"Yes,  this  evening.  I  coaxed  him  to  let  me 
make  this  little  visit  in  advance.  You  know  he 
is  an  old  friend  of  father's,  and  would  refuse  mo 
nothing." 

"Then  there's  something  in  the  wind  ?" 

"  It's  an  exchange  of  prisoners,  I  think.  Any- 
way, I  overheard  some  talk  about  selecting  six 
officers  from  your  section  here.  It  must  be  for 
exchange.     You  shall  be  one  of  the  six,  Tom." 

He  looked  in  her  face  with  eager  gnititude. 

"And  Hunt,  too  ?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,  ])oor  Ralph,  too.  That's  what  I  toM 
General  Winder.  He  shook  his  head,  and  looked 
very  serious.     But  I'm  sure  he  can't  refuse  me 
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that  favor,  especially  as  it  makes  no  diBcicnce  to  one,  that  of  patriotiBm,  of  honor.     Listen,  my 

him  whom  he  selects."  girl.     I  Ioto  you.     Dearer  thiin  my  heart's  blood 

"  Good  for  yoLi,  Millie,  you  angfl !     Whnt  can  is  the  smilo  yoii  havo  given  mo  to-day,  and  the 

I  say  to  you  now  ?"'  pressure  of  that  little  hand.     Yet,  God  help  mc! 

"Say  that  when  once  you  are  free  fiom  this  they  can  never  be  mine  again  nntil  this  war  is  orar, 

horrid  prison  you  will  go  back  Son tli ;  that  yon  and  tiie  Union  sared,  iielped  by  every  thonglii 

will  figlit  no  more  against  my  people  and  yonr  and  energy  that  fato  may  leave  mo  to  bestow." 
own  ;  that  yon  will  keep  for  me  the  life  I  want  to        "Hnah!"  she    exclaimed,   suddenly.     "They 

help  yon  to  save."  are  coming." 


"'TSE.I  I  U&VE  li 


c  ABKBD,  w[Ta  UEa  Kraa  shininq  tubocoii  Tkabh. 


The  yonng  soldier  started  backward,  saying, 
excitedly: 

"No  I  rather  than  that,  letT me  stay  in  prison  ! 
My  country  needs  me.  Why,  I  value  liberty  itself 
chiefly  because  I  could  ueo  it  to  fight  for  the 
Union." 

"  Then  I  have  no  claim  upon  yon  P"  she  asked, 
witli  her  eyes  shining  througli  tears. 

"Yes" — his  voice  trembled  with  emotion — ■ 
*'ye8,  a  very  tenderttlaim ;  a  claim  seoond  te  btit 


"  Then  good-by,  and  GoU  bless  you  I"  • ; 

Warner  stood  at  the  aoor,  saying  : 

"  I'm  Borry,  but  the  time  ia  np." 

The  others  came  gently  biick  for  the  leave  tak- 
ing.    Mildred  brushed  away  her  tears,  and  said  : 

"Clood-by,  Tom!  Good-by,  Uiilph !  Gentle- 
men, good-by,  all  of  yon  !  I'm  so  sorry  for  you  ! 
But  try  and  make  the  best  of  it,  won't  yon  ?" 

"We  will,  indeed — thanks  to  you,"  spoke  up 
Colonel  Coggeswell.     "  And  let  mo  tell  you.  Miss 
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Mason,  you   hare  finished  the  rebels'  work — by 
capturing  our  hearts/' 

Upon  the  deacon^s  suggestion  three  ronsing 
cheers  were  given  for  ''the  true  American  girl/' 
When  she  had  vanished,  like  the  sunshine  of  day. 
Cox  said : 

"  Oeneral  Winder  is  coming  here," 

'  What  for?"  was  tlie  eager  inquiry. 

*'  An  exchange.  Til  bet,"  declared  Hart. 

**  Attention,  gentlemen  !"  called  Warner,  from 
the  doorway. 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  when 
General  Winder,  in  full  uniform  and  followed  by 
his  staff,  entered  the  room.  At  the  same  time 
the  commissary  brought  in  a  dozen  more  prison- 
ers from  other  parts  of  the  section.  The  Confed- 
erate general,  a  man  of  distinguished  presence, 
with  florid  face  and  silver  hair,  began,  impress- 
ively : 

''Gentlemen,  I  have  come  here  to  perform  a 
diflScult,  a  painful,  yet  an  imperative  duty."  At 
these  ominous  words  the  men  exchanged  signifi- 
cant looks.  ''  Tidings  have  reached  us  that  the 
oflScers  and  crew  of  the  Confederate  States  cruiser 
Savannah,  who  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the 
Union  authorities,  and  are  on  trial  on  the  charge 
of  piracy,  are  threatened  with  summary  exeon- 
tion.  Under  these  circomstances  the  Confederate 
States  Govern  men  t  has  been  constrained  to  give 
notice  that  it  would  hold  an  eqnal  number  of 
Union  soldiers,  of  corresponding  rank,  chosen 
from  among  the  prisoners  at  present  in  our  hands 
here  in  Kichmond,  as  hostages,  to  be  dealt  with 
in  the  same  manner  as  Mr.  Lincoln  shall  decide 
to  deal  with  those  of  our  compatriots  now  in  his 
power," 

A  hurried  conference  in  whispers  was  held 
amongst  the  astonished  prisoners,  who  chose 
Captain  Cox  as  their  spokesman.  He  came  for« 
ward,  and  said  : 

''General,  I  think  we  can  appreciate  the  aitua- 
tion,  and  beg  to  say  that  we  are  at  your  service." 

"My  requisition,"  General  Winder  went  on, 
^'  calls  for  six  officers  from  this  section.  Are  there 
six  among  you  who,  knowing  the  gravity  of  the 
case — and  I  do  not  deceive  you  as  to  its  import — 
are  there  six  among  you,  I  say,  who  are  willing 
to  offer  themselves  as  hostages  ?" 

Every  Union  man  in  the  room,  as  if  by  pre- 
concerted arrangement,  came  forward  to  offer  his 
life  as  hostage — even  poor  Hunt,  wlio,  too  feeble 
to  remain  standing,  supported  himself  by  leaning 
heavily  against  the  table.  The  old  general  was 
deeply  affected  by  this  superb  spontaneity  of  hero- 
ism, but  endeavored  to  mask  his  emotion  by  as- 
suming increased  sternness. 

'"  Wliut,  all  ?    But  only  six  are  wanted*     I  see; 


this  will  not  do.  There  is  but  one  way  te  prc^ 
ceed,  and  that  is  to  draw  six  from  among  the 
names  of  all.  Captain  Warner  will  prepare'  the 
lots." 

Warner  tore  some  pages  from  a  notebook,  and 
gave  each  prisoner  a  slip  whereon  to  write  his 
own  name.  These  slips  were  then  collected  in 
the  commissary's  hat,  which  was  placed  on  the 
table. 

"It  now  remains,"  continued  General  Winder, 
"for  the  six  names  to  be  drawn  by  one  of  your- 
selves.    Whom  shall  it  be  ?" 

"  Captain  Cox  !"  was  the  unanimous  clmice. 

Cox  bowed  racognition  and  advanced  to  the 
table.  After  shaking  up  the  hat  he  drew  out  one 
slip  at  a  time,  and  without  looking  at  it  handed  it 
to  Warner.  Warner  read  each  name  aloud  as  it 
was  drawn,  and  General  Winder  repeated  it  after 
him,  at  the  same  time  writing  it  down  in  his 
notebook.  The  names,  each  of  which  was  greeted 
with  an  outburst  of.  mnrmqred  applause,  were  as 
follows :  Major  Paul  Revere,  Thirtieth  Massachu- 
setts; Colonel  Alfred  Wood,  Fourteenth  New 
York ;  Colonel  Michael  Corcoran,  Sixty- ninth 
New  York ;  Captain  Alfred  Ely,  Thirty-seventh 
New  York ;  Colonel  Coggeswell,  Forty-second 
New  York ;  Captain  Ralph  Hunt,  Sixteenth  Ohio. 

As  the  last  name  was  called  Cox  turned  to  the 
provoet  marslill,  and  said,  with  deep  earnestness : 

"Oeneral  .Winder,  the  last  name  I  have  drawn 
by  an  nn happy  ffttality  is  that  ^f  my  friend  and 
comrade.  Captain  Ibilph  Hunt.  He  is  a  sick  man, 
and  not  in  condition  to  go  ns  hostage.  With  your 
permission,  general,  I  will  go  in  his  place." 

At  this  point  a  piercing  scream  interrupted  the 
speaker,  and  Mildred  Mason  rushed  wildly  into 
the  room,  crying: 

"Yon  shall  not  do  it,  Tom  I  I  have  listened, 
and  I  know  all.  It  is  hot  to  freedom,  but  to 
death,  they  would  take  you.  Don't  go,  Tom ! 
The  lots  decided  it  fairly,  and  your  name  was  not 
drawn.     You  shall  not " 

She  tried  to  press  forward  to  his  side,  but  fell 
fainting  into  the  arms  of  Warner,  who,  at  a  sign 
from  General  Winder,  removed  her  gently  from 
the  room.  The  general  then  turned  to  Cox,  and 
said,  curtly : 

"  Your  proposition  is  out  of  order,  sir,  and  I 
cannot  consider  it.  The  six  men  whose  names 
have  been  drawn  wHl  report  at  once  at  the  com- 
missary's room." 

Tiiereupon  he  took  his  departure,  followed  by 
his  staff.  Hunt  had  come  and  put  his  arm  about 
his  friend,  and  now  said  : 

"Tom,  you  have  fairly  proved  yourself  the 
better  man  of  us  two.  If  one  of  u&  has  to  be 
sacrificed,  it.  ought  -Xo  be  m^,  and  I  am  glad 
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Winder  wouldn't  take  yon.  AH  the  same,  yon 
meant  it,  old  fellow,  and  it  was  sablime.  Now, 
will  von  pardon  what  I  said  and  give  me  your 
hand"?'' ' 

Cox  seized  the-  proffered  hand  -warmly^  and  re^ 
plied,  choking  with  emotion  : 

*'  Why,  Ralph,  we  are  old  comrades.  Say  no 
more.  But  I  wish  to  Ueaven  I  could  go  in  your 
plnce/* 

''Attention  !     Fall  in  !" 

It  was  the  voice  of  Warner,  who  had  returned 
to  take  away  the  six  hostages.  All  the  others 
shook  their  hands  with  an  unspoken  good- by  as 
they  filed  out.  Hunt  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  the 
brave  Colonel  Coggeswell. 

Cox  paced  the  room  restlessly  after  they  had 
gone,  while  Hart  sat  dejectedly  in  the  broken 
chair.     At  last  Cox  said  : 

"This  is  the  final  blow.  Deacon,  do  you  ever 
despair  of  Providence  ?'' 

"  Never  did  yet,*'  came  the  unfailing  reply. 
"I  can't  believe  it  possible  that  they  would  sacri- 
fice those  boys  in  any  such  cold-blooded  way.  It 
would  be  agin  human  nature  and  civilization." 

"So  is  war  itself;  and  yet  here  yon  have  it, 
war  of  the  bloodiest,  brother  against  brother.  I 
tell  you,  there  is  a  fearful  fight  on,  and  you 
will  see  atrocities  to  make  the  angels  in  heaven 
weep." 

"  Well,  one  thing  is  certain  :  these  hostages 
won't  be  sacrificed  nnless  the  rebel  prisoners  are 
executed  first,  and  in  that  case  it  will  be  our  own 
side  that  started  the  thing." 

^'  What  consolation  is  that  to  the  fellows  that 
get  shot  or  hanged  ?     Hello  !  what's  up  now  ?" 

Once  more  Mildred  Mason  had  entered  the 
place  suddenly,  unannounced.  But  now  she  was 
eager  and  radiant. 

"Oh,  Tom " 

"  Still  here,  you  poor  child  ?    You  must  quit 


this  accursed  place  before  you  go  mad  or  drive 
me  so." 

"  But  I've  come  back  to  tell  you  there's  news." 

"  What  news  ?" 

"  Of  the  Savannah  trial.  General  Winder  has 
just  received  a  dispatch  from  Washington.  Here 
comes  Captain  Warner  with  it  now." 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  captain,"  begged  Cox, 
meeting  him  at  the  door,  "put  us  out  of  this 
misery  of  suspense.     What's  the  news  ?" 

The  commissary's  eye  twinkled. 

"  There's  a  woman  about — what  more  do  you 
want  ?  She  happened  to  overhear  a  secret  com- 
munication about  a  minute  ago,  and  as  a  natural 
consequence  the  whole  prison  knows  it  by  this 
time.  Well,  to  cut  the  thing  short,  here's  a  copy 
of  the  dispatch  General  Winder  has  got  from  Abe 
Lincoln.  I  thought  the  Federal  Government 
would  back  down." 

He  handed  the  paper  to  Cox,  who  read  : 

**  Washtmoton,  D.  C. 
"  To  General  Winder ^  Proeaat  Marshal,  Richmond: 

**  The  President  has  ftdvioes  from  New  York  to  the  effect 
that,  the  trial  of  the  Savannah  prisoners  haying  resulted 
in  a  disagreement  ol  the  jnrjr,  said  prisoners  will  be  dealt 
with  aoeording  to  the  regular  procedure  of  warfare,  and 
consequently  in  a  manner  which  will  render  the  proposed 
holding  of  Union  hostages  in  jeoj^ardy  at  Richmond  an- 
neoes&iry.  The  question  of  exchange  may  be  referred  to 
the  aeporate  negotiations  now  pending  to  that  end. 

**  (Signed)        SmoN  Gamebon,  Secretary  of  War/* 

''  Yon  see  I  vm  right  thU  time !"  cried  Mil- 
dred, trinmphftiitlj. 

''  This  will  be  a  great  Thanksgiving,  praised  be 
the  Lord  !"  added  Hart.  **  There  come  the  boys 
back,  too.'' 

**  Oh,  Tom,"  whtgpereA  the  now  rosy  and  ra^ 
diant  girl,  **  this  is  yofir  last  and  only  chance  V 

*'  OnJy  chance  for  what,  Millie  V* 

'*  To  kiss  me  T 
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Kfen  winds  of  cloud  and  vaporous  drift 
Disrobe  yon  star,  as  ghosts  that  lift 
A  snowy,  curtain  from  its  place. 
To  scan  a  pillowed  beauty^s  face. 


They  see  her  slumbering  i^lendora  lie 
B«Mlded  on  biiie  «iifathom«d  sky. 
And  mvoMi  lor  lo^e  and  d«ep  delight, 
fatk  OB  ail  tk«  mgfat. 


THE   COUNTY  FAIR. 

By  Thomas  Donnelly. 


For  the  dweller  in  rural  regions  there  is  one 
red-letter  date  in  the  year.  All  other  festivala 
aeem  dnlt  aud  colorless  beside  the  connty  fair, 
with  its  many  gayeties  and  distractions,  and 
above  all  its  cheering  reunion  of  friends,  who 
here  meet  npon  common  ground  to  celebrate  a 
common  holidtiy.  It  is  a  distinctly  comprehen- 
sive gathering,  attended  by  all  the  conntry  world 
and  his  wife,  and  therefore  a  fniitfnl  field  for 
observation.  The  present  sketch  and  its  ncconi- 
panyiiig  illnstrntions  wore  made  at  an  annnat  fair 
held  in  the  interior  of  the  Empire  State. 

The  county  fair  has  a  fashion  of  proclaiming 
its  presence  so  that  the  most  cnsual  observer 
within  a  radius  of  several  miles  from  the  actual 
scene  itself  cannot  fiiil  to  notice  the  indications 
of  some  very  miiisual  event.  Far  away  along 
the  white  highways  and  byways  of  the  country- 
side a  constant  stream  of  vehicles  converges  from 
m:iny  sources  toward  one  centre.  Above  tlio 
fields,  so  lately  dressed  in  the  glory  of  harvest 
time,  rises  a  clond  of  filmy  dnst,  cansed  by  the 
elTorts  of  country  cousins  und  friendly  neighbors 
to  outstrip  each  other  in  the  race  to  the  grounds  ; 
for  npon  this  occasion,  if  ever,  does  the  spirit  of 
emulation  flourish.     It  tliere  is  any  apeeil  in  the 
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family  horse  it  ii  expected  to  tibow  itself  now, 
and  the  owners  of  animals  of  acknowledged  pres- 
tige make  a  point  of  displaying  the  qualities  of 
their  trotters.  The  public  road  becomes  an  im- 
proTised  rsoe  course,  and  the  exultation  of  those 
who  fly  post  their  competitors  is  only  equaled 
by  the  chagrin  of  the  latter  as  they  reluctantly 
fall  behind,  obscured  in  dnst  and  defeat.  The 
journey  by  road  to  the  fair  grounds  is  a  fitting 
preliminary ;  it  warms  the  blood,  raises  the 
spirits,  and,  in  short,  produces  a  pleasant  exhil- 
aration of  mind  and  body  eminently  calculated  to 
fit  the  pleasure  seekers  for  the  varied  scene  of 
pleasure  and  excitement  which  lies  before  them. 

Amid  the  crocking  of  whips,  the  flutter  of  rib- 
bons, tlie  sound  of  voices  raised  in  good-natnrod 
rivalry,  and  the  incessant  whir  of  wheels,  one 
after  another  the  holiday  makers  arrive.  When 
toll  is  paid,  which  usually  amounts  to  tho  earn  of 
one  dollar  for  a  whole  wngonload,  or  twenty-five 
cents  per  head,  the  first  thing  to  bo  attended  lo 
is  the  selection  of  a  camping  ground.  'J'liis  is  ac- 
complished by  securing  a  convenient  tree  or 
handy  fence  rail  to  which  the  team  can  be  hitched. 
Once  this  has  been  done  a  headquarters  for  the 
party  is  establislied,  and  everyone  can  wander  ofi 
at  will,  knowing  where  to  rendezvous,  for,  of 
course,  tho  buggy,  tho  wagon  or  tho  brickbonnl 
contains  a  well-equipped  lunch  box,  and  nobody 
has  any  intention  of  being  absent  when  it  is 
broached.  There  is  abundant  matcnul  at  a 
county  fair  for  mental  diversion,  but  the  exer- 
tion requisite  for  a  due  appreciation  of  all  the 
sights  is  pretty  certain  to  produce  a  good  appetite 
for  creature  comforts  also. 

The  people  wiio  attend  a  connty  fair  are  di- 
verse as  the  scenes  amid  which  they  move ;  and 
odd  08  many  of  llieir  charnctevistics  seem,  it  niuft 
not  be  supposed  that  tho  sightseer  at  these  run:! 
feasts  is  alwnvs  a  specimen  of  primitive  rusiic 
simplicity.  "  Farmers  and  fakirs  "  donbtless  com- 
prise a  majority  of  thoso  present,  yet  it  hy  no 
means  follows  that  the  former  are  merely  helpless 
and  willing  victims  of  tho  tatter.  Tho  comic 
artists  have  created  certain  rustic  tyjics,  and 
wouhl  have  ns  believe  that  these  are  the  domi- 
nant ones.  "  Uncle  Pcgram  from  Podunk,"  who 
so  often  appears  in  tiic  funny  papers  as  tlie  hero 
of  countless  absurd  episodes,  was  undoubtedly 
drawn  from  a  living  model,  but  it  may  bo  that 
Iiersonal  observation,  say  at  a  county  fair,  will 
occasionally  reveal  that  the  "  hayseed  "  is  not  al- 
ways confined  to  the  farmer's  hair.     Many  a  city 
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fekir  hfia  found  to  hia  disadTantage  tliat  rustic 
wit  can  bo  quite  as  keen  as  his  own  Ae  to  the 
genera]  etitetnbU  of  tlie  crowds  at  tliese  yearly 
gallierings,  it  includes  the  vnralist  of  all  ages, 
shapes  and  sizes,  in  probably  the  most  complete 
manner  that  could  be  desired  by  the  student  cf 
biimanity.  The  old  lady  appears  there  year  after 
year  in  the  well- preserved  silk  gown,  the  well- 
remembered,  neat  little  shawl,  and  llio  sober  bon- 
net whose  fashion  aeema  to  be  bo  popular  that  it 
never  requires  alteration.  How  primly  perennial 
are  all  the  varioiiB  littlo  details  of  lier  simple  cob- 
tnme  !  She  is  ever  the  same  old  friend.  Iler  hns- 
band,  too — or,  it  may  be,  should  she  happen  to  be 
nn  old  maid,  bor  brother,  who,  like  her,  has  never 
married — sots  an  esampio  of  constancy  to  old 
forms  in  the  cut  and  color  of  his  clothes.  He 
wears  the  familiar  gray  tweed,  the  staid,  respect- 
nMe  broadcloth  ;  the  soft,  wide-brimmed  hat, 
Kor  wiiriie  consent  to  forsake  th.it  typical  badge 
of  nil  his  tribe,  the  gray  goatee  fringing  his  chin, 
and  which  suggests  the  odd  fancy  that  ho  nnd  his 
brethren  have  their  beards  furnished  them  on 
contract  by  Uncle  Sam,  who  sets  the  stylo  nnd 
produces  tlio  goods  in  quantity,  at  a  reduced 
Cgu  re. 

The  boys  and  girls  are  spry  and  neat  aa  ever, 
r.::d  why  should  they  bo  otherwise  in  this  gay  time 
of  merrymaking?  The  fair  sex  can  appenr  at 
their  beat  at  a  country  fair,  nor  need  the  canstic 
citymaiden  imagine  that  these  rural  belles  do  not 
keep  pace  with  the  fashions.  While  there  are 
plenty  of  yonng  women  who  might  be  accused  of 
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having  sadly  neglected  the  modern  milliner's  arts, 
there  are  others  whose  gowns  and  figures  woffld 
cast  no  discredit  upon  a  colored  fashion  plate. 
There  are  style  and  beauty  In  Podnnk  as  well  as  in 
Paris,  and  the  skeptical  had  better  go  and  see  for 
themaelres. 

Young  people  develop  rapidly  in  the  country 
regions,  nnd  so  it  happens  that  at  a 
country  fair  the  small  boys  of  hist 
year  will  often  b3  found  to  haTO 
changed  into  the  stalwart  youths  and 
young  men  of  this.  The  trouble 
often  is,  however,  that  their  tailoring 
does  not  keep  pnco  trkli  their  physical 
growth,  nnd  the  consequent  reeult  is 
au  nlnrniiug  deficiency  in  the  Icnglli 
of  pnntuloons  or  of  coat  sleeves. 
This  is  not  invariable,  of  course,  yet 
it  is  eufficicnlly  frequent  to  offend 
the  artistic  sense  in  the  beholder.  It 
is  also  a  matter  for  sincere  regret, 
because  these  country  hids  are  usually 
of  sncli  admirable  proportions  that 
the  most  captious  critic  could  never 
accuse  them  of  being  "  stuffed  dudes," 
and  it  seems  a  pity  tiiry  should  be 
handicapped  by  a  lack  of  artificial 
ucceasories. 

The  crowd  in  the  fair  gronnda 
momentarily  increases  as  additional 
parties    arrive,   and   the   number  of 
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cnrriftgee  is  augmented  until,  as  the  visitor**  eye 
r»T)geB  over  tlie  tvide  nren  before  him,  he  might 
easily  be  iin|)resaci]  with  the  notion  that  these 
horses  and  vehicles  form  a  special  feature  of  the 
sales.  And  a  more  thoroughly  lieterogeneona  col- 
lection of  traveling  conveyances  it  troiild  certainly 
be  hard  to  find.  Old-fashioned  bnggies,  grown 
wheezy  in  the  family  service,  wagons  with  rickety 
fiwnings  and  uncertain  springs,  buckboards  whose 
rattled,  disjointed  anatomies  suggest  long  and 
painfnl  careers — centenarian  records,  in  fact,  over 
the  rnttiest,  most  exasperating  of  rnr(il  highways. 
On  the  other  hand,  there  nre  of  conrse  carri^ee 
which  amply  snetain  the  dignity  and  prestige  of 
their  proprietors,  ami  sometimes,  perhaps,  the 
envy  of  tiie  neighhors. 

To  the  eye  of  the  new  arrival  the  most  conapic- 
nons  objects  are  the  luiiclieon  bdotlis,  erected 
along  the  roadway  in  the  vicinity  of  the  entrance 
— wily  snares,  apparently,  set  for  his  capture  by 
enterprising  caterers,  who  rely  on  their  seductive 
wares  to  offxet  the  slight  drawbacks  of  the  loca- 
tion. For  the  truth  i<i  that  these  temporary  res- 
taaraniK  :iri-  li:ilf  hidden  under  dense  clonds  of 
dnnt  rr'<iii   ''it'  iTowded  roadway,  and  the  eEfect 


npon  the  pies  and  sandwiches  can  be  imagined. 
The  amount  of  "  grit "  that  can  be  absorbed  into 
the  constitution  by  simply  paying  for  a  modest 
Innch  is  beyond  conception,  and  tlie  meal  itself  is 
consumed  under  pecniiar  anspices.  You  enter  to 
behold  the  restaurateur,  dimly  visible  behind  a 
misty  veil  of  duet,  apparently  a  genii  floating  in 
space  and  magically  dispensing  gifts  around. 
The  fact  that  these  are  bestowed  in  return  for 
tAugible  current  coin  is  obscured  in  the  mystery 
of  the  scene,  but  a  stem  sense  of  reality  snper- 
Tenee  when  yon  awaken  to  the  ilisoovcry  that  yon 
have  parted  with  a  little  of  your  wealth  and  much 
of  your  digestive  powers. 

The  connty  fair  is  nothing  if  not  the  scene  of 
family  rennions  and  the  renewal  of  old  friend' 
ships.  Matrons  who  have  not  seen  each  other 
since  their  school  days  of  tefT  meet  here  to  express 
mutual  astonishoient  at  the  changes  years  have 
wronght.  Boys  and  girls  nnthought  of  when 
their  parents  last  met  are  now  living  actualities, 
to  be  admired  fo^ their  stalwart  bearing  and  phe- 
nomenal growth.  How  like  they  are  to  what 
father  and  mother  were  at  the  same  age,  ami 
what  a  boat  of  ploa— mt  memories  they  conjure 


THE  COUNTY  FAIR 


671 


«p  !  They,  too,  will  soon  be  Bcattering,  to  share 
in  the  same  toils  and  trials  of  maturity,  and  while 
they  may  be  sonrces  of  anxions  specnlatioDy  they 
ex-cite  pleasurable  emotions  none  the  less  intense, 
because  the  older  people  are  insensibly  led  to  re- 
flect upon  their  own  happy  past,  and  to  realize 
that 
'"The  young  heart  of  existence  beats  forerer  like  a  boy's." 

Greetings  exchanged  and  congratulations  over, 
a  general  scattering  of  the  clans  ensues.  Now 
the  tide  of  humanity  overspreads  the  fair  grounds^ 
to  reach  into  their  remotest  corners  and  transform 
them  into  one  unresting  sea,  with  whose  ever- 
drifting  flotsam  and  jetsam  we  will  float  fancy- 
free.  It  is  seldom  the  fault  of  the  numerous 
fakirs  who  throng  tliese  rural  baziiars  if  the  visit- 
ors fail  to  accord  each  passing  show  its  legitimate 
share  of  attention,  and  the  devices  for  attracting 
notice  are  as  many  as  they  are  ingenious.  One 
pauses  in  wonderment  at  the  antics  of  a  man 
stationed  on  a  cart,  who  holds  an  enormous  piece 
of  cotton  batting  he  is  apparently  in  an  unreason- 
able hurry  to  swallow  entire.  By  degrees  he  be- 
comes more  and  more  frantic,  and,  tearing  the 
fleecy  wool  into  bits,  plasters  his  face  all  over  with 
some  of  them,  casting  the  rest  into  the  air  nntil 
lie  seems  enveloped  in  an  improvised  snowstorm. 
Having  thus  attracted  a  suflSoiently  large  crowd, 
he  suddenly  clianges  his  tactics.  A  large  tnink, 
which  hitlierto  has  specially  interested  the  be- 
holders simply  because  it  was  believed  to  contain 
additional  "fodder"  for  its  insatiable  owner,  is 
now  opened.  Pandora's  box  could  not  have  cre- 
ated a  more  genuine  surprise.  Instead  of  the 
expected  rolls  of  batting  the  eccentric  fakir  pro- 
duces— a  set  of  jewelry  !  Studs,  sleeve  links  and 
watch  chain,  all  are  included  in  the  outflt,  which 
the  fakir  loudly  asserts  to  be  worth  at  least  one 
hundred  dollars.  The  saucer-eyed,  open-mouthed 
crowd  gaze  longingly  at  the  finery,  so  far  beyond 
their  figure.  But  their  spirits  rise  when  they 
hear  that  "  they  will* not  be  asked  one  hundred 
dollars,  nor  even  fifty  dollars,  perhaps  not  even 
ten  dollars — in  fact,  would  they,  be  surprised  to 
know  that  the  price  might  be  cut  as  low  as  five  ?*' 

Excitement  reaches  fever  heat  when  the  gener- 
ous fakir,  in  the  fullness  of  his  heart,  finally  de- 
cides to  literally  bestow  the  jewelry  on  any  per- 
son willing  to  produce  the  preposterous  sum  of 
one  dollar !  Twenty  hands  flash  upward  in  re- 
sponse, and  the  lucky  purchaser  who  has  oatdis- 
tanced  all  competitors  retires  to  furtively  exam- 
ine his  prize  under  the  lee  of  some  convenient 
tent  and  assure  himself  that  he  is  not  the  victim 
of  an  Arabian  Nights  hallucination. 

Some  of  the  itinerant  dealers  who  make  a^pe- 


cial  business  of  traveling  from  fair  to  fair  in  vari- 
ous lines  of  industry  are  wonderfully  clever  at 
repartee,  the  result  of  a  natural  facility  joined  to 
incessant  practice.  There  is  one  man  who  travels 
from  fair  to  fair  in  the  northern  part  of  New 
York  State  who  always  engages  in  a  passage  at 
arms  with  his  audience.  The  local  wits  make  a 
point  of  surrounding  the  cart  from  which  ho  dis- 
penses his  wares,  and  as  regularly  retire  discom- 
fited. The  stories  told  of  this  man  would  fill  a 
volume  of  the  Popular  Monthly,  and  hence 
are  debarred  from  full  recital  here. 

"Why  don't  you  keep  up  with  the  times — keep 
up  with  the  times  ?''  he  roars  at  a  group  of  village 
wits  who  are  not  purchasing  with  the  proper  de- 
gree of  avidity. 

"Guess  we  do  !"  cries  a  chorus  of  voices,  With 
somewhat  inconclusive  argument. 

"  Well,  well,  if  you  do,  your  clothes  don't. 
Ezra,  you  give  that  jacket  to  your  young  brother 
by  next  jear.  The  tailor  that  made  it  forgot  the 
length  of  your  wrists.  Say,  Jake,  in  your  grand- 
father's time  pantaloons  were  made  to  cover  the 
ankles.  Why  don't  you  go  back  to  knickerbock- 
ers again  ?" 

"Wo  ain't  much  on  wheelmen's  clothes  up 
here,"  replies  the  crowd. 

"  Ah,  ah  !  That's  so  P  Well,  it's  easy  seen 
why  you  can't  get  out  of  the  ruts,"  retorts  the 
fakir,  with  an  accompanying  horselaugh,  which 
continues  to  reverberate  nntil  the  audience  tem- 
porarily subside. 

Some  of  the  "jays,"  as  their  antagonist  unfeel- 
ingly refers  to  them,  now  drop  out  of  the  throng, 
but  others  remain  and  continue,  with  constant 
fresh  arrivals,  to  fence  with  the  glib  fakir,  who 
in  nine  cabes  out  of  ten  manages  to  get  the  best 
of  the  encounter. 

"There  is  not  a  link  in  this  fine  chain  that 
isn't  pure  fifteen-carat  gold — I  say  fifteen-carat 
gold  !  Why  don't  you  buy  it  to  make  a  present 
of,  even  if  you-  can't  wear  it  yourselves  ?" 

"  Give  us  tick  for  it  till  next  season,  John,  and 
I'll  give  you  fifteen  fresh  young  carrots  for  tho 
chain  !"  cries  a  local  wit  with  a  nice  talent  for 
punmaking. 

But  the  fakir  stolidly  surveys  him  with  a  glance 
in  which  melancholy  deprecation  and  supreme 
contempt  struggle  for  the  mastery.  At  length 
he  breaks  the  tension  by  uttering  a  sound,  half- 
groan,  half-sigh,  which  portends  disaster  for  the 
audacious  wit.  Then  the  fakir  deliberately  de- 
molishes him. 

"  Don't  know  the  di£Fcr  'tween  a  watch  and  a 
chain  I  Guess  I'd  best  shut  up  shop  and  go  back 
to  civilization.  I  can  give  you  a  watch  on  tick, 
but  not  a  chain,  my  young  friend.     That's  what 
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watches  is  for,  yoa  know.  But  if  my  goods  was  ns 
ritstj  ae  your  wits  I'd  liave  to  go  right  out  o'  busi- 
iiesB,  qnick." 

If  the  youth  who  has  thus  dared  the  fakir  to 
combat  does  not  liappen  to  be  too  tightly  wedged 
ill  the  middle  of  the  crowd  he  is  pretty  sure  to 


endeavor  to  elbow  his  way 
out,  but  if  this  cannot  be  nt 
once  ellccted  he  is  obliged 
to  rcinnin,  pilloried  before 
the  keen  eye  ami  relentless 
tongue  of  his  toruieiitor. 

Elsewhere,  as  wc  wander 
on,  we  see  a  proQtnble  har- 
vest reaped  by  the  proprie- 
tors of  whirling  dnmmirs 
and  sticks  fastened  in  the 
gronnil,  which  engage  tlie 
attention  of  ambitious  men 
and  boys.  Occasionally  a 
well-directed  cinb  succeeds 
in  striking  one  of  the  re* 
volving  dummies,  or  a  deft- 
ly aimed  iron  ring  encircles 
an  npright  stick,  and  the 
winner  retires  with  his 
nickel  cigar  to  enjoy  a  well- 
earned  holiday.  In  the  case 
of  boys,  when  two  or  tliree 
of  a  party  have  captured 
cigars  they  seek  seclusion,  where  they  may  feel 
secure  from  popular  ridicule  during  the  period  of 
convalescence  which  nsnally  follows  their  maiden 
attempt  to  smoke.  From  these  nooks  they  after- 
ward emerge,  much  emaciated,  with  a  very  poor 
opinion  of  the  tobacco  plant. 
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The  "fake"  dime  masentn  and  bogus  show  with  ease  oiitvresUe  a  small  continent  of  boa  con- 

floiirisliea  at  the  county  fair  even  as  n  green  bay  strictors  seems  to  be  taking  a  vacation.     Instead 

tree.    The  bnit  ia  adroitly  set  in  tlie  sliiipe  of  pro-  of  finding  lier  playfully  engaged  in  forming  aerial 

fnse  pictorial  advertisement.     A  caurns  screen,  circles  witli  countless  cobrus,  the  risitors  beliold 

eprend  before  the  entrance  to  the  tent,  forms  the  the  charmer  sitting  quietly  with  a  small  snake  of 

background  of  nn  elevated  platform  npon  which  the   most   ordinary   Noiv   Jersey  variety  twined 

a  few  grotesqnely  attired  peo{)le  make  day  hid-  aronnd    her   iieck.     Apparently   both   Indy  and 

eons.     The  main  arguments  are  noise  and  paint ;  snake  are  suffering  from  a  bad  attack  of  ennui, 

the  "  wonder  world"  within  being  partially  de-  for  they  look  as  though  life  itself  were  not  quito 


THK  TBOTTINa  HATCH. 


picted  on  a  many-colored  series  of  panels,  and  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  crowd  stimulated  by  florid  vocal 
dcsci'iptiojis  and  the  booming  of  a  buss  drum. 
'iVn  cents  doesn't  seem  much  to  pay  for  a  visit  to 
the  interior  of  this  wonderland.  So  with  eager 
fitccs  and  keen  anticipation  the  crowd  files  in. 
Itut  they  liave  pitched  their  hopes  too  high,  for 
the  lady  whose  counterfeit  preeentment  on  the 
canvas  screen  represented  her  as  the  possessor  of 
sucli  powers  over  the  snake  tribe  that  she  could 


worth  the  living,  and  they  Lad  jointly  so  decided. 
A  fair  damsel  remarks  to  her  escort,  "Sny,  AVill, 
why  don't  she  churm  him  'f" 

"  llini — nho  ?"  rejoins  the  caviJier, 

"  Wliy,  the  snake,  of  course," 

"  Don't  you  see  she'a  leaving  all  that  to  yon  ?" 
is  the  g;ill;int  aiisivcr,  followed  by  a  cunvulsivu 
giggle  from  the  girl. 

All  the  itnpoGilions  practiced  at  the  E0-ca1lt'd 
museums  so  uujncrous  in  large  cities  among  sucii 
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regions  as  the  Bowery  of  New  York,  may  be 
found  in  active  operation  at  the  side  show  of  the 
tonnty  fair.  And  the  fact  that  tlra  first  set  of 
patrons  emerge  disgusted  and  disappointed  from 
the  alluring  tent  has  no  effect  whatever  upon  sub- 
sequent business.  Everyone  dislikes  to  confess 
that  he  has  been  taken  in.  And  thus  tlie  show- 
man gathers  an  unfailing  luirvest  of  dupes  and 
dimes. 

An  odd  device  for  entertaining  the  visitors  was 
witnessed  by  tlie  writer  recently  at  a  county  fair. 
Swinging  on  a  trapeze  attached  to  a  crossbeam 
was  an  odd-looking  girl  dressed  in  a  hairy  texture 
not  unlike  the  fibre  of  a  cocoanut.  Overhead  was 
fixed  an  imitation  of  a  spider's  web  formed  of 
thin  rope.  At  a  given  signal  the  girl  swung  her- 
self lupward  against  the  web,  clinging  to  and 
crawling  all  over  it,  and  in  and  out  of  its  meshes. 
The  jperformance  was  about  as  commonplace  as 
might  well  be  imagined,  but  the  crowd  took  it  all 
in  with  demonstrations  of  delight,  and  the  writer 
eould  not  help  thiukiiig  that — if  a  sliglit  indul- 
gence in  slang  may  bo  peruiitted — though  there 
were  clearly  **no  fiies"  on  tlie  proprietor,  the 
public  furnished  an  unusually  luxunant  swarm 
for  his  web.  This  show  w:is  known  as  the  *'  Lady 
Spider.'' 

No  matter  how  warm  the  weather  may  be,  as  it 
•ften  is  even  at  the  later  fairs  of  the  season,  danc- 
inor  is  a  pastime  which  never  loses  its  popularity. 
The  pavilions  wlierein  it  is  indulged  are  composed 
of  boards  laid  upon  the  ground,  an  awning 
stretched  upon  four  posts  shading  the  dancers 
from  the  sun.  A  row  of  narrow  benches  incloses 
the  arena,  outside  which  a  solidly  packed  crowd 
of  spectators  assembles.  Great  is  the  persuasion 
sometimes  used  to  induce  bashful  damsels  to  join 
in  the  dance,  which,  with  the  exception  of  an  oc- 
casional Virginia  reel,  is  invariably  a  kind  of 
quadrille.  The  unusually  large  percentage  of 
lads  and  lasses  unaccustomed  to  this  kind  of 
diversion  causes  such  constant  confusion  that  in 
half  the  dances  everything  winds  up  in  a  go- 
as-you-please,  boisterous,  good-natured  scamper 
round  and  round  the  platform  ;  partners  change 
promiscuously  and  whirl  in  couples  amid  shouts 
of  laughter,  a  deafening  stamping  of  feet,  the 
flutter  of  millinerv,  the  annihilation  of  shirt  col- 
lars  and  the  appreciative  roars  of  the  on-lookers. 
As  for  the  music,  it  is  generally  furnished  by  a 
common  hand  organ,  which  displays  a  i)henome- 
ual  constancy  to  airs  once  popular  on  the  streets 
and  in  the  concert  halls  of  gayety-loving  cities, 
and  which  bring  back  to  the  wanderer  from  urban 
centres  the  familiar  melodious  '' chestnuts"  of 
other  days. 

The  old  people  cannot,  perhaps,  take  the  same 


interest  in  the  dance  as  do  their  juniors,  but 
there  yet  remain  certain  pastimes  in  which  all 
ages  meet  upon  equal  terms.  No  boy,  youth,  little 
girl  or  maiden  blooming  into  womanhood  enjoys 
the  seductive  merry-go-round  more  than  ^^auut," 
"  uncle,"  **  popper  "and  '*  mommer."  The  merry- 
go-rounds  in  use  at  county  fairs  are  quite  as 
much  up  to  date  as  those  we  see  whirling  at  the 
seaside  resorts  of  New  York  and  other  cities ; 
they  are  furnished  with  carriage  seats  and  woo<len 
horses  ^ust  the  same.  Nor  does  any  tiling  please 
''Uncle  Pegram"or  his  consort  better  than  to 
playfully  mount  one  of  those  gamboling,  high- 
stepping,  imitation  steeds  and  canter  around  the 
ring  to  the  inspiriting  strains  from  the  invisible 
orchestra.  Here,  at  least,  if  nowhere  else,  the 
old  people  can  claim  to  be  "in  the  procession." 

It  might  be  well  for  the  rich,  elderly  farmer 
who  visits  the  county  fair  were  he  proof  against 
the  blandishments  of  a  class  whom  not  even  the 
precautions  of  the  fair  authorities  and  their  spe- 
cial policemen  can  keep  outside  the  grounds. 
These  are. the  adroit  swindlers  known  as  "threo- 
card-monte"  and  "shell  game"  manipulators. 
They  mai^age,  somehow,  to  practice  their  trade 
with  comparative  impunity,  and  strangely  enough 
their  greatest  victims  are  men  of  years.  It  is  not 
uncommon  for  staid,  sol  id  farmers  to  find  them- 
selves, at  the  close  of  the  day,  seventy-five  or  one 
hundred  dollars  out  pf  pocket  just  because  they 
had  succumbed  to  the  taste  for  gambling  said  to 
be  inherent  in  all  human  nature. 

Though  art  is  long  under  all  conditions,  and 
time  proverbially  fleeting  at  county  fairs,  exhibi- 
tions of  paintings  are  always  a  favorite  part  of 
the  ''Domestic  Section"  display.  Persons  on- 
joying  local  reputations  as  teachers  of  art  con- 
tribute specimens  of  their  handiwork  which  amnze 
and  delight  the  on-lookers.  The  old  masters  were 
never  more  revered  in  their  day  than  are  these 
local  professors.  It  is  true  that  there' is  a  curious 
monotony  about  their  annual  productions,  for 
"sunsets,"  "  browsing  deer"  and  the  inevitable 
"  portrait  of  a  child"  might  seem  to  afford  some 
excuse  for  weariness  on  the  part  of  the  sophisti- 
cated outsider.  But  among  the  regular  patrons  of 
the  fair  this  sense  of  monotony  does  not  appar- 
ently interfere  with  their  appreciation.  The  same 
pictures  are  on  view  year  after  year  and  capture 
the  same  prizes — "first "and  "second"  awards 
of  probably  two  and  one  dollar  each.  The  public 
criticism  and  zest  for  information  is  always  very 
keen,  for  tyros  in  art  are  numerous,  and  are  not 
only  curious  to'  learn  how  such  and  such  an  "ef- 
fect "is  produced,  but  will  readily  undertake  to 
pick  pictures  to  pieces — in  a  critical  sense  of  course. 
Children's  portraits  appear  to  gain  in  popularity. 
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according  to  the  amount  of  vennilioii  the  artist 
has  used  iijiou  the  cheeks  und  the  degree  of  in- 
geiiiiity  he  has  dUpluyed  in  proilucUg  an  iiiimis- 
takuble  squint.  Portraits  which  eatiafactorily  fill 
tiiG  bill  in  tliese  respects  are  sure  to  cotamand 
special  ntteutinti  and  probably  secure  orders  for 
tlio  artists. 

"  How  tnnch  er  dezen  for  takiii'  sech  pictures 
«z  Ibet  ?"  demands  an  old  laily  wbo  lends  by  tha 
band  her  little  granddaughter.  "  Guesa  I  might 
git  some  took  of  this  little  girl." 

"  What  are  yonr  prices  for  teaching  portrait 
painttn'?"  asks  an  undeveloped  genius  of  sveet 
sixteen,  while  her  older  companion  explains  thnt 
"she  dou't  need  no  drawin'  Icssins:  she's  just 
/wrfect  in  drawin'.     Only  the  paintin',  ye  know." 

The  custom  prevalent  in  country  districts  of 
gathering  the  rags  in  each  houeeliold ,  having  them 
dyed  various  colors  and  woven  on  a  private  loom 
into  carpets  creates  an  ititcrcsting  feature  of  the 
exhibits  at  a  county  fair.  Not  the  sitgbtest  cfFort 
is  made,  in  tlio  arrangement  of  these  carpets,  to 
hiirmotiizo  colors,  the  prevailing  idea  being  to 
have  them  as  staring  as  possible,  so  thnt  weak- 
eyed  jieople  are  apt  to  csperienco  an  optical 
shock,  'i'he  writer  has  overheard  family  groups 
enthusing  upon  a  display  of  such  carpets,  tho 
prevailing  colors  being  scarlet,  pink,  blue,  green 
and  mauve,  arranged  in  longitudinal  strips.  The 
words  at  their  command  seemed  feeble  to  express 
their  admiration. 

It  is  a  relief  to  escape  from  the  incessant  clat- 
ter of  the  rival  agents  declaiming  on  the  merits 
nf  their  household  and  farm  machinery,  nor  need 
wc  linger  among  the  countless  exhibits  of  farm 
produce  and  cattle,  bat  wander  instead  through 
the  crowds  of  sightseers  where  the  clown  and 
tattooed  man  from  the  circus  and  aide  show,  led 
by  a  muscular  and^ioisy  drummer,  march  at  in- 
tervals ill  procession,  seeking  fresh  victims  08 
tlicy  go.  On  all  sides  buying  and  selling  go 
briskly  forward,  from  patent  medicines  t.o  pop> 
corn,  from  peanuts  to  pigs  ;  the  cries  of  com- 
merce alternate  with  the  yells  of  showmen,  and 
tlie  murmur  of  general  conversation  mingles  with 
the  blare  of  brass  music.  Meanwhile  tho  kalei- 
doscopic panorama,  brilliant  with  life  and  color, 
flashes  and  glistens  under  the  midday  sun  ;  small 
boys  push  their  way  through  the  throng  uncere- 
moniously, lovelorn  maidens  languish  on  their 
uompanions'  arms,  matrons  exchange  current  gos- 
sip, and  men  gather  here  and  there  Ju  groups, 
nrgaing  and  bargaining  over  "  horse  swaps.*' 
Since  the  introduction  of  the  phonograph  it  has 
proved  a  prime  favorite  at  connty  fairs.  The 
cnriouB  and  sagacious  farmer  may  now  be  ob- 
cerved  placing  the  oupa  to  hu  ears  with  evident 


suspicion — either  that  the  whole  thing  is  sure  to 
prove  a  swindle  or  that  it  will  turn  out  to  be 
some  nasty  practical  jVike  like  the  gunpowder  in 
the  innocent-looking  cigar.  With  set,  stern  face, 
therefore,  he  listens,  awaiting  a  possible  explo- 
sion. Behold  the  gradual  and  murvelotia  trans- 
formation, however,  when  the  glorious  notes  of 
some  prima  douna,  the  soft  strains  of  music  from 
some  famous  orchestra  or  the  fervid  words  of  a 
great  omtor  enchant  his  ear.  The  frosty  expres- 
sion thaws  into  a  sunshiny,  incredulous  smile,  the 
eyes  slowly  wink  in  ecatosy,  and  when  the  sounds 
nt  length  die  away  the  listener  mechanically  lets 
tho  cup  full  from  his  hand  as  he  slowly  utters  the 
eloquent  commentary,  "  Well,  /swar* !" 

The  event  of  the  day — next  to  dinner — is  the 
trotting  match.  Everything  else  is  abandoned 
for  the  time,  and  »  wildly  enthnBiastio  audience 
throngs  the  borders  of  the  track.  The  star  trot- 
ter is  already  in  evidence,  "  warming  up  "  for  the 
fray,  and  at  length  his  nvals  appear,  the  whole 
set  finally  starting  oS  amid  great  noise  and  a  cy- 
clone of  dust.  At  llrst  the  favorite  falls  far  to 
tho  rear,  but  he  gets  down  to  work  bit  by  bit,  and 
at  the  first  quarter  has  crept  up  to  third  place. 
Hidden  by  the  dust,  whi<;h  has  now  arisen  in 
clouds,  at  the  "half," ho  once  more  comes  iu  sight 
at  the  tliree-quartcr,  second,  until  on  the  stretch 
he  passes  his  rival  and  reaches  the  wire  two  lengths 
in  the  lead.  Wild  shouts  of  triumph  annouuce 
his  victory.  Two  other  heats  follow,  the  compet- 
itors driving  at  breakneck  speed,  until,  despite 
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tho  erica  of  warning,  which  inoniciitarily  grov 
louder,  tliej  dnsh  by  iho  jiLi.lgo'a  etand,  barely 
esrnpiiig  n  collision  wilh  iho  trottcra  standing 
there.  Off  the  track  Iho  recklesB  Joliiis  awervo, 
crushing  inlo  the  atnmps  nni]  tree  triiitka  of  tbo 
wood,  breaking  their  shaky  buckboard  and  flying 
out  lioadforemost  acrosa  the  wreck.  Bnt  Incktly 
there  are  no  bonea  broken  ;  a  mined  chariot,  a 
ecvero  shaking  and  ahorso  or  two  badly  blown  are 
the  most  seriona  results  of  tho  mishap. 

Like  nil  other  daya  in  this  world,  whether  they 
be  signalized  by  luck  or  niisfortuno,  tho  fair  day 
ringeth  to  evensong.  It  ia  time  to  get  ready  for 
home,  to  Jiarncss  llio  team,  stow  away  the  pnr- 
chaaea,  and  gather  together  tho  members  of  each 
family.  Suppose  it  is  tho  last  day  of  tbo  fair? 
Well,  then,  Uiere  is  much  to  tliink  about,  for 
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many  momcntoua  issnes  of  tho  year  have  been  de- 
cided— for  better,  for  worse.  Were  the  things 
bought  acquired  advantageously?  Did  the  sales 
show  a  good  margin  of  profit?  Waa  too  mttch 
money  spent  upon  frivolity  ?  Will  Mrs.  So  and  So 
bo  iimlnly  proud  for  the  next  twelve  niontha  just 
hccaiiso  sbo  won  tbo  flrat  prizo  for  homomade 
pies  ? — through  favoritism,  of  course.  Will  tho 
small  boy  be  indisposed  upon  the  morrow  ?  Will 
tho  many  flirtations  lead  to  new  family  alliances? 
AVill  it  i-ain  before  homo  is  reached  ?  Will  tho 
overloaded  wagon  break  down  upon  the  way? 
One  point,  at  least,  can  be  siilisfoetorily  settled  : 
the  county  fair  coinea  but  once  a  year,  and  when 
it  cornea  it  is  a  welcome  visitor.  You  cannot  hear 
one  dissentient  roico  aa  the  long  line  of  teaoig 
winds  homeward  under  the  shining  stars. 
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I  AM  a  murderer.  crime  which  a  foolish  public  ia  taught,  ia  almoat 

A  murderer — tbc  slayer  of  life.     I,  Sutherland  cnjolcd  into  believing,  will  disap|)etir  with  educa* 

Unnlingdon,  a  doctor  of  medicine,  a  master  in  tion. 

surgery,   a  recognized   power    in   tlio    Bciuntific  Fudge!     Murders  like  that  I  have  committed 

world,  a  man   whose  buslMCEs,  whoso  duty,  nc-  will  hist  as  long  as  the  world,  as  long  aa  life  or 

cording  to  the  popular  idea,  ia  to  save  life,  not  love,  which  means  tifo  and  passion. 

take  it.  I  am  a  murderer.     I  write  llio  words  again  fo 

1,  nn  educated  man,  a  murderer,  guilty  of  a  see  how  they  look ;  to  glory  in  my  deed. 
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I  have  revenged  myself  npon  my  enemy.  Re- 
venge is  sweet.  No  one  knows  how  Btvect  nntil 
ho  has  tasted  it, 

I  hnve  slain  my  enemy  ;  the  one  man  on  earth 
I  hated  ;  the  mnn  wlio  robbed  mo  of  all  tliat 
nia<ltj  Itfo  stvect. 

In  tlie  oldoii  days  was  it  not  accounted  great 
to  kill  a  foe  ?    Did  not  our  ancestors  rejuicc  in  the 


Wc  kill  him  for  the  wrong,  and  we  are  villains; 
tlio  country  calls  na  villains,  fiends,  and  demands 
onr  lives  ;  gives  us  death. 

But  I  at  least  am  free  from  that.  It  cannot 
know  my  crime.  Crime !  How  curious  is  li.e 
habit  into  which  we  mechanically  drop,  when  we 
are  not  on  the  alert,  of  using  words  wo  hear  the 
rest  of  the  world  employ  !     Crime,  forsooth  I 


"I  trruCK  TnE  nekdlr  i: 

bet.  And  even  drink  their  wine  out  of  the  skulls  of 
those  they  had  slain  ? 

Wherein  are  we  different  to-d:iy  ?  We  kill  the 
enemies  of  onr  country  in  war  ;  iji  a  cause  with 
which  we  moy  have  no  sympatliy  we  destroy  men 
who  have  never  done  ns  a  wrong — whom  we  have 
never  seen.  AVe  are  heroes  then  ;  the  country 
Totos  ns  ribbons,  medals,  money  :  gives  ns  honor. 
A  man  comes  into  our  lives  and  makes  earth  hell. 
VoJ.  XXIVin.,  No.  5-37. 


To-day  I  am  a  murderer.  Tlirongh  all  eternity 
I  shall  be  what  I  am.  What  a  thought  I  Thi-on-h 
all  eternity  I  Through  years  the  contemplaiioii 
of  whose  very  number  numbs  my  brain  and  Icivva 
me  dazed,  confused. 

Yet  1  have  not  felt  remorse. 

What  id  rem»i:ao  ?  Fear  of  detection.  I  cm 
never  bo  found  out.  Why,  then,  should  I  ftti 
remorse .' 
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Even  if  I  were  to  confess  I  should  not  be  be- 
lieved. People  would  only  declare  I  had  gone 
o:it  of  my  mind.  I  should  be  locked  np  as  a 
l.niatic. 

What  a  sensation  for  an  hour — what  a  headline 
f  /r  a  newspaper,  "A  Famous  Doctor  Mad  "  !  But 
I  shall  not  confess. 

And  vet  I  killed  Harrison  Everard. 

I,  Sutherland  Huntingdon,  \\u  friejid — to  use 
tiio  glib  word  which  so  often  masks  an  enemy — I 
killed  Harrison  Everard,  whose  short  obituary  is 
K'fore  me  as  I  write  : 

'^HARBISON  KYSBABD,  M.D.,  M.S.,  DEA.D. 

**  Dr.  Harrison  Everard,  whose  death  we  regret  to  record, 
was  one  of  the  moet  original  and  briUtont  of  the  younger 
physicians  in  the  city. 

''  Yesttirday  he  was  in  the  enjoyment  of  his  nsuol  excel- 
lent health  and  engaged  in  the  active  pursuit  of  his  profes- 
sion, in  which  ha  would  undoubtedly  have  been  a  shining 
light  hod  he  been  spared. 

'*  His  death  was  due  to  cerebro-spinal  meningitis^  but  no 
one  knows  the  origin  of  the  disease.  He  had  been  perform- 
lug  a  post-mortem  examination  early  in  the  afternoon  with 
bid  friend  Dr.  Sutherland  Huntingdon^  and  at  its  concluidon 
the  two  gentlemen  started  for  a  walk,  but  being  overtaken 
by  the  thunderstorm,  they  parted  to  ride  home  in  different 
cars,  after  agreeing  to  meet  to-day  to  discuss  the  notes  on 
the  case,  as  Dr.  Everard  himself  had  au  engagement  for  the 
evening. 

*'  So  much  for  the  mutability  of  human  plans.  Long  be- 
fore  the  hour  appointed  for  the  interview  Dr.  Everard  was 
lying  cold  and  stiff  in  death. 

"  Eiirly  in  the  evening  he  complained  of  headache  and  his 
temperature  began  to  rise.  He  told  his  wife  he  thought  he 
must  have  contracted  a  cold  in  the  atoftm,  and  got  her  to 
give  him  some  quinine.  This  produced  no  effect,  for  in  a 
little  while  his  head  was  worse  and  his  temperature  higher, 
so  he  went  to  bed.  An  hour  later  he  became  dettxious,  and 
Mrs.  Everard,  being  alairmed,  aent  for  a  i^hyaiewn,  who  ap- 
plied the  usual  remedies. 

*•'  Then  Dr.  Sutherland  Huntingdon  was  summoned  in 
consultation.  He  diignoeed  acute  spinal  meningitis,  and 
though  he  tried  to  encourage  lira.  Everard,  it  was  plain 
from  the  first  he  did  not  anticipate  a  favorable  termination 
of  the  disease. 

"  All  that  human  skill  could  do  and  science  could  sug- 
gest wai  tried  without  avail,  and  after  suffering  terrible 
agony  the  unfortunate  young  man  died  at  about  nine  o'clock 
tiiis  morning. 

"  Dr.  Everard,  who  had  been  married  only  a  couple  of 
ye  irs,  leaves  no  children.  His  widow  is  prostrate  with 
grief." 

Who,  reading  that  notice,  could  suspect  even 
for  a  moment  his  death  wjw  planned  by  me — exe- 
cuted, too,  by  me  ? 

Who  could  suggest  its  reason  was  revenge  ? 
Yet  so  it  was. 

My  friendship  was  a  mask  of  hatred  stronger 
than  death,  for  it  still  survives.  I  hate  him  now 
as  I  hated  him  when  first  I  saw  him. 

Presentiments  are  out  of  fashion  nowadays. 
**They   exist   only   in    women's   novels/'  people 


think.  Even  I  laughed  at  the  idea  before  I  felt 
it.  ''Presentiments  —  bosh!  Why  should  im- 
pending evil  reveal  itself  to  us  in  emotion  ?" 

I  ask  the  question  as  credulously  now  as  in- 
credulously then.  I  can  offer  no  answer  which 
will  satisfy  the  inquiring  mind.  I  merely  state  a 
fact  when  I  say  I  felt  the  presentiment  that  this 
man  meant  the  ruin  of  my  happiness  when  I  first 
saw  Harrison  Everard  over  three  years  ago. 

Let  me  go  back  to  the  events  which  preceded 
that  day. 

I  had  been  spending  a  few  weeks  in  England, 
the  happiest  weeks  that  ever  linked  themselves 
in  my  life,  for  just  before  my  departure  from 
New  York  Agatha  Brodair  had  promised  to  be 
my  wife.  She  had  planned  the  trip  some  months 
before,  and  when  she  accepted  me  I  naturally 
made  my  arrangements  to  accompany  her  and  her 
mother. 

A  physician  with  a  good  bank  account  may  in- 
dulge in  the  luxury  of  a  holiday. 

Her  father  bad  died  many  years  before,  and  al- 
though her  mother  became  thereby  her  natural 
gnardian  she  did  not  submit  to  much  interfer- 
ence from  headquarters^  and  generally  managed 
her  own  affairs  herself. 

I  cannot  describe  the  time  we  spent  abroad. 
No  words  of  mine  could  ever  paint  the  joy  of 
those  days,  when  she  seemed  wrapt  in  me  and  I 
was  wrapt  in  her. 

Those  who  have  really  loved  will  know  the 
ecstasy  of  that  communion  when  her  wish  was 
my  command,  her  smile  a  guerdon  far  beyoud 
the  greatest  honor  a  king  can  give. 

Yon  whose  Bonis  have  not  been  touched  with 
that  holy  fire  would  only  smile — ^nay,  even  laugh 
outright — were  I  to  attempt  to  describe  the  emo- 
tions, the  myriad  thoughts  of  love,  the  joyous 
plannings  for  the  future,  which  each  moment 
would  suggest  as  we  wandered  down  some  shady 
lane,  here  lighted  with  bright  sunshine,  there 
mottled  by  shadows  cast  by  the  branches  of  over- 
hanging trees  which,  as  it  were,  greedily  gathered 
in  the  light  and  danced  in  the  breeze,  murmur- 
ing the  while  as  if  they,  too,  were  whispering  of 
love. 

The  memory  of  those  days  will  last  with  me 
until  death  in  mingled  bittersweet,  but  never  a 
word  will  I  speak  of  them,  for  only  at  rare  inter- 
vals do  I  lift  the  curtain  of  recollection  and  gaze 
upon  the  ashes  of  what  was  my  greatest  treasure. 

Our  holiday  was  drawing  to  an  end  when  I  was 
asked  to  take  charge  of  a  gentleman  who  had 
been  ill  and  was  returning  on  the  Umbria,  on 
which  our  passage  was  booked.  The  fee  offered 
was  large ;  I  accepted,  for  he  would  not  require 
much  attention.. 
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We  went  down  to  Liverpool  on  Thnrsday,  pre- 
paratory to  Bailing  on  Saturday,  and  late  on  Fri- 
day night  my  patient  bad  a  relapse.  It  was  im- 
possible for  him  to  start  the  next  day  or  for  me 
to  leave  him. 

I  talked  the  situation  over  with  my  intended 
and  her  mother.  I  tried  to  get  them  to  delay 
thoir  departure,  but  certain  affairs  demanded 
their  presence  in  New  York,  and  to  my  inexpress- 
ible regret  they  were  reluctantly  compelled  to 
decide  to  go  that  afternoon. 

I  got  a  friend  to  watch  my  patient  while  I  went 
to  see  them  settled  on  the  steamer. 

After  depositing  their  handbags,  etc.,  in  their 
stateroom,  we  went  to  the  saloon  to  talk  for  a 
few  minutes  before  the  bell  rang  for  visitors  to 
go  on  shore.  As  we  reached  the  foot  of  the  stair- 
case leading  from  the  deck  a  gentleman  stepped, 
down ;  there  was  a  pause  as  he  and  we  stopped 
each  to  allow  the  other  to  pass.  Onr  eyes  met, 
and  in  that  instant,  without  any  reason  at  all,  I 
felt  a  sharp  sting,  it  could  hardly  be  called  a 
pain,  dart  through  my  heart,  which  seemed  to 
stop,  and  a  dread,  a  nameless  horror  came  over 
me.  I  almost  shuddered,  and  my  flesh  crept  all 
over.     I  could  not  understand  it. 

We  passed  on,  and  in  talking  I  remarked  how 
signally  his  presence  had  affected  me,  and  how 
strangely  I  disliked  this  unknown  man. 

Presently  the  bell  rang.  The  time  had  come 
for  us  to  part,  but  it  would  only  be  for  a  few  days, 
we  felt,  and  we  consoled  ourselves  with  the 
thought  of  the  joy  our  meeting  would  bring. 

The  next  morning  a  telegram  came  from 
Queeustown,  and  on  Monday  such  a  letter  as  I 
naturally  expected  from  the  woman  I  should  soon 
call  my  wife. 

On  Wednesday  my  patient  died,  and  after  duly 
notifying  his  relations  I  made  my  arrangements, 
and  left  on  Saturday  for  New  York. 

We  had  a  One  passage,  and  early  on  the  follow- 
ing Sunday  we  were  landed.  There  was  a  great 
crowd  on  board,  and,  eager  to  see  the  gir]  I  had 
parted  from  two  weeks  before,  I  decided  not  to 
wait  <imtil  the  luggage  was  sorted,  but  to  go  to 
her  at  once  and  return  to  pass  my  trunks  through 
the  Customhouse  in  the  afternoon.  I  therefore 
went,  as  fast  as  the  Elevated  could  carry  me,  up 
Sixth  Avenue  to  my  hotel,  where  I  expected  a 
letter  telling  me  where  I  should  And  her  and  her 
mother,  for  they  had  given  up  their  flat  before 
leaving,  and  were  not  sure  where  tliey  would 
Btop. 

I  found  the  Eagerly  looked-for  letter,  and  went 
to  my  room  to  gloat  over  its  contents  alone. 

I  opened  it,  and  I  remember  how  I  lurued  hot 
and  cold  as  I  ret^d. 


My  God  !    how  can  a  woman   be  as  false  as 

that  ? 

Slie  swore  she  loved  me  when  we  had  parted  at 
Liverpool ;  she  had  told  me  of  her  ''deep,  undy- 
ing'' affection  ;  she  repeated  it  in  her  letter  from 
Queeustown. 

And  in  the  one  I  held  that  day — the  day  I  ex- 
pected to  bring  me  nothing  but  joy — she  merely 
said  she  had  something  serious  to  tell  me,  and 
asked  me  to  call  that  evening. 

What  could  that  something  be  ?  Again  I  had 
that  dreadful  sinking  at  my  heart,  that  sinister 
foreboding  of  disaster. 

It  was  hours  until  the  time  she  had  appointed, 
but  they  were  going  out  of  town  for  tiie  day,  she 
said,  without  mentioning  where,  and  I  could  do 
nothing  but  wonder  and  possess  my  soul  iu  such 
patience  as  I  might  summon  to  my  aid. 

I  went  back  to  the  dock,  gathered  my  trunks 
together,  had  them  examined  and  socit  ho  in:. 
That  took  a  couple  of  hours,  but  I  still  had  to 
wait  until  afternoon  waned  into  evening  before 
she  would  be  back. 

The  time  wore  on  slowly  enough,  but  at  last 
the  hour  came,  and  I  went  to  her. 

What  a  story  for  an  ardent  lover  to  hear  ! 

Briefly  this:  She  loved  me  no  more;  or  rathe'r 
she  had  found,  after  months  of  constant  inter- 
course, she  had  never  loved  me.  She  loved  an- 
other with  all  her  soul ;  that  other,  Dr.  Harrison 
Everard.  He  was  the  man  wliose  presence  had 
filled  me  with  a  nameless  horror,  with  a  presenti- 
ment of  evil,  when  I  saw  him  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs  of  the  Unibria. 

She  had  discovered  all  this  love  during  the 
week  they  were  at  sea.  He  was  '*  her  affinity  *' — 
also  discovered  during  that  week  ;  ''  the  being  or- 
dained to  make  her  life  complete'' — discovered 
during  that  week. 

She  wished,  though,  that,  for  the  sake  of  what 
had  been,  I  '* would  still  remain  her  friend" — 
** become  their  friend." 

"  Their  friend  " —  think  of  it !  Friend  of  him, 
the  man  who  had  robbed  me  of  the  woman  I 
loved  better  than  life  ! 

Friend  to  her,  the  woman  who  had  blasted  all 
my  hopes,  and  wanted  to  crown  the  ashes  with  a 
lie! 

Friend  to  a  faithless  woman,  and  the  man  for 
whom  she  was  unfaithful ! 

Friend  !  How  many  know  the  meaning  of  the 
word  ? 

The  most  misused,  the  greatest  in  the  lan- 
guage. 

All  that  night  I  paced  up  and  down  my  room. 
I  looked  out  of  my  window  at  the  night.  Black  ! 
All  nature  seemed  attuned  in  sympathy  with  m?. 
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Not  a  star,  not  a  glimmer  of  the  moon  was  in  the 
sky  ;  not  the  reflection  of  a  light  from  the  street 
reached  my  straining  eyes.  Everything  was  black. 
The  universe  seemed  filled  with  the  gloom  that 
pressed  upon  my  heart,  that  overwhelmed  my 
sonl.  It  seemed  as  if  the  world  had  gone  back  to 
primeval  chaos,  and  I  alone,  a  lost  spirit,  was 
standing  looking  at  eternal  night  and  nothing- 
ness. 

I  throw  myself  upon  the  bed,  and  for  the  first, 
the  only,  time  in  my  life  I  sobbed  aloud. 

When  next  I  looked  out  a  glow  was  in  the  east. 

It  was  the  strangest  lighting  of  the  day  I  over 
saw — against  the  gloom  a  blood-red  streak. 

In  a  moment  flashed  into  my  brain  the  wild 
thought  which  has  at  lengtli  been  realized  : 

**  Blood — his  blood — his  life  for  my  soul  V 

In  that  moment,  too,  with  that  thought  of 
murder  came  a  fearful  revulsion  of  feeling,  a 
change  as  unaccountable  as  strong. 

I  hated  her  as  I  hated  him. 

I  set  down  this  fact.  In  that  moment  the 
woman  for  whom,  immediately  before,  I  would 
willingly — nay,  with  joy — have  gone  to  death  and 
damnation,  assumed  another  shape  ;  from  an- 
gel she  was  transformed  to  fiend,  a  fiend  gnaw- 
ing at  my  heart,  seeking  to  tear  out  my  soul,  and 
succeeding,  too,  in  her  devilish  desire. 

Which  was  most  to  blame  ? 

Harrison  Everard,  who  had  stolen  her  love 
from  me,  or  she  who,  though  she  had  sworn  to 
be  loyal  to  me,  had  broken  her  oath  and  been 
faithless  to  the  bond  which  united  us,  to  the  love 
of  one  which  she  had  declared  had  beautified  her 
life? 

Not  on  him  alone  should  my  vengeance  be 
wreaked,  but  on  her — even  more  on  her.  On 
him  a  short,  a  sudden  punishment — death,  which 
must  come  to  all  sooner  or  later. 

On  her  its  consequences,  the  bitterness  of  dis- 
appointment, the  bhistihg  of  her  life,  the  numb- 
ing of  sensibilities  awakened  by  a  love  such  as 
slie  had  declared  she  bore  to  him — as  she  had  be- 
fore sworn  she  bore  to  me. 

The  pain  of  living  on  in  loneliness  to  which 
she  had  condemned  me  should  be  hers,  too. 

That  was  my  thought  then. 

And  through  the  bitterness  of  hatred  and  the 
thought  of  vengeance,  somehow,  welled  up  love. 
It  permeated  all  the  hate  as  water  added  to  a 
bucket  filled  with  pebbles  permeates  them  Avith 
another  element  without  displacing  or  changing 
wiiat  was  there  before. 

Love  and  hate — intense,  the  one  as  the  other — 
struggled  in  my  softl,  and  through  them  grew  the 
thousrht :  "  But  not  death  now  ;  wait — wait  until 
tliov  have  been  married  for  awhile,  and  she  has 


learned   to  lean  on  him.     So  will  tho   sting  be 
sharper,  deeper,  longer-lived.*' 

But  how  to  accomplish  my  purpose  without 
discovery  ? 

And  with  tho  question  came  tho  answer,  **  Ilcr 
request.    '  Be  our  friend,' ''  she  had  said. 

So  be  it.  She  had  furnished  mo  the  opportu- 
nity ;  tlio  means  could  wait,  for  no  vulgar  murder 
should  stain  my  hands ;  no  electrocution  chnir 
should  be  my  lot. 

Respected  by  the  world,  I  should  live  my  nat- 
ural length  of  days  ;  regretted,  a  benefactor  of  my 
kind,  I  should  die,  and  my  memory  bo  heaped 
with  honors. 

Poor  credulous,  foolish  world  ! 

I  looked  out  again  at  the  sky ;  the  blood-red 
streak  had  spread,  and  through  it  shot  a  shaft  of 
bright  white  light — a  sign,  it  seemed  to  nie,  of 
the  double  punishment,  the  double  vengeance,  I 
should  wreak,  and  a  promise  of  the  acliievemcnt 
of  my  purpose. 

I  went  that  day  and  was  introduced  to  Harrison 
Everard,  whom  I  congratulated  on  his  happiness. 

We  met  frequently — always  a  bitter  pain  to  me. 

I  took  them  out  to  suppers  and  the  theatres. 

We  were  "friends"!  We  made. merry  over  the 
idea  of  my  dislike  of  him  when  I  first  saw  him, 
for  she  told  him  of  it,  and  we  laughed  at  the  no- 
tion of  belief  or  notice  of  first  impressions. 

For  months  I  suffered  beyond  description.  I 
scarcely  ate  ;  I  scarcely  slept,  or  else  sank  into  a 
dull,  heavy  stupor  from  which  I  awoke  unrc- 
freshed  in  body  and  brain,  for  I  dreamed  always 
— dreamed  awake  as  well  as  asleep.  If  I  at- 
tempted to  read  I  did  so  mechanically  ;  my  eves 
passed  over  the  pages  lino  by  line,  but  not  an 
idea  was  registered  on  my  mind  ;  if  I  talked  my 
thoughts  wandered  nway,  and  I  would  give  the 
most  haphazard  answers  if  I  replied  at  all.  Noth- 
ing interested  me. 

A  black  pall,  as  it  were,  hung  over  my  life, 
and  its  gloom  oppressed  me  ;  always  tho  thoughts, 
**  She  does  not  love  me  ;  she  has  never  loved  me  ; 
she  loves  him,'*  I  could  not  escape  them,  or  the 
dull,  heavy  load  which  weighed  down  my  whole 
existence. 

I  thought  of  seeking  relief  in  suicide.  In  (ho 
grave,  I  knew — at  least  I  thought  I  knew — peace 
is  to  be  found. 

But  why  suicide  ? 

Why  should  I  cut  short  my  career,  dash  from 
my  lips  the  brimming  cup  when  I  had  only  just 
begun  to  quaff  the  elixir  of  success  with  which  it 
Avas  filled,  for  which  I  thirsted  ?  No,  I  must 
drink  deep  of  that  before  I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Besides,  when  he  is  dead  (I  said  to  myself),  may 
she  not,  after  a  time,  come  back  to  me,  and  may 
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,r  not  know  somctbin^  ol  tUo  Imppiiieea  ho  ivill 
taste? 

Oil,  f:.t.illy  weiik  lovo— !i:itroil !  How  like  n, 
n-o.iLlicrcock  it  iiitikcs  »  niuii  ! 

Oonld  I  reiilly  dream  of  Biicli  a  poasiblo  iin- 
ravoling  of  this  tanglci)  web  ? 

Would  I  even  take  lior  tlioti  iE  slio  would  coii- 
seiit?  Who  kiiowa  ?  I'lrcii  I  ivotild  not  hazard 
nil  opinion,  iiltliotigh  I  hated  her  theu  aa  deeply 
a3  I  loved  lier  bofoio. 

Time  alorio  can  tell.  Time  that  bound  them 
closer  still. 

Wlieu  they  were  to  be  married  I  arranged  to 
be  called  out  of  town  to  see  a  patient. 

Men    will    get    ill   at   inopportune    momeats. 


is  a  Biiddei),  lightnirigliko  movement — a  punctiiro 
Bomowhei'c,  and  in  a  few  minutes,  coma — death  ; 
so  I — I  was  a  cobra.  A  subtle  poison,  ill  under- 
stood, hut  powerful  beyond  anything  found  in 
nature — a  poison  allied  perliaps  to  some  arrow- 
head  venom  used  by  barbaric  Africans — was  to  be- 
my  weapon. 

For  years  I  liad  been  engaged  in  the  study  of 
bacteriology,  in  which  science  all  the  world  knows 
I  have  won  a  reputation,  a  place  among  the 
famous  men. 

I  have  a  laboratory  stocked  with  all  the  ap- 
paratus required  for  research  iu  this  field,  where 
I  cultivate  germs  of  all  sorts  and  eianiiuo  Ihem 
under  tiie  microscope. 

One  day,  while  examining  a  solution  containing 
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Physicians  must  bo  summoned.  What  physician 
but  will  give  up  an  entertainment,  a  pleasure,  at 
the  call  of  duty  ! 

I  could  not  go  to  their  wedding.  That  would 
have  been  more  tlian  I  could  bear. 

Of  course  I  sent  a  present — and  a  very  elaho- 

Whun  thoy  had  been  married  some  time  I  grew 
cal;;ior.  Kven  the  sting  of  great  grief  does  not 
last  fi>rever,  and  in  timo  we  can  look  without 
much  p.ain  on  tiie  wound  which  once  ached  so 
sorely. 

A*  I  became  more  composed  I  began  to  ronso 
mysi'If  to  the  thought  of  vcnsroanoe.  As  a  cobra 
coils  itself  a.sk'i-p,  but  when  aroused  the  licad  rises 
from  the  mass,  peises  itself  for  a  moment — there 


microbes  derived  from  a  shcei>  that  had  died  of 
anthrax — splenic  fever,  as  it  is  more  commonly 
Cidled— the  idea  came,  toward  the  carrying  out 
of  which  I  bent  all  my  energy,  directed  my  every 
thousht. 

Energy  and  thought  are  bettor  einplovcd  than 
in  that  way — the  destruction  of  human  life  ?  To 
what  do  wo  devote  our  energy,  to  what  do  we  give 
our  tiiought,  for  what  do  we  work  day  and  ni^L-lit, 
straining  every  fibre,  muscular  and  mental,  rack- 
ing every  laculty,  if  not  for  the  gratification  of 
our  senses,  the  accomplishment  of  our  dc::ires, 
the  achievement  of  our  will  ? 

What  though  1  kill  a  l.o,]y  ?  How  many  in  tho 
pursuit  of  their  (h'siic^  kill  a  soul,  a  liaxen,  a 
score,  a  hundred  souls  ? 
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It  is  in  their  way,  an  obstacle  in  their  path  ;  it 
mnst  go  down,  not  by  fair  means,  bat  foul,  and 
down  it  goes,  and  other  sonis  with  it,  and  that  is 
called  success,  the  thing  the  world  ranks  highest 
npon  earth,  the  thing  for  which  to  barter  all  that 
is  best  and  noblest  in  life. 

Crime  like  mine — I  write  the  word  again  to 
meet  the  popular  prejudice,  to  take  the  view  of 
the  world — society,  the  world,  recognizes  and  de- 
cries ;  it  raises  up  its  grimy  hands  in  horror  at 
such  deeds  and  calmly  winks  at  him  who  murders 
— again  the  popular  word — a  soul  ;  it  may,  nay, 
probably  does,  even  pat  him  on  tlie  back  or  beat 
its  hands  together  in  applause,  or  bend  its  neck 
for  him  who  has  achieved  his  will  to  walk  upon. 

But  then  society,  with  smug  complacency,  rec- 
ognizes only  bodies  ;  without  a  soul  itself,  what 
should  it  know  of  souls  ?  What  is  my  soul — your 
soni — a  thousand  souls  ? 

The  universe  of  souls  is  nothing  in  the  balance 
against  one  body. 

And  yet  men — men  who  say  they  have  brains 
and  heart  and  soul — men  can  rush,  struggle, 
figlit  and  fall  fighting  for  society's  rewards.  They 
sacrifice  father,  mother,  wife,  children  ;  worse 
than  all  these,  perhaps,  they  sacrifice  self,  under 
this  modern  car  of  Juggernaut. 

Damn  society.  It  makes  fools  of  men  and 
marks  the  great  so  far  below  the  little. 

But  my  own  soul Well,  let  that  be  mur- 
dered. I  torture  hers,  and  I  must  pay  the  pen- 
alty. Here  and  hereafter,  everywhere,  we  reap  as 
we  sow,  we  suffer  as  we  give  suffering,  we  receive 
as  we  pay. 

I  ask  no  one  to  receive  my  propositions. 

Never  have  I  sought  to  impress  my  views  on 
otliers. 

I  see  the  consequences  of  my  act ;  I  believe 
what  I  have  stated.  I  have  weighed  all  in  the 
balance  of  my  mind.  Is  the  deed  worth  the  pay- 
ment ?    I  calmly  answer,  Yes. 

I  pause  and  ask  myself  this  question  :  How  far 
must  we  regard  murder  contemplated  as  a 
"crime  "  against,  the  moral  law,  the  law  of  the 
invisible  but  potent  power  ? 

How  far  ? 

AVhcn  shall  I  find  the  answer  ? 

I  set  to  work  with  revived  interest  in  my  bac- 
teria, especially  in  the  bacteria  of  anthrax. 

The  anthrax  bacillus  is  undoubtedlv  one  of  the 
most  potent  in  its  effect ;  perhaps  that  is  the 
reason  why  it  is  so  common  in  every  laboratory. 
It  is  a  standard  article,  and  can  be  kept  dried  for 
months  and  years,  as  potent  when  revived  as  if 
used  fresh.  Yes.  Scratch  a  needle  upon  the 
medium  upon  which  it  has  been  kept — a  piece  of 


gelatine — ^stick  that  needle  into  a  guinea  pig — the 
animal  specially  designed  by  nature  for  the  sci- 
entist's slaughter — or  inject  a  drop  or  two  of  a 
solution  containing  anthrax  germs,  and  the  dis- 
ease breaks  forth  with  undiminished  virulence, 
and  in  a  few  hours  the  animal  is  dead. 

I  made  the  experiment  dozens  of  times,  always 
with  success  from  any  point  of  view. 

Science  is  selfish  in  its  contemplation.  It 
looks  only  on  one  side  of  the  picture,  it  he<'irs 
only  one  side  of  the  argument ;  we  shut  our  ears 
and  eyes  to  the  guinea  pig^s  objections. 

In  time  I  came  across  a  sheep  suffering  with 
the  disease  in  the  most  virulent  form  I  had  ever 
seen  it. 

It  seemed  as  if  fate  were  working  for  me — with 
me. 

I  took  a  few  drops  of  the  blood,  mixed  them 
with  solutions  of  gelatine  in  test  tubes  and  al- 
lowed them  to  develop  under  the  most  favorable 
conditions. 

I  watched  them  with  loving  interest  as  the 
feathery  thread  spread  onward  in  the  mass  and 
formed  a  filmy  scum  upon  its  surface. 

A  little  solid  jelly  in  a  tube — a  whitish  sub- 
stance on  the  top.  No  more.  It  looked  so  in- 
significant. 

Yet  death  lurked  within  a  scrap  of  that  in- 
significant-looking scum ;  not  death  whose  gen- 
tle fingers  soothe  and  caress  the  weary,  spirit- 
broken  frame  until  the  worn-out  child  of  earth 
sinks  on  her  ample  breast  and  finds  sleep  and 
rest — peaceful,  long  hoped  for,  too  long  delayed  ; 
not  death  whose  clarion  call  rings  loud  above  the 
battle's  thunder,  stirring  the  blood,  stimulating 
the  heart,  until  man  rushes  on,  proud,  defiant, 
with  head  erect,  impetuous,  eager  to  meet  the 
grisly  foe,  and  from  the  bony  hands  receive  a 
crown  of  glory  as  he  falls  ;  but  death  with  swift- 
hurrying  footsteps  ;  death  remorseless,  agonizing, 
grim,  who  terrifies  the  watchers  with  a  numbing 
sense  of  impotence,  of  impossibility  of  escape 
from  his  all-conquering  presence,  even  though  lie 
delays  upon  the  road  to  shoot  an  arrow  now  on 
this  side,  now  on  that. 

And  yet  men  boast  of  all  their  power.  WMiat 
is  their  vaunting  worth  when  something  infini- 
tcsimally  small,  indiscernible  as  a  distinct  object, 
except  with  powerful  glasses,  can  lay  that  power 
in  the  dust  ? 

I  dried  some  of  the  blood  itself  on  microscopo 
slides,  and  put  them  away  carefully  as  a  sort  of 
reserve  fund  in  case  of  need. 

The  time  was  approaching. 

From  one  of  the  tubes  I  removed  a  minute 
quantity  of  the  developed  virus  and  injected  it 
into  a  rabbit. 
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Of  course  the  animal  died  ;  more  rapidly,  too, 
than  any  of  the  others  on  which  I  had  before  ex- 
perimented. 

I  took  a  needle  and  rnbbcd  the  point  npon  the 
gelatine ;  then  I  stnck  it  into  another  rabbit's 
ear. 

It  died  even  more  qnickly  than  in  the  former 
case. 

One  day  I  started  for  a  walk  and  took  with  me 
a  piece  of  the  gelatine  which  grew  a  whole  colony 
of  an  til  rax  germs  from  the  direct  cultivation  of 
that  blood  drop.  The  gelatine  I  put  into  a  care- 
fully closed  little  box,  to  preserve  its  precious  in- 
habitants from  harm. 

I  was  walking  with  an  army  in  my  waistcoast 
pocket,  an  army  powerful  for  action  as  any  fur- 
nished with  the  deadly  weapons  of  to-day  ;  as  nu- 
merous, perhaps,  as  the  combined  soldiers  of  any 
country. 

I  was  going  to  make  an  experiment  on  a  larger 
scale  than  ever  before,  and  at  anotlier  man's  ex- 
pense— whose,  I  neither  knew  nor  cared. 

Passing  a  store,  I  noticed  a  fine,  large,  strong 
horse  standing  in  a  cart  in  front  of  the  door. 

Crowds  were  hurrying  on  ;  men  and  women 
jostling,  elbowing  their  way  along,  intent  on 
their  business  ;  some  resenting  the  passage  of  the 
few  moving  more  rapidly  in  their  endeavor  to 
force  a  pathway  through  the  close  ranks ;  most 
following  in  the  slow,  steady  stream  of  hnmanity, 
gazing  at  the  wares  exhibited  in  the  windows. 

Where  could  a  better  opportunity  occur  ?  Where 
is  one  less  observed  than  in  a  crowd  ? 

In  an  instant  came  the  thought,  '^  Try  your 
needle  prick  on  one  of  these,  make  your  experi- 
ment on  a  human  subject  and  be  sure  of  the  ef- 
fect." 

This  thought,  which  sprung  full-armed  from 
my.  brain  like  Minerva — I  had  already  drawn  the 
needle  over  the  scrap  of  gelatine — I  killed  in  its 
birth. 

What  had  any  of  the  crowd  done  to  me  thst  I 
should  bring  sorrow  to  their  families  ? 

In  that  moment  I  held  in  my  hand  a  godlike 
power,  the  power  to  destroy — a  power  as  potent 
as  the  thunderbolt  of  the  heathen  Jove  himself 
forged  by  misshapen  Vulcan,  and  yet  so  slight. 
A  needle,  a  tiny  bar  of  polished  steel  devised  for 
the  most  inoffensive  domestic  use,  yet  in  my 
hands  remorseless  as  fate  itself  in  dealing  out 
iwift  death. 

No,  no;  the  crowd  was  safe  from  me.  My 
Tengeance  was  directed  against  one  house — not 
against  mankind  at  large. 

I  am  a  man — no  fiend. 

Sweep  on,  then,  men  and  women.  Laugh  and 
talk,  jostle  and  be  jostled,  elbow  your  way  along ; 


break  your  necks  in  the  pursuit  of  the  chimera 
happiness,  or  stumble  over  each  other  as  you  rush 
with  outstretched  arms  after  the  will-o*-the-wisp 
called  gold.  Sell  honor,  yours  and  that  of  those 
you  love  best,  for  place,  and  barter  repose  and 
content  for  ashes  in  bright- colored  packets  tied 
with  gaudy  ribbons  and  labeled  with  a  lie. 

Your  fathers  did  it  before  you  ;  so  did  theirs. 
Your  children  will  follow  in  your  footsteps ;  so 
will  theirs. 

How  long  will  it  continue  ? 

Through  eons  of  centuries,  no  doubt.  But 
wlvat  care  1  ?  I  have  but  to  do  with  my  time. 
Let  the  time  to  come  do  with  itself. 

So  I  thought. 

Then  I  looked  again  at  that  strong  horse. 

I  got  in  the  way  of  a  man ;  he  pushed  me  on 
one  side.  I  pretended  to  slip,  and  as  I  did  so  I 
stuck  the  needle  into  the  horse's  lip.  Il3  dashed 
his  head  up  at  the  sudden  prick,  but  did  not  at- 
tempt to  move,  so  slight  was  the  pain.  I  had 
passed  a  strong  piece  of  silk  through  the  needle's 
eye  to  remove  it  quickly,  but  I  need  not  have 
feared  it  would  be  in.bedded  in  the  poor  brute's 
lip,  for  I  scarcely  touched  the  mucous  membrane. 

I  knew  where  the  horses  belonging  to  that  store 
were  stabled,  and  next  afternoon  I  passed  the 
place.  I  went  in,  and,  as  if  I  were  a  newspaper 
reporter,  made  some  inquiries  as  to  the  number 
kept,  the  amount  of  work  they  did,  etc.,  and  re- 
marked casually  that  I  had  noticed  two  or  three 
very  fine  animals  in  the  firm's  vans  the  day  be- 
fore. The  man  to  whom  I  was  talking  told  me 
one  of  the  best  had  just  died  with  most  carious 
symptoms,  which  they  could  not  understand,  and 
after  only  a  few  hours'  illness. 

Presently  they  dragged  the  carcass  out. 

It  was  the  creature  I  had  inoculated. 

The  trap  was  made  ;  the  bait  prepared.  All 
that  remained  was  to  set  it. 

When  ? 

I  must  await  my  opportunity. 

Ever  since  I  had  determined  on  my  vengeance 
I  had  omitted  no  opportunity  of  associating  Har- 
rison Everard  with  my  work. 

Did  I  need  a  consultation,  I  sent  for  him. 

Was  it  necessary  to  perform  a  post-mortem,  I 
got  him  to  help  me,  either  letting  him  use  the 
knife  while  I  made  notes,  or  I  used  the  knife 
while  he  wrote. 

"The  medical  twins"  we  might  have  been 
called. 

Professionally  we  "went  coupled." 

It  was  even  rumored  we  should  soon  enter  into 
partnership. 

Whatever,  then,  might  happen,  no  one  would 
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dream  of  looking  «it  mc  as  the  aullior  of  liis 
deatli. 

But  who  wotrld  i  magi  no  that  his  death  was 
other  than  an  accident  ? 

'J' he  time  was  ripe. 

The  opportunity  was  at  luind. 

She  and  he  had  hccn  married  over  two  years  hy 
this  time,  and  though  ho  and  I  met  often  profes- 
sionally I  had  not  been  to  their  house  more  than 
a  few  times.  I  was  invited,  but  I  could  not  ac- 
cept hospitality  from  her,  so  I  pleaded  work  and 
the  experiments  I  was  making  for  the  book  I  had 
already  begun.  All  doctors  write  books  nowa- 
days. 

Ten  days  ago  I  was  sent  for  to  attend  a  patient, 
lie  was  dangerously  ill.  I  summoned  Harrison 
— we  called  each  other  by  our  Christian  names — 
to  a  consultation. 

We  agreed  to  watch  the  case  together  and  meet 
daily,  for  the  disease  wiis  obscure  and  complicated. 
Constant  vigilance  was  necessary  if  the  patient 
were,  by  any  possibility,  to  be  saved,  which  even 
then  seemed  doubtful. 

We  went  each  day  to  his  bedside,  and  one  or 
the  other  Avould  remain  and  watch  him  for  awhile 
after  our  chat. 

He  was  a  curious  man,  alone  in  the  world,  the 
last  of  his  family,  and  ho  requested  that  if  he 
died  during  this  illness  we  would  perform  an  au- 
topsy to  learn  exactly  what  had  been  the  trouble, 
and  then  have  his  bodv  cremated.  All  this,  he 
informed  us,  he  had  ordered  in  his  will,  so  there 
should  be  no  possibility  of  neglect ;  but  still  he 
begged  lis  to  be  sure  to  follow  out  his  wishes. 

Of  course  we  promised. 

After  a  week  his  symptoms  took  another  turn, 
and  he  began  to  suffer  awful  pain.  We  gave  him 
hypodermics  of  morphine. 

Three  nights  ago  I  was  aroused  by  an  urgent 
message  that  he  had  suddenly  developed  alarming 
symptoms,  and  the  nurse  feared  the  end  was 
near. 

I  went  with  all  haste  to  him,  but  before  I  left  I 
put  into  my  pocket  a  tiny  tube  containing  a  solu- 
tion, in  pure  sterilized  water,  of  the  same  genera- 
tion of  the  anthrax  blood  drops  I  had  used  in  my 
previous  experiments — experiments  which  had  re- 
sulted so  famously. 

When  I  arrived  I  saw  death  was  certain. 

It  was  three  o'clock. 

A  black  night.  It  was  quiet,  too,  there,  high 
above  the  street.  In  an  apartment  on  the  elev- 
enth floor  even  of  a  New  York  house  the  city's 
roar  becomes  a  hum,  if  it  be  heard  at  all.  But  in 
the  dead  hours  of  the  niglit  when  everything  is 
hushed,  except  the  bell  of  an  occasional  car  which 
rumbles  up  and  down  the  avenue  with  a  belated 


roysterer  or  hard-working  journalist  returning 
home,  all  is  peaceful. 

There  was  not  a  sound  in  the  apartment  save 
the  ticking  of  the  clock  on  the  mantel,  that 
seemed  to  call  off  the  seconds  left  for  the  poor 
fellow  on  the  bed,  whoso  heavy  breathing  was  the 
only  other  sound  which  broke  the  silence. 

I  watched  the  dying  man,  who  was  now  uncon- 
scious. 

Five  o'clock  boomed  from  a  neighboring  church, 
and  I  roused  myself  with  a  start  from  the  half- 
doze  into  which  I  had  fallen. 

The  breathing  was  quieter,  the  pulse  scarcely 
discernible,  the  face  ashy  palo  ;  he  could  not  live 
VAX  hour  more  ;  the  end  might  come  at  any  time. 

I  took  the  tube  from  my  pocket  and  a  hypo- 
dermic syringe. 

The  clock  upon  the  mantel  kept  up  its  dull, 
monotonous  record  of  the  seconds  as  they  flew. 

I  drew  into  the  syringe  some  of  the  fluid  with 
its  potent  germs,  turned  up  the  sleeve  of  the 
dying  man's  shirt,  pressed  on  the  vein  just  at  the 
bend  of  the  elbow  of  his  left  arm,  and  as  it 
swelled  I  stuck  the  needle  into  the  blood  vessel 
in  the  direction  of  the  circulation  and  injected 
the  contents. 

He  did  not  know  what  I  was  doing  ;  his  brain 
had  stopped  performing  its  functions  ;  he  was  a 
mere  machine. 

Nothing  that  I  could  do  would  hasten  his  death. 
I  used  him  for  my  purpose.  Ho  was  the  means 
to  my  end. 

In  half  an  hour  he  was  dead. 

I  returned  home,  and  as  I  walked  along  the 
quiet  street,  here  and  there  awakening  into  life 
and  activity,  I  looked  up  at  the  sky,  and  there  in 
the  east  the  sun  was  rising,  undimmed  by  a  sin- 
gle cloud,  and  in  its  brightness  I  read  the  promise 
of  a  day  of  triumph — a  day  in  which  all  I  wished 
for  most  on  earth  would  occur,  in  which  I  should 
achieve  the  reward  of  patience  and  observation. 

My  vengeance  was  at  hand. 

As  soon  as  I  got  homo  I  Avrote  to  Harrison  and 
told  him  of  our  patient's  death,  suggesting  twelve 
o'clock  for  the  autopsy. 

He  ngreed. 

I  went  to  breakfast  and  ate  heartily.  Death 
has  no  influence  on  a  physician's  appetite,  or 
some  of  U3  would  eat  but  little.  After  breakfast 
I  bandaged  up  a  finger  and  put  on  a  glove  stall, 
as  if  I  had  cut  myself,  for  I  know  he  would  not 
then  let  me  use  the  knife  for  fear  of  poisoning 
the  wound. 

We  met  and  went  to  work.  I  gave  him  the 
tools  at  his  request,  as  he  insisted  I  should  take 
the  notes  and  run  no  risk  of  infecting  my  (sup- 
posed) cut. 
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I  knew  thnt  body  was  swarming  with  anthrax 
biicilti  lis  virulent  as  they  could  be. 

It  held  death  for  thousands  of  men,  could  a 
needle  stuck  in  a  vein  prick  them  deep  enough  to 
dr»w  but  a  single  drop  of  blood. 

And  Harrison  Everard  hnd  liis  hands  in  that 
bod}'.  A  touch  with  ono  of  the  knives  lie  was 
using,  and  my  vengeance  would  be  accomplished. 

Dot  how  to  do  It.  Knock  against  his  arm. 
Yes  ;  but  thnt  would  most  probably  make  a  cut, 
and  iie  could  blame  liimself  or  me  for  careless* 
nesa. 

No ;  I  would  rather  not  do  it  that  way  if  I 
could  help  it. 

In  looking  over  his  shoulder  I  noticed  that,  in 
cutting  througli  the  ribs,  he  had  left  a  jagged 
edge  on  one.  If  I  could  get  him  to  strike  his 
bund  on  that ! 

As  be  was  tiikJug  out  the  heart  I  saw  him  lenve 
liis  knife  in  the  cavity,  and  as  he  put  hia  linnd  to 
regain  it  I  turned  suddenly  and  spoke  to  him; 
he  stalled  and  struck  tlie  back  of  his  iiand  against 
the  edj!c  of  tlie  chest  cavity,  and  a  tiny  spicnie 
of  bone  broke  off  in  his  little  finger. 

1  removed  it  for  bim.  It  did  not  even  bleed. 
He  took  no  notice  of  it  and  went  on  with  the 
operations;  each  moment  making  it  more  certain 
be  would  inti'odnce  hordes  of  bacilli  into  his 
system  througli  that  slight  puncture,  Buch  is  their 
minute  size,  while  their  virulence,  in  inverse 
ratio,  would  make  an  illness,  if  not  death,  certain, 
though  only  a  few  entered  hia  body. 

We  finished  our  work  and  prepared  to  leave. 
As  WD  did  BO  we  noticed  tliat  the  sky  bad  sud- 
denly growu  over- 
cast. JlJiickclouda         r  - 
lowered  and  scud- 
ded quickly  before 
the  hot,  oppressive 
breeze. 

Almost  as  we 
stepped  out  into 
tlie  street  the 
storm  broke — 
there  was  n  vivid 
flash  of  lightning, 
a  deafening  peal 
of  thunder,  which 
had  scarcely  died 
away  w  h  o  n  an- 
other flash  and 
another  peul  stiir- 
tledusby  theirin- 
tensity,  and  huge 
drops  of  rain  be- 
gan to  fall.  Be- 
f  o  r  e  we  reached 


the  corner  the  drops  had  quickened  into  a  licavy 
downpour,  and  the  thunder  rolled  incesfauily. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  elements  were  at  war  and 
keeping  up  a  perpetual  cannonading  in  the  <■  ky. 

We  stepped  into  a  doorway  and  waited  until 
the  storm  was  over,  but  even  in  the  few  steps  wo 
had  walked  our  clothes  were  wet  and  our  bhocs 
soaked. 

In  a  little  while  the  rain  ceased,  and  we  were 
able  to  start  on  our  homeward  way  ;  we  parted  at 
the  corner,  after  agreeing  to  meet  to-morrow 
morning  at  eleven  to  talk  over  the  case. 

"To-morrow  morning  at  eleven."  This  morn- 
ing. 

"Will  he  keep  the  appointment  ?"  I  thought, 
as  I  watched  him  jump  lightly  enough  on  to  a 
cai',  and  I  smiled  grimly  at  the  question  as  I  stood 
waiting  for  my  car  to  come  up. 

Tben  my  scieutitic  training  getting  tlie  ascend- 
ency, I  dropped  the  humor,  and  looking  beyond 
at  the  reality  in  a  serious  way,  I  asked  myself: 
"Wliicli  will  it  bo,  delirium,  unconsciousness  or 
death  itself  when  eleven  o'clock  to-morrow 
conies  ?" 

"It  should  be  death,"  I  heard  myself  mutter, 
"  it  the  big  experiment  can  be  relied  on  approxi- 
mately as  to  time,  "death  or  'very  near  it,"'iind 
I  hummed  the  last  three  words  to  the  tune  of  a 
popular  song  I  used  to  hear  in  the  streets  with 
that  catch  phrase.  I  laughed  half  aloud  at  tlie 
odd  conceit  aa  I  swung  ou  to  the  step  of  the  car 
going  my  way,  which  had  just  reached  the  corner. 

His  death — my  victory — and  a  comic  song. 

Then  my  thoughts  reverted  to  the  storm,  which 
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had  passed  as  rapidly  as  it  had  arisen.  It  seemed 
as  if  the  elements  had,  at  the  same  moment,  been 
saluting  me  with  the  lond  salvos  of  artillery 
which  greet  a  conqueror  on  his  retnrn  after  a 
brilliant  victory,  and  Gring  a  volley  for  the  loss 
of  a  hero,  while  the  mntterings  of  the  thnnder 
might  have  been  muffled  drums  beating  over  hts 
grave. 

Even  the  elements  inspired  me  with  the  idea  of 
the  success  of  the  vengeance  I  had  taken. 

I  reached  home  and  lunched  heartily. 

Then  I  set  to  work. 

1  suppose  people  would  be  surprised,  incredn- 
lous,  horrified,  perhaps,  if  they  knew  I  did  not 
trouble  myself  any  further  about  Harrison  Ever- 
ard. 

Why  should  I  ? 

There  was  no  reason  for  me  to  speculate  as  to 
his  fate. 

By  all  my  calculations  he  was  doomed  ;  his 
death  was  certain. 

But  even  if  he  should,  by  some  chance,  escape, 
what  matter  ?  He  knew  nothing  of  the  trap  I  had 
laid  for  him  ;  he  suspected  nothing. 

If  I  failed  I  could  try  again  and  again. 

Patients  die  ;  even  my  patients. 

Post-mortems  must  be  made. 

It  was  not  the  last  opportunity  I  should  have. 
No,  not  by  scores. 

Time  was  not  an  element  to  be  considered. 
Now  or  a  little  later  could  make  no  difference,  so 
long  as  wo  both  lived. 

He  was  mine — his  life  mine. 

The  pain,  the  consequences  of  his  death,  hers — 
mine. 

Why,  then,  should  I  be  anxious  or  tronbled 
about  him  ? 

No ;  I  worked  and  was  abcorbed  in  my  labors 
until  the  time  came  to  visit  my  patients.  Then 
I  went  and  examined  them  with  cool  head,  steady 
hand  and  quiet  nerves.     I  never  thought  of  him. 

It  is  remorse — fear  of  detection — which  makes 
a  man^s  hand  tremble,  his  knees  shake,  his  voice 
quaver. 

I  returned  home,  read,  went  to  bed,  and  slept 
till  they  Avoke  me  at  the  summons  from  Mrs. 
Everard. 

Then  I  knew  that  I  was  the  victor,  and  I  hur- 
ried to  the  house  to  see  him  and  study  his 
symptoms.  My  scientific  training  would  not  per- 
mit me  to  neglect  so  excellent  an  opportunity  to 
watch  the  case. 

About  eight  o'clock  last  night,  as  I  learned 
when  I  was  summoned,  he  complained  of  a  head- 
ache, and  his  temperature  began  to  rise.  In  an 
hour  ho  was  in  a  high  fever  and  the  paiii  had  in- 
creased.    He  told  his  wife  ho  must  have  taken 


cold  through  getting  wet  on  his  way  home,  and 
went  to  bed. 

In  another  hour  he  was  delirious,  and  Mrs. 
Everard  sent  for  a  physician.  He  blistered  Har- 
rison, and  later  put  on  an  ice  cap. 

Of  course  the  treatment  was  futile. 

The  anthrax  bacilli  were  at  work. 

He  succumbed,  as  I  foretold  when  I  arrived, 
for  they  sent  for  me  early  in  the  morning. 

At  nine  o'clock  he  was  dead. 

There  had  been  no  local  symptoms  to  show  that 
septic  matter  had  entered  the  circulation.  Not  a 
lymphatic  was  inflamed  ;  there  was  not  a  single 
red  line  on  his  white  arm,  as  generally  happens 
when  poison  gets  into  the  system  in  this  way. 

I  did  not  mention  the  incident  of  the  spicule  of 
bone.  Why  should  I  complicate  the  deed  with 
the  story  of  its  cause  when  there  was  no  need  ? 

Harrison  Everard  dead  I 

"  So  perish  all  my  enemies  1"  I  could  have  cried  ; 
and  as  I  looked  down  upon  the  whitened  face 
again,  I  felt  the  gleam  of  triumph  come  once 
more  into  my  eyes. 

She  was  prostrated  by  the  shock,  and  remained 
in  her  room.  I  hare  not  seen  her,  but  I  sent  a 
message  by  her  mother — the  smooth,  smug  mes- 
sage of  emptiness  and  less  with  which  people  are 
expected  to  intrude  upon  one's  grief  and  blamed 
if  they  omit. 

I  left  and  returned  home  while  they  were  mak- 
ing the  arrangements  for  the  funeral. 

I  promised  to  be  present. 

I  shall  see  him  borne  in  the  black  casket  to  the 
city  where  rich  and  poor,  happy  and  wretched, 
good  and  bad,  the  world-esteemed  fiend  and  the 
world-despised  demigod,  sleep  the  long  sleep. 

I  shall  exult  as  I  see  the  casket  go  down,  down, 
scraping  the  sides  of  the  earthy  pit,  tilting  a 
little  here,  then  righting  itself  again  as  another 
rope  is  loosened,  until  at  last  it  lies  upon  its  bed. 

I  shall  hear  the  earth  cast  on  the  lid,  rattling 
as  it  falls,  or  echoing  with  a  dull  thud  should  the 
day  be  wet. 

And  I  will  cast  earth  on  it ;  the  last  ofiSce  the 
living  can  give  to  the  dead  will  be  from  me  & 
parting  infamy — the  last  shot  to  an  expiring  foe. 

Then  I  shall  go  back  to  work,  to  angmenting 
the  reputation  I  have  won  by  my  bacteriological 
researches. 

If  the  world  but  knew  to  what  a  use  I  put  my 
knowledge ! 

And  she  !  Shall  I  see  her  soon,  and  after  a  few 
months  of  mourning  strive  to  win  her  love  again  ? 
or  shall  I  look  on  from  afar  and  watch  her  suffer 
still,  and  hate  her  more  for  all  I  have  done  to  her^ 
for  all  she  has  done  to  me  ? 

Who  knows  ? 


PIKE'S    PEAK    BY    MOONLIGHT. 

Bv  W.  C.  Campbell. 


Above  timber  line,  above  vegetatioii  of  any 
kind,  and  above  the  clouds,  the  daring  eiiterpriee 
iind  ekitl  of  the  civil  engineer  and  the  business 
eiigacit;  of  the  restless  American  capitalist  have 
[luslied  the  iron  horse  onward  and  upward  to  the 
very  summit  of  that  grand  old  monarch  of  the 
liocky  Mountains,  Pike's  Peak.  Other  railroads 
may  have  attained  greater  elevations,  biH  they 
Itave  not  done  so  in  tlie  short  length  of  the  Maui- 
ton  and  Pike's  Peak. 

There  are  a  number  of  higher  mountains  in  the 
United  States.  Indeed,  there  nre  twenty-three 
slightly  higher  ones  named  in  Colorado  alone. 
There  are  more  typical  mountain  peaks — penks 
that  stand  out  in  bolder  relief.  Such  are  Mount 
Ranier,  in  Washington.  Mount  Hood,  in  Oregon 
and  Mount  Sliasta,  in  Culifornin,  which,  Been  as 
they  are  from  near  the  sea  level,  are  indisputably 
more  conspicuous.  Still,  Pike's  Peak  is  wonder- 
fully grand  and  awe-inspiring.  Then,  too,  its 
historic  associations  are  such  as  to  excite  one's 
curiosity. 

It  was  first  sighted  by  Lieutenant  Zcbulon 
Montgomery  Pike,  after  whom  it  was  named,  in 


the  fall  of  1806.  He  wrote  :  "  No  human  being 
could  ascend  to  that  summit."  How  little  did  ha 
dream  that  within  the  same  centnry  human  be- 
ings would  make  that  ascent  witliont  effort ! 

The  gold  excitement  of  1850  put  the  name 
"  Pike's  Peak  "  on  everyone's  lips.  The  Supreme 
Court  of  Kansas  recently  decided  that  Pike's  Peak 
was  in  those  days  within  the  limits  of  the  Terri- 
tory of  Kansas.  Then  the  "Pike's  Peak  region" 
was  the  Mecca  of  fond  hopes,  tlie  alluring  ucme 
of  avaricious  ambition,  and  tlie  fatal  snare  of  dis- 
apjtointinent  and  despair.  "  Pike's  Peak  or 
bust,"  inscribed  on  many  an  outgoing  white- 
canvassed  "prairie  schooner,"  and  the  familiar 
"  Rusted,  by  thunder  !"on  the  returning  journey, 
told  tlie  tale  most  epignimmaticaliy.  Tourists  at 
Munitou  now  smile  when  they  see  a  four-horso 
team  drive  up  in  front  of  the  hotel,  disclosing  on 
the  rear  of  tlie  carriage,  in  flaming  red  and  gilt 
letters,  the  old-time  motto.  It  is  humorous  now  ; 
it  was  pathetic  a  third  of  a  century  ago.  Later, 
in  the  early  '70's,  the  smoke  of  the  approaching 
locomotive  on  the  distant  plains  to  the  eastward 
might  be  seen.     From  the  top  of  tho  old  peak 
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"iic    (liilv  g.'iziiig    frn'Ti    (Tir     ingtmi, 

iMiirlows  Jit  the  fiiir  idhI  ehin-         It  is  Btini<]iki'il  giiii:;[s  with    wiile  and  enbatoi)- 

iiig  Buniiiiit.     Whfrovpr  t!u?v     tii*'  roiulhoi]    ami   heavy  steel  rails,   the  tniction 

tiii^lit    K"'    fi'oi'i    Di'iiver   to    devolving  ii[ioii   t«n  hcjivy  sei'nitoil   rails  in  the 

I'iilIjIo,  ihej  r:iis(.>i]  tlic'ir  eyes     centre,  iqwii  wliiuh  Ojienvtc  eix  cogivhecla  under- 

Iu  fio  the  iiHito  R     t  nel  to 

the  iiiid  <<nuti[i(2iit  f  st     ases 

im!   «Bie   not    ills  |  ]o    tod 

It    etemed     to    folio  v    tl  o  i 
'^^i/;  I  tl  I  n   adventiifo  a   to  r     a 

r°"'="'!       f.  i"sm   to   tell   the  r   >  s 

"'  "■  fneiHls  of  Bcaliiig  o     f     t    t 

lieii-hta,  and  of  tl  e  glo    o  i 

siinrisio   view    thut     call 
their  intrepid  (iiii-lng.      Liiter,  iu  138!),      c  c-e 

mrid  WHS  hiiilt  fi'oni  Cascnde,  and  then  tl  e  j  y 

tn  its  top  and  the  return  were  made  fro     Ma    t 
bctwfuu    1)  re  Ilk  fust    and    enjiper.     Anntber  year, 
and  the  round  tiiji  could  be  accDniidislied  by  rail 
ill  a  Utile  over  four  hours. 

To  deseribe  tliis  wondevfnl  railroad  and  the 
eeenery,  which  at  every  turn  of  its  nine  miles  ia 
kalcidoscii|ii(\dly  revealed  to  the  eye  of  tlie  tour- 
ist as  he  aits  in  the  litxiiiinns  cur  iiTid  g.'izcs  In 
wrapt  ainaziinient  out  of  tlif  br.iad  Miiid'iws,  one 
wishes  to  vely  nmri'  npnti  iLc  iiid  nf  a  camera 
thai)  upon  his  descriptive  powers,  however  T«l- 
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BUN  RISK   FROM 


PEAK— TBB  SKA  OF  CIXtUDS. 


iicatb  tlie  locomotive. 

It  is  l>tiiU   upon  tbe 

Abt  systom  (in  nse  in 

Snitzerlnnd),  and  ilie 

jiooiiliar     meclmnical 

construction  of  botli 

truck  iind  locomotive 

it  id  cUimed  renders 

it    nlisoltitel;    safe. 

'J'lio    lungtli     of    tlie 

tiack    is   40,982  feet, 

in   whicii   there   is  a 

toiiil  iiscent   of  7,5^5 

foet,  or  an  avernge  of 

SU.8  feet  to  tlie  mile, 

III  u  k  i  n  g  an  average 

griiile  of  sixteen  per 

cent.      The  steepeEt 

gi!i(lea   are  a  rise   of 

one  foot  in  four.    The 

briilgea,  of  which  there  are  only  four,  are  entirely    the  picturesque  little  depot  jiiet  above  the  Iron 

of  iron  and  masonry.     The  track  in  the  steepest    Springs,  at  an  elevation  of  6,G2J  feet — an  eleva- 

ptacos  is  (irmly  anchored  every  two  hundred  feet,     tion  greater  than  the  top  of  Mount  Washington 

Tlierc  are  no  trestles.     The  locomotives  are  with-    — the  locomotive  whistled  (it  has  no  bell),  and 

out   loiidcrs,  nniqiie   in   appearance,  and  weigh     we  were  off  for  our  skyland  destination.     It  is 

twenty-cigiit  tons  each  when  loaded.     They  ptisli     upgrade  from  the  very  start  to  the  liuiBli,  and  the 

tlie  cars  on  the  ascent  and  precede  them  ou  the    engine  pnfFs  laboriottsly,  aa  if  tbe  rarefied  air  uf- 

dcsccnt.     The  coaches  are  largely  of  glass,  to  fa-    fected  its  breathing. 

cililato  observation,  with  seats  so  arranged  that        We  are  at  once  in  Engleman's  Cafion,  which  is 

most  of  the  time  passengers  have  a  level  sitting.  followed  for  nearly  three  miles  along  tlie  dashing 
Tlio  road  is  only  open  for  about  three  or  four    and  foaming  waters  of  Ruxton  Greek,  at  times 

niotilhs  iu  the  year,  hence  those  engaged  in  the    near  its   level,   again   hundreds    of   feet   above. 

operating  department  have  nice,  long  vacations.     About  one  niile  from  the  depot  we  pass  two  great 

Dnring  the  busy  season  several  trains  are  run    rocky  points,  crested  each  with  a  huge  bowlder, 

daily,  with  additional  excursions  when  the  moon    known  as  Gog  and  Magog,  which  we  have  been 

is  full.     Taking  the  train  at  five  o'clock  P.  M.  at    looking  up  ut,  but  which  we  are  soon   to  look 

down  upon.  It  is  not 
infrequent  now  to  see 
Zf'^  ~n~^       towering  above  our 

path  in  a  tlircatenlug 
way  a  bowlder  coicr- 
tng  an  area  nciiriv  us 
large  as  nti  ordiiimy 
citylot.  The  "Giinid 
Pass "  for  2,000  feet 
is  one  of  the  longest 
and  steepest  inclines; 
then  we  pass  "  Hang- 
ing Kock "  on  the 
right,  and  then,  in 
quick  succession, 
"Artist's  Glen"  and 
"Sheltered  Falls" 
and  arrive  at  "  .Min- 
nehaha Falls,"  where 
the  enterprising 
"town   boomer"   has 
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staked  off  fi  site.  The  traiu  has  made  a  few 
&to})s,  siiid  the  passengers  have  gathered  armfuls 
of  bosintiful  wild  roses^  Terbeiias,  colambines, 
n.urigohls,  bhiebells,  larkspurs,  asters,  sunflowers, 
[li'iik  gilias,  purple  penstemons,  the  cream-colored 
so^ip  weed,  and  many  kinds  of  flowers  not  now 
called  to  mfnd. 

Flowers  grow  in  profusion  at  still  greater  heights. 
One  wonders  how  they  ever  found  their  way  there, 
and  how  such  delicate  things,  as  we  are  accus- 
tomed to  regard  them,  can  withstand  such  cold. 
They  form  their  splendid  procession  on  the  plains 
in  early  spring,  moving  to  the  foothills,  and  then 
up  the  mountain  sides  as  the  season  advances  and 
the  snow  melts;  the  same  varieties  blooming 
weeks  later  in  the  mountains  than  on  the  plains. 
Thus,  the  character  of  Tegetatiou  is  constantly 
changing  with  every  few  hundreds  of  feet  of  eleva- 
tion. 

We  now  pass  the  "  Devil's  Slide  "  with  its  lofty 
*'  Pinnacle  Rocks,''  and  see  far  above,  to  the 
right,  a  rustic  pavilion  with  a  shred  of  the  Stars 
and  Stripes  floating  from  its  stalT.  In  what  bold 
relief  it  stands  out  in  the  clear  blue  sky  !  The 
views  of  the  peak,  and  Manitou,  and  surrounding 
country,  from  this  "Grand  View  Rock,"  are  in- 
deed grand.  It  is  reached  by  trail  from  the 
**  Halfway  House,"  a  cozy  little  retreat  among 
the  pines. 

Thus  far  we  have  had  the  music  of  the  rollicking 
Rnzton  Creek  all  the  way  ;  while  chipmunks  have 
scurried  from  rock  to  rock,  crying  out  at  times  as 
if  resenting  our  intrusion. 

Again  we  start  on  the  upward  journey,  and 
passing  throngh  a  narrow  defile,  known  as  "  Hell 
Gate,"  are  in  Ruxton  Park,  a  comparatively  level 
valley  covered  with  green  grass,  pine  and  aspen 
gri?ves.  The  round  smooth  head  of  **  Bald 
Mountain ''  is  now  seen  in  the  distance.  In  pass- 
ing ''  Lion's  Gulch'*  we  get  our  first  grand  view 
of  Pike's  Peak.  How  far  we  have  already  climbed, 
and  yet  there  it  is,  still  towering  above  ni ! 

Now  we  part  company  with  the  trees,  which 
liave  been  growing  smaller  and  gnarled  and 
twisted,  for  we  are  11,025  feet  up — •*  timber 
line."  A  sharp  turn,  and  the  train  has  passed 
'*AVindy  Point"  and  is  climbing  into  the  **S:id- 
dlo."  AThoevor  christened  these  various  places 
had  an  eye  for  the  proprieties,  as  well  as  a  seem- 
ing regard  for  **  hell"  and  the  *' devil."  Then 
for  a  mile  and  a  half  there  is  nothing  but  broken 
rocks  and  drifted  snow  in  patches. 

At  last  we  are  at  the  abandoned  old  govern- 
ment signal  station,  now  used  as  a  hotel,  14,147 
feet  above  the  sea — Pike's  Peak.  A  blazing  fire 
in  a  large  stove  is  found,  though  it  is  midsum- 
mer.    Some  shiver   about  the  stove,  others   in 


winter  wraps  walk  over  the  seventy-acre  mass  of 
broken,  irregular  -  shaped  and  sharp-cornered 
rocks,  and  gaze  and  gaze.  Some  of  oiir  party  bled 
at  the  uose,  and  a  few  experienced  diflficuUy  in 
breathing,  caased  by  the  rai'ity  of  the  atmos- 
phere. 

All  of  our  party,  save  the  "colonel"  from 
Texas,  had  a  feeling  of  personal  inconsequence, 
and  were  wrapt  in  silent  contemplation  of  the 
sublimity  and  awful ness  of  nature's  grandeur. 
How  petty  poor  frail  humanity  seemed  !  He  is 
indeed  conceited  who  does  not  feel  his  individual 
insignificance  as  he  looks  down  over  the  outspread 
world,  beholding  a  city  at  his  feet,  looking  like  a 
mere  checkerboard  —  the  plaything  of  a  child. 
Beyond  are  the  billowy  plains, 

**•  Bathed  in  tbe  tenderest  purple  of  distance. 
Tinted  and  shndowed  by  pencils  of  air," 

while  below  and  all  around  are  mountain  ranges 
and  i)eak8,  some  snow-capped  and  pretentious, 
yet  all  kneeling  and  acknowledging  the  suprem- 
acy of  their  grand  old  monarch.  Some  one  has 
well  said  that  ^here  the  eve  convevs  to  the  soul 
a  suggestion  of  the  infinite." 

The  poet  was  about  to  attempt  a  suitable  apos- 
trophe when  the  spell  was  broken  by  the  '^  colonel  *' 
volunteering  the  observation  that  '*  for  scenic 
grand 'ur  I  think  I  hev  nevah  saw,  sah,  nothiu' 
thct  would  thrill  any  moah  as  does  this;  an' I 
may  say  I  hev  been  from  Texas  to  Californy  an' 
back  agin,  twice." 

There  were  hi  the  party  some  gentlemen  and 
ladies  who  had  also  traveled  ;  these  agreed  with 
the  '^colonel  "and  smiled  good-naturedly.  Again 
the  ''colonel,"  with  commendable  fealty  to  the 
great  State  of  his  nativity,  took  occasion  to  re- 
mark that  ''Textis  is  a  continent  in  itself,"  as  if 
the  thought  were  inspired  by  his  surroundings, 
and  would  not  keep  for  lower  levels  or  more 
commonplace  occasions. 

Tbe  sun  was  now  sinking  below  the  western 
horizon,  and  the  soft  and  golden  coloring  of  the 
long  twilight  cast  weird  shadows  over  the  deep 
places  below.  As  daylight  faded  gradually  away 
the  full  round  moon  came  creeping  up  the  east- 
ern sky,  as  if  making  an  ineffectual  effort  to  keep 
in  sight  of  the  swifter  orb  of  day.  The  lingering, 
deflected  rays  of  the. sun  blended  with  the  mellow 
softness  of  the  moonlight,  tinting  with  a  won- 
drous haziness  the  mountain  tops,  while  the  blue 
shadows  in  the  cafipns  and  valleys  below  grew 
darker  and  yet  darker,^  until  they  assumed  a  set- 
tled and  melancholy  gloom.  The  scene  was  in- 
comparable, enchanting,  indescribable  m  mere 
cold  words. 

Meantime,   the   superlative  *^ colonel"  having 
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gubsiddd,  the  poet  tried  liis  band  with  the  follow- 
ing rtisiilt : 

HOIMII   OH    pub's   PUE. 

The  Bun  in  unkiiig  to  his  re«t, 
Tbe  flsecy  clonda  fantutio  pUj 

Upon  the  monntaia'a  Bhiniug  ctMt 
Aa  U  moat  loath  to  part  with  day. 


The  eoldeat  blue  with  ^ 

Caat  o'er  the  iiletjt  skjlaad  8c«d« 

Their  varied  tinta  that  quickly  apiead, 
While  weirdest  ahadowa  &it  bet«eeu. 

The  mountain  tops  Beem  soothed  to  Bleep, 

Hia  golden  laya  ao  gently  go, 
let  he  will  kiss  them— kiaa  them  aweet, 

For  aye  and  aye,  we  anrely  know. 

How  like  life's  close,  this  soDset  rare ! 

We  (eel  the  shades  of  night  come  on. 
And  through  the  gloom  o(  dork  despair 

Await  the  golden  paragon. 

The  locomotive's  whistle  interrupted  his  reverie. 


Then  dowu,  down,  down  »nd  down  we  go, 
each  yawuiug  caQoii  looking  like  some  mighty 
monster  with  open  jaws  waiting  to  devour  ua. 
But  steady  hauds  and  cool  heads  manage  the 
brakes  and  throttle,  and  we  soon  cease  to  fear. 

The  distant  stai-a  are  shining  bnglitly  ;  the  fra- 
grant pines  lift  their  graceful  spires  higher  and 
higlier,  and  extend  tlieir  shadows  furtlier  and 
further;  the  naked  rocks  now  peer  from  mantles 
of  green  ;  tlte  great  rocky  pinnacles  that  frowned 
on  us  as  we  went  np  seem  to  smile  on  our  return  ; 
the  dark-greeu  willows  and  currant  bushes  ware 
to  and  fro  in  the  sougliing  wind  like  flags  of  wel- 
come in  the  hands  of  little  children  ;  the  melodi- 
ous dashing  of  the  waterfalls  and  the  "little 
sharps  and  trebles  "  of  babbling  brooks  drift  in  at 
tiie  car  windows  in  joyous  greeting ;  the  twinkling 
starlike  lights  below  us  come  nearer  and  nearer  ; 
at  last  the  engine  ceases  its  violent  puffing  as  if 
tired  out  and  exhausted,  and  the  conductor  quietly 
calls,  "Manitou  !" 
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<  Plunkett  Fercusi 


Zip's  career  was  short,  yet  eventful.  Although 
but  a  year  old  at  the  time  of  his  demise,  witliiu 
that  brief  period  he  had  made  himsolf  cordially 
hated  by  the  community  iu  which  he  lived,  had 
well-nigh  exterminated  the  chicken  industry,  and 
almost  succeeded  in  landing  his  owner  in  jail. 
Surely  such  energy  deserves  Home  recognition. 

TJiat  Zip  had  a  bad  disposition,  even  for  a  coy- 
ote, I  do  not  deiiy,  but  lie  also  had  oue  redeem- 
ing tuit,  and  that  was  his  devotion  to  his  owner. 
Ue  would  follow  him  around  like  a  dog,  and  in 
his  presence  became  as  a  docile  as  a  family  cat ; 


but  away  from  tlio  young  man's  restraining  in- 
fluence, he  was  about  as  vicious  and  Irrepressible 
a  specimen  of  his  race  as  ever  walked  on  four  very 
lively  legs. 

Zip's  origin  is  shrouded  in  obscurity,  A  gentle- 
man riding  along  a  quiet,  unfrequented  road  in 
Los  Angeles  County,  Southern  Ciilifornia,  found 
him  eunuing  himself  in  a  cactus  bed,  und  as  the 
little  cieatiire  had  otily  attained  tlie  tender  age 
of  two  weeks,  lie  was  caught  without  mucli  dif- 
ficulty, lie  WHS  taken  to  town  and  given  into 
the  keeping  of  a  young  man. 
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Zi])  grew  with  nstonishing  rapidity,  and  at  a 
lemarkubly  early  ago  developed  the  most  thievish 
iaslincts.  IIo  was  kept  at  first  on  a  diet  of 
milk,  Avhicli  was  changed  to  raw  meat  as  he 
grew  older.  But  he  was  by  no  means  contented 
with  80  plain  a  cuisine,  and  varied  his  bill  of 
faro  by  repeated  and  surreptitious  raids  npon 
the  neighboring  henroosts,  where  he  created  sad 
havoc  in  satisfying  his  voracious  appetite.  IIo 
had  more  lives  than  a  cat,  and  always  managed 
to  elude  vengeance.  His  method  of  securing  his 
victims  was  as  simple  as  it  was  deadly.  Ho  would 
run  a  chicken  down,  fasten  his  sharp  teeth  in 
the  poor  thing's  neck,  and  proceed  to  make  a 
meal  without  further  ceremony. 

Zip's  evil  propensities  were  indulged  in  abroad  ; 
he  was  always  well-behaved  at  home,  where  he 
had  very  comfortable  quarters  in  the  wood  shed  ; 
but  his  master  thonght  best  to  chain  him  np  one 
day  when  he  went  away  on  a  fortnight's  vacation. 
Accordingly  he  was  supplied  with  an  abundance 
of  food  and  left  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  own  so- 
ciety. But  Zip  did  not  relish  solitary  confine- 
ment any  the  more  because  ho  had  four  legs  in- 
stead of  two,  and  in  some  mysterious  manner 
known  only  to  himself  managed  to  get  free.  .  He 
made  such  good — or  rather  bad — use  of  his  time 
that,  when  his  owner  returned.  Zip  had  terrorized 
the  community  by  his  dej)redations,  and  set  every- 
one's nerves  on  edge  by  the  prolonged  liowls  with 
which  ho  made  night  hideous.  Not  a  henroost 
had  escaped  him,  and  his  exploits  were  the  talk 
of  the  town.  The  young  man  came  in  for  a  large 
share  of  blame ;  he  had  hitherto  been  quite 
popular,  but  was  now  accused  of  maintaining  a 
nuisance. 

The  matter  became  one  of  continued  comment. 


in  which  Zip  was  alluded  to  in  terms  that  I  can- 
not repeat.  In  fact,  he  gained  as  much  noloriety 
as  the  man  who  was  candidate  for  mayor,  or  the 
pretty  girl  who  had  eloped  the  week  previously 
with  her  father's  coachman. 

Meanwhile  Zip  evinced  no  tendencies  tov^ard 
reformation.  He  continued  to  make  his  escape 
at  frequent  intervals  and  to  devastate  the  feath- 
ered tribes  far  and  near.  One  day  a  wild-eyed 
man  rushed  into  the  store  Avhere  Zip's  owner  was 
employed  and  demanded  that  animal's  speedy  ex- 
termination. His  choicest  fowls,  an  especially 
valuable  breed,  had  been  dealt  with  in  Zip's  usual 
summary  manner  the  night  before,  and  he  de- 
clared Avith  blood  in  his  eye  that  he  would  have 
the  young  man  arrested  if  he  failed  to  sacrifice 
his  abominable  pet.  Zip's  owner  hesitated  ;  but 
realizing  tliat  public  feeling  was  against  him — 
that  his  reputation,  to  say  nothing  of  his  safety, 
depended  npon  prompt  action — he  came  to  the 
sorrowful  conclusion  that  the  poor  creature  would 
have  to  atone  for  his  unfortunate  proclivities  wiih 
his  life. 

But  Zip,  who  had  that  morning  been  taking  a 
constitutional  in  the  back  yard,  unconscious  that 
he  had  eaten  his  last  chicken  dinner  and  howled 
his  last  howl,  was  not  visible  when  they  went  i:i 
search  of  him.  He  was  found  at  last,  lyinrj 
rigidly  behind  the  wood  pile.  His  voracity  hnd 
gotten  him  into  trouble  for  the  final  time  ;  some 
one  hud  tempted  the  poor  creature  with  poisoned 
meat. 

Zip  is  worthy  of  mention  as  being  the  only  pet 
coyote  I  ever  heard  of.  He  came  to  a  tragic  end, 
after  a  stormy  existence,  ''unwept,  unhonored," 
but  not  "unsung."  Witness  this  tribute  to  his 
memory. 
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By  Charles  Henry  Luders. 


Blow!  winds,  and  break  the  blossoms; 

Part !  clouds,  that  hide  the  Ban ; 
For  the  timid  feet  of  a  maiden  sweet 

Adown  the  yalley  run. 

The  thorn  of  the  wild  rose  wounds  her ; 

The  hem  of  her  skirt  is  torn, 
Where  the  cool  gray  dew  has  wet  it  through 

With  the  tears  of  a  summer  mom. 


No  foot  is  heard  to  follow, 
No  eye  her  path  may  soo, 

There  is  no  ear  her  steps  to  hear, 
As  she  hastens  unto  me. 

O  wild,  sweet  banks  of  roses, 
O  fragrant  fields  of  dew. 

My  darliug*s  kiss  is  more,  I  wis, 
Than  a  thousand  Isagues  of  yon! 


"lib  hkld  the  I 


I  UP  TO  TEB  WIMDOW  CCRIODSLT. 


WINNING    A   WIFE    BY    MAIL. 

Uv  John  Huukrt  Greusel. 

"  Pbbsohal.— A  mAiden,  ymuK,  eaocated.  tir^  ot  toil-  that  wliQU  Mr.  Perkins  inscribed  on  her  white 

ing  nlone,  would  become  n  beloved  wife  nod  beliimitB  o(  marble  elftb,  in  the  village  churchyard,  divers  cn- 

hononLble  mau ;  no  triflets.                            Doba.  232."  comiums  as  to  her  virtues,  there  could  hare  been 

When  Mr.  Perkiiia   read  the  above  advertise-  no  doubt  that  they  came  from  the  heart.     Mr. 

nient  in  a  New  York  paper,  aa  he  Mt  one  night  Perkins  was  childless,  hud  been  keeping  bachelor's 

at  tlie  country  t.tvern,  he  carefully  cut  itont  and  hall  until  he  was  tired  of  it,  and,  in  a  word,  what 

put  it  in  his  pocket.  was  to  hinder  that  he  marry  again  ?     But  girls 

The  fact  is,  Itcnben  Perkins  was  tired  of  living  were  scarce  in  Sullivan  County,  and,  withal,  Jfr, 

alone.     lie  was  forty-one  years  of  age,  had  red  Perkins  was  decidedly  bashful.     Here,  then,  was 

hair  and  red  whiskers,  and  owned  forty  acres  of  an  idea. 

the  best  land  in  Sullivan  County.     Itnlje'a  (irat  That  night  Mr.  Perkins  hail  serious  matters  on 

wife   had   died   some   twelve   years  befoie,  and,  his  mind.     He  tried  to  recall  all  the  love  poetry 

since  it  was  she  wlio  had   hel]ied  him  clear  the  he  once  wrote,  in  District  No.  13  School,  to  that 

stumpago  oR  liia  tract,  it  may  be  truthfully  said  little  freckle-faced  girl,  long  before  the  panic  of 
Vol.  XXXVIU.,  No.  5-38. 
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'73.     He  looked  into  the  fire  and  chewed  tLe  end 
of  his  pencil.     Finally  he  said  to  himself  : 

"  Hum  !  what's  the  use  tryin',  especially  when 
you  can't  remember  ?  Now,  I'll  just  up  and 
write  a  plain  business  letter,  something  in  this 
fashion." 

The  letter  that  he  wrote  told  how  he  would 
like  to  marry,  and  what  a  nice  farm  he  had  ;  and 
he  also  added  the  fact  that  he  took,  twice,  the 
prize  at  the  county  fair  for  fat  stock  ;  aud,  fi- 
nally, it  wound  up  with  a  wish  that  the  letter 
'^  would  find  Dora,  No.  232,  as  well  as  it  left 
him." 

It  was  with  many  misgivings  that  Mr.  Perkins 
trotted  off  to  the  post  office,  early  next  morning, 
to  mail  the  precious  letter.  He  fancied  that  the 
postmistress  could  read  his  secret  ia  his  blushes, 
and  when  she  spoke  to  him  yoa  could  have 
knocked  him  down  with  a  feather, 

''  Mornin',  Rube,''  ahe  said,  peering  nt  Lim  out 
of  her  box. 

'*  Mornin',  Lib,"  he  repeated,  timidly. 

"  Been  writin'  letters.  Rube  ?** 

"  Oh,  just  a  trifle." 

''  Postage  stamp,  Rab^  P^ 

''  Yes.    How'i  businest^  Lib  r 

After  he  was  gone  Lib  held  the  letter  up  to  the 
window  curiously,  so  that  the  fall  flood  of  the 
bright  morning  light  fell  clean  athwart  the  pretty 
pink  envelope.  Then  she  tnrued  it  over  and 
over,  in  a  vain  attempt  to  get  her  prying,  coal- 
black  eye  into  some  chance  nook  or  cranny,  to 
see  what  it  was  all  about.  Curiosity — Lib  was  its 
.personification.  Time  hung  heavy  on  her  hands 
in  that  little  fourth-class  post  office  up  at  the 
lower  ranges  of  the  Catskills  ;  every  postal  card 
she  duly  read,  you  may  rest  assured  ;  every  circu- 
lar, every  unsealed  envelope  ;  and  he  was  a  sharp 
swain  who  could  get  a  letter  from  a  new  girl  with- 
out letting  Lib  Barkume  know  it ;  and  so  she 
wondered  this  morning  so  long  and  patiently 
that  the  express  train  with  its  shrill,  warning 
whistle,  up  the  valley,  almost  caught  her  with  the 
mail  bag  unpacked  ;  and  it  was  all  out  of  breath 
that  she  finally  dragged  it  to  the  station  and  hung 
it  on  those  curious  whitewiished  scantlings,  up  on 
a  low  platform,  so  that,  w-h-i-z !  the  mail  clerks 
just  swung  out  a  big  iron  arm,  and  the  bag  disap- 
peared as  the  train  thundered  by  at  the  rate  of 
forty  miles  an  hour. 

In  imagination  Reuben  Perkins  was  already 
married  by  mail. 

The  most  astonished  man  in  Sullivan  County, 
a  week  later,  was  Mr.  Perkins,  when  Lib  handed 
him  out  a  plain,  white  envelope,  addressed  in  a 
neat,  feminine  hand,  with  ''Esq."  added  after 
his  name. 


"  Must  be  them  city  relations,"  thought  Lib  to 
herself ;  but  she  did  not  say  so  aloud.  What  she 
did  venture  was  this  : 

*' Mornin',  Rube." 

"Mornin',  Lib." 

''Letter  for  you.  Rube." 

"Oh,  go 'way.  Lib!" 

"  It's  a  big  fat  one.  Rube.     What's  goiu'  on  ?" 

"  Oh,  that's  from  a  man  who  wants  to  buy  my 
farm  !" 

"  Nice  weather.  Rube  ?" 

"Nice  weather.  Lib." 

"I — wonder — what's — in  —  the  —  wind  !"  was 
Lib's  ejaculation,  as  she  saw  Rube  disappear  up 
the  road. 

Mr.  Perkins  went  straight  to  the  loft  of  his 
bam>  and,  gazing  around  to  see  that  he  was 
alone,  finally  mustered  up  courage  enough  to 
break  the  envelope  open.  As  he  read  on  and  on 
and  on  his  face  assumed  a  look  of  incredulity, 
which  changed  gradually  to  one  of  delight  and 
positive  joy.    What  be  read  was  this  : 

**Book  'B.  B.,*  pi«e  92S,  Letter  No.  134,182.— Mb. 
Bkubxm  Puxdoi;  Tour  letler  to  our  matrimonial  adyer- 
tisemeat  department,  addre«ed  to  Dora,  No.  232,  was  in- 
coming  to-day.  It  was  inaerted  at  the  request  of  one  of 
onr  pairoiia»  whoae  detoription  wiU  be  furnished  you  free 
of  charge  (photo  twenty-five  cents)  if  you  caU  at  our  office. 
Bepliea  to  <3Wt  adyerliamentB  are  divided  into  two  classes ; 
(1)  Letten  giving  fuU  information  in  regard  to  age,  re> 
ligion,  oooapation,  property,  nationality,  etc.,  and  (2)  those 
not  giving  theee  details.  For  good  reasons  your  answer  was 
placed  ia  class  No.  2.  Only  persons  having  the  legal  right 
to  marry,  and  known  to  possess  good  moral  character,  will 
be  introduced  to  each  other  by  this  company.  If  you  de- 
sire to  obtain  our  services  write  to  us  without  delay.  Thou- 
sands of  photographs  have  been  filed  at  this  office,  from 
which  yon  may  select  those  you  wish  to  become  acquainted 
with.  If  necessary,  we  will  aid  you  in  the  selection  of  a 
life  partner.  Note. — Our  system  forms  the  most  econom- 
ical and  trustworthy  plan  of  making  reliable  acquaint- 
ances. Reason  and  results  prove  that  those  who  marry 
under  our  guidance  have  more  adaptation  for  each  other, 
more  affinity  and  love,  and  consequently  lead  happier 
lives." 

Wheu  Mr.  Perkins  read  these  directions  and 
instructions  his  heart  gave  a  great  thnmp  of  de- 
light. It  was  so  simple,  and,  withal,  so  scien- 
tific. There  would  be  no  money  wasted  on  sense- 
less courting ;  he  had  had  enough  of  that  at  the 
local  church  suppers  and  festivals ;  and,  besides, 
wasn't  Lib  becoming  unusually  sweet  with  him, 
and  wa8n*t  it  time  that  he  should  head  off  any 
tricky  scheme  she  might  have  to  land  him  in  the 
matrimonial  net  ?  He  knew  that  for  eight  years 
past  she  had  been  endeavoring  to  look  after  his 
comforts,  whenever  she  had  the  opportunity  ;  now 
things  had  taken  a  turn  ;  he  was  to  win  a  wife  by 
mailj  under  the  clever  spinster's  very  nose  I 
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The  chores  were  not  done  as  thoroughly  after 
that  as  in  years  gone  by  ;  there  was  not  as  much 
wood  cut  on  the  wood  lot.  No  answer  came  to 
his  first  letter^  and  after  waiting  a  week,  during 
wliich  time  he  suffered  many  agonies,  he  decided 
to  write  again.  He  told  Mr.  Matrimonial  Bureau 
that  he  would  like  to  see  Dora,  No.  232,  and  in 
return  received  a  letter  in  size  and  contents  so 
powerful  that  he  had  to  ponder  over  it  for  several 
weeks,  before  he  could  get  its  drift.  There  was 
one  column  of  charges!  There  was  another  for 
extra  services !  Winning  a  wife  by  mail  was, 
after  all,  not  an  easy  thing.  The  broker  of  mar- 
riages had  this  to  say  : 

**  The  object  of  our  business  is  to  furnish  a  safe,  reliable 
and  confidential  vmy  of  permitting  young  people  of  honora- 
ble intentions  to  meet  with  a  yiew  to  matrimony.  It  is  our 
constant  aim  so  to  conduct  our  business  as  to  meet  the  ap- 
proTol  of  the  moet  fastidious.  Our  aim  ia  to  increase  the 
happiness  of  the  human  family  and  the  human  race. 

*'  Gentlemen  introduced  pay  50  cents. 

**  Oentlemen  introduced,  but  who  fail  to  keep  engage- 
ments, pay  50  cents. 

"Persons  not  wishing  to  have  their  true  name  on  the 
book  may  use  a  fictitious  one,  for  which  there  wiU  be  a 
charge  of  50  cents  extra. 

**  Persons  calling  to  see  deaoriptions  of  people  pay 
5  cents ;  if  you  cannot  caU,  and  we  have  to  send  the  de- 
scription, you  pay  25  cents. 

'*  To  investigate  a  reputation,  the  charge  is  $1. 

"  We  prefer  that  our  patrons  write  their  own  Iotc  let- 
ters ;  but  for  those  who  prefer  to  leave  this  delicate  matter 
in  our  hands  our  charges  wiU  be  20  cents  for  each  letter, 
or  seven  for  $1 ;  we  furnish  our  own  postage  and  envel- 
opes. 

**  Persons  desiring  to  be  introduced  to  those  possessing 
wealth  must  pay  $2  extra  for  each  $1,000  they  desire  their 
friend  to  have;  over  $5,000,  $2  extra  for  each  $1,000.'* 

After  Mr.  Perkins  read  this  circular  he  made 
up  his  mind  that  the  best  thing  for  him  now  to 
do  would  be  to  go  to  New  York  to  see  "  Dora, 
No.  232,'' himself  personally.  In  order  to  do  this 
he  was  obliged  to  part  with  Crook  Horn.  He 
drove  her  to  market  one  raw,  blustering  day, 
when  there  was  an  angry  snarl  of  snow  in  the  air 
and  when  the  wind  cut  like  a  knife.  As  he  passed 
the  post  office,  Elizabeth  Barkume,  the  gentle 
|)06tmistress,  who  for  so  many  years  had  been 
vainly  striving  to  take  something  more  than  a 
motherly  interest  in  Reuben,  peeped  out  of  her 
window  just  in  time  to  see  him  go  by. 

''  Morning  Bube/'  she  sang  out  to  him. 
"  Where  be  you  goin'  with  Crook  Horn  ?*' 

Ueuben  Perkins  felt  as  though  overtaken  by  a 
judgment  of  the  Lord.  He  colored  to  the  eyes, 
and  responded,  in  a  weak  voice : 

*'  Mornin',  Lib.  Nice  cool  mornin'  we  are  bav- 
in* for  this  time  o'  year.  I  am  takin'  Crook  Horn 
up  the  road  a  piece  to  sell  her  to  the  deacon. '^ 


**  Well,  I  swan  I  Who  would  have  believed  it 
of  you,  Reuben  Perkins  !" 

''  Any  letters  for  me.  Lib  ?''  said  Rube,  inquisi- 
tively, changing  the  conversation. 

'*  Letters — well,  no.  You  seem  to  be  gittin* 
mighty  curious  about  letters,  Reuben  Perkins. 
What's  in  the  wind  r 

"  Oh,  nothin' !" 

Then  he  hurried  the  cow  through  the  snow ; 
and  as  ho  turned  the  corner  his  disappearing  fig- 
ure was  watched  by  the  cold  gray  eyes  of  the 
spinster,  who  felt  in  her  heart  something  she  had 
long  striven  in  vain  to  find  words  to  express. 

**  I  think  he  is  the  dearest  man  in  the  world." 
was  her  parting  comment,  *^  and  I  really  believe 
he  is  beginning  to  think  something  of  me.  I 
notice  how  he  blushed  when  he  asked  about  those 
letters. '^  Then  she  sniffed  the  air,  and  said, 
**  My  pies  are  burnin'  I"  and  rushed  from  the 
window. 

It  was  well  for  Lib  that  she  did  not  see  Reuben 
that  evening,  with  his  bundle  under  his  arm,  at 
the  station,  waiting  for  the  train  for  New  York. 
If  she  had  she  would  have  been  consumed  with 
curiosity. 

Arriving  at  the  city.  Rube  put  up  at  a  small 
hotel  in  Water  Street.  He  went  to  bed  early,  in 
order  to  be  up  early  the  next  morning.  Weighty 
matters  were  to  be  decided. 

At  ten  o'clock  Rube  appeared  at  the  office  of 
the  bureau.  He  found  himself  in  a  small  room 
at  the  top  of  a  very  tall  building.  The  office  boy 
told  him  to  wait  while  he  went  for  the  superin- 
tendent. There  were  many  couples  passing  and 
repassing  in  the  corridor,  and  every  few  moments 
a  voice  would  bawl  out : 

'^No.  Ill,  this  way  r 

The  boy,  repeating  the  number,  would  usher  a 
man  or  a  woman  into  a  reception  room,  in  the 
long  hall.  Rube  was  much  interested  in  this  odd 
sight ;  but  the  spectacle  of  so  many  busy  people 
frightened  him  somewhat,  and  he  wished  himself 
home,  shelling  corn  in  the  corn  crib. 

Suddenly  some  one  touched  Reuben  Perkins  on 
the  arm,  and  that  worthy  looked  up  to  discover 
a  small,  oily,  bowing,  scraping,  rotund  gentleman 
before  him.  Rube  noted  his  bald  head,  his  rosy 
cheeks  and  his  businesslike  air,  and  was  fairly 
scared  out  of  his  wits. 

'^I  am  delighted  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Perkins,'' 
said  the  manager. 

^*  Happy  to  meet  your  acquaintance, '*  blurted 
Rube,  blushing,  standing  on  one  leg,  then  resum- 
ing his  seat — all  the  while,  though,  keeping  a 
sharp  eye  on  his  baggage. 

"  You  came  to  see  Dora,  No.  232 ;  well,  you 
may  see  her  in  an  hour.     Sit  down  and  make 
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yourself  coinfortAble ;  a  special  messenger  has 
been  sent  to  her  residence." 

Reuben  Perkins  wiped  the  perspiration  from 
his  forehead,  took  up  a  paper,  and  strove,  in  vuin, 
to  occupy  his  mind.  But  he  might  just  as  well 
have  been  reading  print  that  stood  upside  down  ; 
the  letters  played  leapfrog  with  each  other ;  at 
least  Rube  thought  they  did,  such  was  his  ex- 
citement and  confusion  during  that  awful  wait  of 
half  an  hour. 

Then  he  saw  the  manager  approaching. 

"Mr.  Perkins,  right  this  way." 

The  manager  explained  that  the  fee  was  five 
dollars  to  be  enrolled  ;  then  fifty  cents  for  the  use 
of  the  parlor ;  to  read  a  description  of  her  was 
twenty-five  cents  additional. 

"  Better  begin  on  the  description,"  said  Rube  ; 
"it  will  serve  to  kinder  break  me  in." 

The  proprietor,  all  smiles,  took  Mr.  Perkins  to 
another  room,  where,  opeiiing  a  large  ledger,  he 
showed  the  sistouished  man  a  long  paragraph, 
reading  in  part  as  follows : 

'*  DxscEiPTioN  OF  Dob  A,  No.  232. — I  am  a  tan,  bandaome 
blonde,  with  large  blue  eyes,  and  the  form  of  a  fairy  queen. 
My  friends  say  that  my  disposition  is  amiable,  and  that  my 
temper  is  even  and  steady.  I  can  knit,  sew,  cook,  bake, 
read,  write  poetry  and  make  bread.  I  can  play  the  piano, 
and  can  darn  socks.  I  have  a  splendid  education,  and 
yearn  for  the  companionship  of  a  true  gent,  elderly  pre- 
ferred, who  would  appreciate  my  goodness  and  beauty  more 
than  my  wealth,  which  latter  I  estimate  at  $1,200.  I  am 
5  feet  7  inches  in  height  and  measure  23  inches  around 
the  waist ;  wear  a  No.  6  shoe  and  a  No.  7  glove.  I  would 
1  ke  to  become  the  helpmate  of  a  loving,  honorable  gent,  as 
I  am  tired  of  toiling  alone.*' 

"  What  do  you  think  of  that,  eh  r  chuckled 
the  manager. 

"Well,  by  the  great  horn  spoon  V* 

''She's  :i  great  beauty — yes,  indeed.'* 

Then  the  manager  whispered  something  in 
Reuben's  ear  which  made  the  rural  gentleman 
blush  like  a  child. 

"Come  with  me  to  Parlor  V;  Dora  is  waiting 
for  you." 

"Right  away  ?"  stammered  Rube. 

''Why,  certainly." 

*'I8 — is  my  hair  all  right  ?" 

*'  Pretty  as  a  peacock  !" 

*'  How  does  my  coat  hang  ?" 

"Out  of  sight.     Come  ;  no  more  delays." 

"But  I  must  squander  a  nickel  on  a  shine  for 
my  boots.  Wait  a  minute,  will  you  ?  No  ?  Well, 
tlien,  fire  away." 

The  manager  led  the  way  to  Parlor  V,  which 
proved  to  be  a  small  affair,  as  dreary  and  as  con- 
tracted in  appearance  as  a  typical  hall  room,  and 
quite  as  illy  furnished.     In  a  dim,  far-down  cor- 


ner, sitting  as  erect  as  a  ramrod,  w(is  a  lady 
With  a  bow  anil  a  smile  the  astute  superintendent 
introduced  her  tiius : 

"Mr.  Perkins,  permit  me  to  introduce  you  to 
Miss  Dora,  whose  many  charms,  you  will,  I  be- 
lieve, find  fully  up  to  the  contract." 

Willi  this  the  man  retired,  leaving  Reuben  to 
his  fate. 

"I — I  am  very  happy  to  meet  your  acquaint- 
ance," said  Mr.  Perkins,  indulging  in  his  favorite 
expression.  Then  he  fell  into  a  chair  and  pro- 
ceeded to  mop  his  brow  with  the  rim  of  his  hat. 

There  was  a  painful  silence. 

Then  Rube  blurted  out : 

"  Bo  you  the  woman  who  wrote  to  mo  ?"' 

"  I  am." 

"Well,  I  had  a  few  things  to  tell  you.  I  am 
tired  of  living  alone." 

A  long  pause. 

"  You  see,  my  wife  died  years  ago,  and  all  tliis 
time  I  have  been  having  a  hard  tussle  to  koop 
things  goin'  up  my  way." 

A  longer  pause. 

"  I  came  down  here  to-day  to  see  you." 

"  Yes." 

A  long  wait. 

"  Yes,  I  came  down  to  see  you." 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you." 

A  lengthy  interval  of  silence. 

"Nice  weather  we  are  having  ?" 

"Yes,  very  nice." 

"Say,  suppose  we " 

A  dreary  wait. 

"  I  was  say  in'  that  we  ought Oh,  haii;:^  it ! 

suppose  we  hitch  up  and  git  married — what  do 
you  say  ?" 

It  was  a  painful  elTort,  but  Reuben  Perkins 
proved  equal  to  it — at  last. 

"I'm  willing,  Mr.  Perkins." 

"  Now  r 

"Yes,  now!" 

"  Where  can  we  git  a  preacher  ?" 

"Ask  the  manager." 

In  five  minutes  the  minister  appeared.  Thoy 
were  pronounced  man  and  wife. 

"And  now,  supposin'  we  go  home  to  Sullivan  ?" 

All  this  while  something  out  of  the  ordinary 
had  never  struck  Reuben  Perkins,  such  had  been 
his  interest,  curiosity  and  fear.  Gradually  his 
senses  returned.  On  the  ferryboat,  going  over  to 
Hoboken  to  take  the  train  for  home,  Rube  said  : 

"Dora,  lift  your  veil." 

And  when  she  had  done  so,  and  turned  hei 
bright  and  smiling  face  full  upon  him,  he  sr.i'- 
denly  fell  back,  gasping  : 

"  Gosh  all  hemlocks  ! — if  I  haven't  ^one  and 
married  Lib,  the  postmistress,  after  all  !" 
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Bv  Frederick  Wedmore. 

SECOND   {AND    CONCLUDING)    PAPER— LEGROS— STRANG— HOLROYD— SHORT 

—WATSON— MACBETH— HERKOMER—HAI.L,  AND    OTHERS. 


More  than  onn  of  the  great  etchers  who  must 
ill  fiiirness  bo  treated  with  the  British  school  are 
flf  foreign  origin.  Born  at  Dijon  in  1837,  ami 
trained  chiefly  at  Piiris^pai titer,  of  coni'sc,  ns 
well  as  etcher — Alphonsc  Ijegros  camo  to  Lon- 
don when  he  wiia  quite  a  young  man.  He  has 
been  amongst  us  since  18G3.  It  was  in  Parie,  about 
1857,  that  he  did  his  first  etchings,  and  liis  Eur- 
jirising  originalilj  waa  declared  from  the  begin- 
ning. The  trivial,  the  accidental  even,  had  no 
nttractiotis  for  him.  Even  tlio  quiet  humor  which 
one  recognizes  in  his  character  lias  no  place  in 
iiis  work.  Simple,  serious,  austere,  highly  re- 
lined,  yet  witli  cnrioiis  tolerance  of  pliy^iciil  iigli- 
ncsa  and  curions  indifference  to,  at  all  erents,  the 
UeatiCy  of  women,  M.  Legros  has 
conveyed  to  us,  in  hia  own  leis- 
urely and  economical  fashion,  any 
time  these  thirty  years,  liia  vision 
of  a  world  not  ours,  or  rather, 
very  often,  his  vision  of  the  deep- 
er realities  whicli  underlie  what- 
ever may  attract  us  on  tlie  surface. 

lie  has  been  concerned — and 
best  of  all  concerned  in  etching 
— with  many  departments  of  art. 
Like  Mr.  G.  F.  Watts,  he  lias  been 
fascinated,  here  and  again,  by 
maciilinc  intellect  and  clianicter  ; 
mascnline  kindness,  goodness, 
genius,  energy.  Of  Mr.  Watts 
himself- and  fortunately  in  the 
meditim  of  etching — he  has  matte 
tlie  happiest  of  all  possible  por- 
traits, finding  in  the  theme  a 
gravity  of  manly  beauty,  a  cliarm 
of  approaching  age,  to  which  ho 
has  always  been  intensely  sym- 
pathetic. Gambetta,  too,  and  Sir 
Frederic  Leighton,  and  the  late 
Cardinal  Manning — who,  if  he 
appealed  to  him  at  all,  must  have 
appealed  to  him  on  the  side  of 
austerity  alone — have  beea  the 
subjects  of  his  portraiture.  To 
each  portrait  he  lias  given,  though 
in  very  different  measuics,  accord- 
ing as  the  subject  wante<l  it,  8 
nobility  and  dignity  supplied  by 
bis  own  art  and  temperament,  and 


by  a  seiiGO  of  style  nonrished  upon  the  study  of 
the  Ilcnuissance  and  of  Rembrandt;  and,  on  the 
otiier  hand,  upon  each  selected  model  whom  lio 
has  treated  in  those  other  etchings  which  aro  not 
confessedly  portraiture  he  has  bestowed  the  grave 
veracity,  the  vcrieimilUnde  of  tlie  portrait. 

Hardly  any  of  Legios's  work  is  dated,  and,  ns 
lime  has  gone  on,  the  changes  in  his  method  have 
not  been  very  marked,  though  it  is  hardly  to  the 
earliest  etching  tliut  wo  mnst  go  for  Ins  most 
trained  dranglitsmanship  and  most  accomplished 
Icclinique.  On  the  other  hand,  the  early  work 
has  abont  it  a  sometimes  savage  earnestness,  a 
rapid  and  immediate  expressiveness,  a  weirdness 
also,  which   are   immensely  impressive.      Poetic 
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scene,  the  most  everyday 
material.  Generally,  one's 
impression  of  liis  landscape 
is  that  it  is  built  to  some 
extent  upon  tlie  memories 
of  liis  youtli ;  that,  since 
then,  a  little  observation 
has  gone  a  long  way — that 
he  lins  cared  to  dream  ratlier 
thnn  to  notice.  Here  and 
there  one  may  be  reminded 
of  the  uplands  sronnd 
Dijon,  or  of  tiie  chalk  hills 
of  the  Boulogiinis  nith  its 
wide  fields  and  haystacks, 
its  gaunt  outhonsee — a  land 
which  rumors  of  "  high 
farming  "  have  never  reach- 
ed. As  the  railway  train 
swept  under  the  hiltside,  H. 
Legros,  one  thinks,  may 
hare  profited  by  a  glance 
from  the  windows.  And 
and  pathetic  is  it  besides  sometimes  to  the  last  out  of  the  glance,  and  out  of  the  memory,  and  out 
degree.  "  Lea  Ohantres  I^pagnols,"  for  example,  of  the  very  real  sympathy  with  linmble  and  monot- 
is  the  creation  of  a  great  artist ;  it  is  a  most  pen-  onous  days,  there  has  grown  a  homely  poem.  With 
etrating  and  pnthelio  study  of  physical  nnd  men-  Whistler,  on  the  occasions  on  which  he  has  treated 
tal  decay,  representing  eight  priestly  singing  men  it  in  his  matnre  art  (in  "  Dam  Wood,"  especially), 
lifting  np  what  hoarse  and  feeble  voices  they  may  landscape  becomes  decoration.  With  Mr.  Haden 
be  possessed  of  in  the  Imshed  choir,  by  the  un-  landscape  is  a  matter  that  must  be  energetically 
certain  light  of  torches,  in  the  night's  most  mye-  observed.  Swift,  skillful  memoranda,  not  the 
teriouB  hour.  less  scientific  because  they  may  be  dramatic  also, 

Several  of  the  most  fascinating  of  these  some-  are  taken  of  it.  With  Legros  the  landscape  must 
what  early  etchings  and  dry  points  record  the  life  submit  to  change,  to  simplification,  to  abstraction, 
of  the  priesthood.  In  its  visible  dignity,  its  true  generalization  even,  in  the  processes  of  his  mind  ; 
but  limited  camaraderie,  in  its  monotony  and  and  the  picture  whioli  hia  hand  fashions — the 
quietude,  in  its  magnificance  of  service  and  sym-  hand  with  reverie  behind  it — is  one  which  travel 
bol,  the  life  of  the  priest  and  of  those  who  serve  will  help  no  one  to  encounter  and  experience, 
in  a  great  church  has  impressed  Legros  pro-  help  no  one  to  realize.  Yet  it  has  its  own  valne. 
foundly,  and  lie  has  etched  these  men — one  now  Before  I  leave  this  always  deeply  interesting 
reading  a  lesson,  one  waiting  now  with  fulded  and  original,  even  when  incnmplete,  artist,  T  will 
hands,  one  meditative,  one  observant,  and  now  add  that  in  the  "Cntalogne  Raiaonn^  de  I'CEuvra 
one  ofteriug  up  the  Host,  and  now  another  bend-  grnv6  et  lithographic  d'Alphonse  Legros,"  com- 
ing over  the  violoncello  with  slow  movement  of  piled  by  MM.  Thibaudeau  and  Poulet  Malnssis  in 
the  hand  that  iiolds  the  bow.  Dignity  and  ig-  1877,  there  are  chronicled  1G8  pieces,  but  that, 
iiorance,  pomp  nnd  power,  weaiineaa,  senility,  de-  writing  to  me  ten  years  Inter,  M.  Thibaudeau  was 
cay  and  almost  squalor  — nothing  Ims  escaped  able  to  tell  me  of  nearly  ninety  additions  to  the 
him.  In  literature  only  a  Balz.ic  could  have  done  list.  Xor  has  Legros  to  this  day  ceased  to  etch. 
equal  justice  to  that  which  attracts,  and  to  that  Professor,  during  something  like  a  score  of 
which  must  needs  roiiel.  years,  at  the  Sinde  School  in  London,  Legros  has 

Realist,  but  always  poet,  in  hia  treatment  of  had  a  dominating  influence  upon  many  amiable 
lliese  themes — and  Ia  the  treatment  of  sucli  a  followers  who  will  hardly  hereafter  be  heard  of, 
dramatic  plate  as  "  L'Incendie,"  such  a  nobly  and  upon  two  or  three  clover  people  with  a 
imaginative  plate  as  "  La  Mort  et  le  Bucheroii  "  future  in  art.  Among  these  latter  the  most  con- 
—  L«gros,  when  he  betakes  himself  to  landscape,  spicnous  are  William  Strang  and  Charles  Hol- 
is  realist  no  longer — or,  rather,  his  realism  here  royd.  Strang  is  the  senior  ;  he  has  thus  far,  nat- 
is  shown  only  in  his  contentment  with  the  homely     urally,  been  niuoh  the  most  prolific     He  is  also 


BRITISH   ETCBISa. 


tlie  most  technically  Kccomplished,  and,  more 
than  any  younger  etcher  of  the  dity — Almost  as 
much,  perhaps,  indeed  as  Legros  himself — he  has 
siiown  himself  possessed  of  the  vital  gift  of  iniag- 
inatioii.  Like  Legros,  he  has  looked  immensely 
at  Old  Masters — at  the  Italian  Primitives  and  at 
Rembrandt — and  has  seen  nature  in  great  meas- 
ure through  their  eyes,  and  this  as  much  when 
hnmanity  as  when  landscape  has  been  the  object 
of  Ilia  gaze.  In  Strang's  case,  too,  to  these  ac- 
cepted and  avowed  Old  Masters  there  has  come 
to  be  added  another  old  master — Alphonse  Le- 
gros. 

Strang  is  a  Scotsman.  That  devotion  to  weird* 
Dess  and  to  the  uncanny  which  is  in  the  full  Cel- 
tic temperament  is  shown  amazingly  in  his  selec- 
tion of  subject ;  he  is,  perhaps,  most  of  all  con- 
tented with  himself  when  he  sets  himself  to 
illostrate  a  ballad  of  the  supernatural,  written  in 
a  dialect  into  the  last  recesses  of  which  I — who 
love  best  the  English  tongue — lack,  I  confess,  the 
energy  to  penetrate.  His  imagination,  however, 
is  far  from  being  exercised  alone  on  these  thamel 
of  the  supernatural.  It  is  occupied,  not  ntdom, 
with  as  great  a  power,  upon  modern  incidents— 
the  meditations  of  a  jury,  the  expositions  of  ft 
preacher,  the  rescue  of  the  drowned  from  soma 
dark  river,  the  ill-bred  hysteria  of  the  Salvation 
Army.  In  portraiture,  while  it  is  yet  visible,  and 
even  valuable,  it  is  controlled  sometimea  by  Mns« 
of  style — the  nearest  approach  which  Mr.  Strang 
BuSera  himself  to  make  to  the  wide  domain  of 
beauty.  His  indifference  to  charm  of  form,  to 
charm  of  expression,  to  that  which  is  agreeable 
and  comely,  to  that  which 
the  natnral  man  would  vol- 
untarily look  upon,  is  yet 
much  more  marked— yes,  a 
hundred  times  more  marked 
— than  Mr.  Legros's.  Grace, 
elegance,  personal  distinc- 
tion, the  freshness  of  youth, 
the  winsomeness  of  girl- 
hood, the  acceptability  of 
the  English  upper  classes — 
these  things  are  far  from 
him  :  he  wots  not  of  them, 
or  but  rarely.  He  likes 
poor  folk,  enjoys  the  well- 
worn  clothes,  the  story  of 
the  poor  folk's  work  and 
poor  folk's  trouble;  but, 
like  Oatade  and  Brouwer, 
he  likes  the  cottager  best 
when  he  is  stunted,  and  is 
most  interested  in  him  when 
he  is  gnarlad. 


For  all  the  absence — an  absence  frequent,  not 
continnous— of  local  color,  the  scenes  Mr.  Strang 
depicts  arrest  yon.  You  remember  them  because 
he  has  himself  remembered  that  which  was  most 
important  in  the  making  of  them.  Essentials 
have  not  escaped  him.  The  "realism"  he  has 
attained  has  been  at  least  something  mnch  deeper 
than  that  which  prides  itself  on  the  correct  pw- 
trayal  of  the  obvions.  In  great  themes  and  little 
themes  he  has  been  alike  vivid.  There  may  be 
something  that  is  squalid  and  soraethiag  that  is 
ignoble  in  "  The  Last  Supper  "  as  he  oao  oonoeive 
it ;  but,  at  all  events,  a  gennine  hnman  cmotioD 
is  not  banished  from  tJie  scene.  And  here  and 
there,  in  brief  suggestive  studies  of  contemporary 
existence,  an  imaginative  light  is  flashed  upon  the 
page,  a  touch  of  romance  suggested,  •■  where,  in 
the  curious  little  etching  of  a  Bohemian  wayfarer 
— a  some  one  who  has  lost  ea«to  probaUj,  wbow 
pence  and  whose  friends  an  few — lighting  bis 
pipe  at  a  flaring  gas  jet  tytvt  Mue  street  stall  oti 
•  Saturday  night,  yon  fed  that  for  a  moment 
there  has  spmng  into  yonr  vision  a  fellow  creat- 
ure with  a  history,  whose  mystflrioasneas  yon  will 
not  solve.  Out  of  the  darkness  he  has  emerged 
for  an  Instant,  and  into  it  he  retnma  again. 

This  very  remarkable  artist  has  already  exe- 
cuted not  lest  than  two  hnndred  and  thirty  etoh- 
ings. 

A  residenos  of  two  or  three  years  in  Italy — 
when  he  enjoyed  the  Slade  School  Traveling 
Studentship — has  vied  with  Mr.  Legros  himself 
in  influencing  that  more  than  promising  young 
worker,  Mr.  Charles  Holroyd.    A  sense  of  dignity 
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Amongst  the  origiaal  etchers 
remaining  to  be  discussed  I  phice 
Frank  Short  at  tbe  top  of  titc 
tree.  Some  people  will  say  tlnit 
Siiort's  true  place  would  bo  with 
copyists  or  ioterpreters  ratlier  ; 
but  that  is  only  because  they  ilo 
not  know  his  originiU  work — ilie 
Ttry  limited  issue  of  liis  exquisite 
plutea  having  withheld  from  tlivui 
a  publicity  won  already,  indeed, 
by  many  of  hia  brilliant  interpre- 
tations of  the  pictures  or  Mic 
drawings  of  long-accepted  nrti«ti>. 
No  one  has  done  as  much  :is 
Frank  Short  for  the  modern  re- 
vival of  mezzotint.  It  is  more, 
perhaps,  by  mezzotint  than  by 
any  other  medium  that  lio  ham 
effected  his  delightful  transbt- 
tions  of  Turner,  of  Constable,  of 
Dowint,  and  of  Mr.  Watts.  But 
if  not  one  of  these  things  existed 
— it  he  had  never  wrought  those 
exquisite  interpretations,  for  ex- 
ample, of  a  sketch  by  Constable, 
belonging  to  Mr.  Henry  Vaughaii, 
and  of  a  Dewint  drawing,  "A 
Road  in  Yorkshire"  (both  of 
thorn  offered  to  the  connoissenr 
by  the  appreciative  services  of  a 
publisher  of  moat  exceptional  taste 
in  matters  of  etching — I  mean 
Mr.  Dnnthorne)— if  nothing  of 
and  style,  and,  with  this,  some  direct  personal  this  work  whatever  had  been  done  by  Mr,  Short, 
inspiration,  lift  Mr.  Holroyd's  work  entirely  above  then  would  he  still  have  cause  to  be  remembered 
the  level  of  the  commonplace  and  the  ordinary,  and  valued  by  reason  of  the  beauty  and  the  tech- 
In  Eense  of  line,  indeed,  he  now  and  then  makes  nical  virtues  of  his  original  prints. 
approach  to  the  classic.  Several  of  the  best  of  Frank  Short's  original  prints  are,  indeed,  of 
his  not  yet  very  numerous  etchings  deal  wortliily  all  tho  greater  merit  because,  just  as  Mr.  Whistler 
— truly  and  yet  imaginatively — with  tlie  lives  of  himself,  he  has  disregarded  iu  tliem,  from  begin- 
eeclesiastics  among  the  cypresses  and  olive  woods  ning  to  end,  the  taste  of  the  public.  This  deli- 
and  pine  trees  of  Monte  Olivieto,  and  in  the  cute  array  of  exquiEito  etching — very  little  of  it 
gaunt  and  spacious  chambers  of  the  remote  and  merely  tenbitive ;  most  of  it  of  complete  acconi- 
hillside  monastery.  The  homelinees  of  subject  in  plishment,  if  of  limited  aim  —  has  been  called' 
Mr.  Holroyd's  "  Farm  behind  Scarborough  "  does  into  being,  as  Mozart  said  of  his  "  Don  Giovanni." 
not  forbid  the  display  of  certain  of  his  virtues,     "for    himself    and    two    friends."    The    "two 
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But  I  might  as  well,  perhaps,  have  chi 
purposes  of  illustration  a  "study  of  line,"  sug- 
gested to  Mr,  Holroyd  by  the  noble  and  free 
beauty  of  the  Borghese  Gardens.  It  consciously 
and  inevitably  abandons  mncli,  but  it  retains  the 
thing  for  which  it  has  existed— dignified  iind  ex- 
pressive rhythm  of  line.  And  this  jnstiiies  it, 
I  permits  it  to  omit  much,  and  only  to  exqui- 


friends"  must  be  taken — one  need  hardly  protest 
— nun  grano  saliK  ;  they  represent  the  rare  con- 
noisseur, the  infrequent  person  who  enjoys  and 
understands. 

Two  classes  of  subjects  have  hitherto  to  a  great 
extent  engrossed  Mr.  Frank  Short  in  his  origi- 
nal work,  and  to  these  there  must  just  now  be 
added  a  third  ;    for,  recently,   following  in  the 


ditely   hint   at   tlie   thing    it  does    not  actually     wake   of  his   friend   Mr.  0.  J.  Watson,  he  has 
convey.  visited  the  land   of  Rembrandt,   and  has  done 
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cliartningly  suggestive  and  Tivacioiis  sketclies  of 
qniiiiit  town  iLiid  long- stretched  shore. 

But  the  two  c)iisaeB  of  subject  with  which  one 
htks  been  riitlier  wont  to  identify  him  are  Bubjects 
of  Lho  Kiiglisli  coast  and  of  tlie  English  nmnuftict- 
uring  districts;  and,  in  a  certain  sense,  even 
these  two  subjects  nre  one,  and  this  one  theme 
may  ho  described — not  too  imaginatively.  I  think, 
if  wo  look  into  tlie  Iicart  of  tlic  matter — us  llio 
complete  acceptance  of  all  that  is  considered  iin- 
pictiircsqne  in  modern  life :  in  the  nninnfactur- 
ing  districts  tlie  factory  chimneys,  the  stnntcd, 
smoke-dried  trees,  tlio  heavy  skies,  the  dreary 
level  witter,  along  wliich  barges  make  tlieir  monot- 
onous way  (see  tlie  wonderful  dry  point,  "  Win- 
try Blast  on  tlie  Stonrbridge  Canal"),  and,  on 
the  £nglish  coast,  the  massive  stone  pier,  tlie 
Imrbor  nniddy  at  low  tide,  the  tug,  the  sheds,  tlie 
wareliouses,  or  it  may  be,  perhaps,  the  wooden 
fences  that  protect  and  preserve  the  fore  shore — 
the  beauty  of  tlie  whole,  which  is  unquestionable. 


heing  obtained  by  a  most  subtle  arrangement  of 
line,  a  ]ierfect  sense  of  proportion,  a  perfect  deli- 
cacy of  handling.  Coarser  people  of  more  ordi- 
nary vision,  addressing  themselves,  as  by  a  narti 
pris,  to  these  themes,  have  treated  them  with 
brntality.  But,  on  these  tliomes,  it  is  the  dis- 
tinction oF  the  treatment  of  Mr.  Short  that  in 
rendering  them  with  fidelity  and  patience — even 
with  love — he  yet  somehow,  in  the  brief  phrase 
of  Mr.  Browning, 

"  Pots  color,  poetizing." 

Yes,  a  certain  mcagnre  of  poetry  must  certainly 
be  oluinied  not  only  for  the  "Evening,  Bosham," 
und  tlio  "Sleeping  till  the  Flood,"  but  for  the 
"Stourbridge  Canal,"  mentioned  already,  ami 
for  the  one  of  "  Ilye'H  Long  Pier " — this  h  calleil 
indeed,  poetically  enongh  in  its  snggestireness, 
"  Low  Tide  and  the  Evening  Star" — and  for  ilio 
cnriously  clever  little  plate,  "Wrought  Nails,"  a 
scene  of  the  Black  Country,   which   shows  the 
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sheds  of  the  workers,  and  little  trees  nnterded 
and  decaying,  and  a  bit  of  waste  land,  ragged  d.nd 
dreary,  with  nothing  of  nature  left,  but  only  the 
eyidence  of  men's  grimy  labors,  of  their  hard, 
monotonous  life.  And,  though  up  to  the  pres- 
enty  or  until  very  lately,  the  field  of  Mr.  Short's 
own  observation  of  the  world  may  seem  to  have 
been  limited,  it  is  plain  to  any  qualified  student 
of  his  prints  that  he  has  gained  the  effects  he 
wanted  by  a  fine  sketcher's  economy  of  means, 
by  a  thorough  capacity  of  draughtsmanship, 
much  sense  of  design,  and  a  very  exceptional 
control  oyer  the  technical  resources  of  the  etch- 
er's art. 

The  work  of  Mr.  C.  J.  Watson  is  nearly  always 
absolutely  sturdy  and  sterling.  It  has  tended, 
too,  to  become  delicate  ;  and  when  one  compares 
it  with  Mr.  Short's,  very  likely  the  only  thing 
which  puts  it  at  an  obvious  disadvantage  is  that 
(though  one  can  hardly  explain  the  matter)  it  has 
an  air  of  being  less  personal.  That,  I  atlmit,  is 
no  small  affair.  Judging  from  the  work  alone — 
and  no  one  would  desire  to  make  the  comparison 
except  from  the  work  only  —  one  would  say, 
**  Here  is  a  strong  and  capable  hand,  stirred  by  a 
nature  much  less  sensitive  than  that  which  re^ 
veals  itself  in  the  etched  lyrics  of  Frank  Short.'' 
Mr.  Short  records  facts — not  great  and  doleful 
dreams,  like  Mr.  Strang  or  Mr.  Legros — but  he 
records  facts  poetically.  Yet  more  absolutely 
matter-of-fact  is  Mr.  Watson,  who  (I  am  8|)eaking 
of  him,  of  course,  apart  from  his  gift  of  color)  so 
fur  portrays  things  realistically  that  the  personal, 
the  individual,  is  comparatively  absent,  and  his 
art  can  hardly  be  described  in  the  phrase  which 
docs  define  art  generally — nature  beheld  *'k  tra* 
vers  d'un  temperament. 

But  Mr.  Watson,  who  has  long  been  interesting, 
has  of  late  years  become  within  certain  limits  a 
quite  first-rate  craftsman,  albeit  still  a  little  want* 
ing  in  vivacity.  It  may  be  that  his  individuality 
— the  individuality  he  has — has  to  be  songht  for 
in  the  soundness  of  his  technique,  and  in  the  ripe 
judgment  which  he  shows  in  treating  snbjects 
which  are  true  eteher's  subjects.  Practicing  hia 
art  during  early  manhood  in  Norwich,  and  bding 
himself  with  his  sturdy  realism,  as  it  were,  a  last 
echo  of  that  "  Norwich  School "  in  which  only 
Cotman  was  essentially  and  primarily  poet,  though 
he  could  be  realistic,  too,  Mr.  Watson  came,  a 
i^w  years  since,  to  London,  and  there  he  has  de- 
veloped his  powers  a  stage  further,  there  is  no 
doubt ;  producing,  in  the  first  instance — since 
his  residence  in  town,  with  its  wider  associations 
and  its  greater  activities — plates  admirable  for 
directness  and  certainty,  such  as  ''The  Mill 
Bridge,  Bosham,"  and  then  the  ''Chartres,"  its 


gabled  and  dilapidated  houses,  rather ;  the  back 
of  Chartres — Chartres  on  the  wrong  side — and 
then  the ''St.  Etienne  du  Mont,"  its  west  front 
— that  is,  the  front  of  one  of  the  most  curious 
and  characteristic  of  the  churches  of  Paris. 

Some  greater  delicacy  and  flexibility  of  method 
than  were  before  possessed,  or  than  were  even 
desirable,  perhaps,  for  the  subjects  to  which  Mr. 
Watson  then  addressed  himself,  are  evident  in. 
the  "  Chartres  ";  but  they  are  yet  more  marked 
in  the  "St.  Etienne''  etching,  which  no  true 
lover,  no  properly  equipped  student,  of  the 
achievements  of  the  great  original  aquafortists  will 
be  able  to  examine  without  some  thought  of  the 
wonderful  plate  of  Meryon  which  bears  the  same 
title.  Of  the  relative  correctness  of  the  two  pres- 
entations— not,  in  my  opinion,  an  all-important, 
though  still  an  interesting,  matter — I  will  say 
nothing,  or  at  least  very  little ;  but  clearly  it  was 
Watson  who  had  looked  the  hardest  at  the  actual 
fagado  of  which  it  was  his  one  business  to  convey 
the  impression.  Still  tfie  immense  solidity  of 
M6ryon's  etching  gives  it  a  realism  all  its  own, 
along  with  all  its  poetry.  The  very  simplification 
of  the  facts  must  have  been  deliberate,  and  it  ac- 
complished its  end.  It  would  be  ridiculous  to 
suggest  that  a  draughtsman  of  architecture  so  pa- 
tient and  thorough  as  M^iyon  could  not  have  set 
forth  each  detail  as  well  as  the  general  character, 
had  that  been  his  aim.  He  had  other  aims,  and 
this  detail  accordingly  had  to  be  subordinated ; 
for  bim  there  were  the  College  de  Montaigu  and 
the  corner  of  the  Pantheon,  and  the  weird  shad- 
ows and  the  passing  women,  and  the  dark  mys- 
tery of  the  Paris  street.  In  a  word,  there  were 
his  genius  and -his  message — fancy  or  fantasy. 
For  Mr.  Watson  there  was  "land,  the  solid  and 
safe,'' as  Mr.  Browning  moralizes ;  the  solid  earth, 
or  what  the  architect  had  put  there  —  nothing 
else.  And  what  the  architect  had  put  there  Mr. 
Watson  noticed  —  portrayed  it  with  strength- 
portrayed  it,  too,  with  perhaps  unwonted  flexi- 
bility. 

In  simpler  aabjects  than  the  "St.  Etienne  du 
Mont"  Mr.  Watson  shows  as  well,  or  better,  than 
there,  a  quality  very  characteristic  of  the  truest 
of  modem  etchers  —  of  Mr.  Whistler  and  Mr. 
Short  particularly — I  mean,  in  what  is  more  or 
less  architectural  draughtsmanship,  after  all,  an 
enjoyment  of  the  evidences  of  construction.  Very 
likely  it  may  be  said  that  that  is  a  quality  belong- 
ing to  him  as  a  good  draughtsman,  whether  at 
the  moment  etching  happens  to  be,  or  happens 
not  to  be,  the  medium  of  his  work.  I  think  not. 
There  is  something  in  the  etched  line  that  reveals 
especially  the  presence  of  this  enjoyment,  that 
calls  for  the  certain  display  of  it. 
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Mr.  Olirer  HsU,  a  comparatively  little-known 
but  distinctly  interesting  etcher  (wlio  paints,  he 
telle  me,  a  good  deal  in  water  color),  h:is  next  to 
be  spoken  of;  and  if  hia  work  has  one  cliaracter- 
islic  more  tbnn  another — tliongh  grnce  and  free- 
dom are  his  characteristics,  too — the  one  that  is 
most  his  own  is  the  continnul  evidence  his  plates 
aiToi'd  of  this  enjoyment  in  growth  and  build,  in 
the  traces  of  the  way  by  wliich  the  object  before 
him  became  the  object  that  it,  la.     Mr.  Hall's  ob- 


vaiiish  leas  qnickly ;  and,  in  the  realm  of  effects, 
the  very  spirited  etching,  "A  Windy  Day,"  ia 
perhaps  tlic  best  of  that  which  he  has  done. 

So  innch  said,  and  yet  nothing  said  of  men  a 
dozen  times  more  {>opular  tlian  the  single-minded 
etciiers  are  wont  to  be;  of  whom  alone  I  have 
spoken.  But  to  the  large  public  Macbeth  and 
Herkomer  and  Axel  Haig  appeal  without  need  ol 
introdnction  —  Macbeth  and  Haig  appeal  espe- 
cially by  treatment,  and   Herkomer   mainly  by 


CBARTREB.— RRDCCBD  PSOM  THE  ETCHIKO  BY  CHARLSa  J.  WAT80K. 


ject  is  more  likely  to  be  a  tree  than  a  charch. 
He  labors  amoagst  sylvan  and  amongst  pastoral 
scenes ;  and  in  method,  aa  well  as  often  in  theme, 
he  suggests  Seymour  Haden.  Mr.  Hall  has  not 
yet  done  very  many  plates;  they  number  about 
tliirty.  He  is  not  faultless,  and  he  ie  not  thus 
far  very  varied.  But  he  is  in  the  right  track, 
and  has  shown  no  disposition  whatever  to  leave 
it.  He  is  a  vigorous,  frank,  free  sketcher,  sketch* 
ing  sometimes  "  effects,"  aa  well  as  forms  that 


subject.  Herkomer'a  theme  is  generally  a  dra- 
matic one,  and  into  it  he  introdnces  such  obvious 
interest  of  line  and  of  expression  as  may  be  found 
in  a  woman  with  tfae  picturesqaeneas  of  age,  a 
man  comely  and  rigorous,  a  girl  with  Anne 
Page's  "eyes  of  youth."  Mr.  Herkomer  has  a 
story  to  tell  us — sometimes  the  story  of  a  life  as 
it  is  told  in  portraiture,  and  he  tells  it  with  no 
absence  of  ability.  But  attractive  aa  he  well  may 
be,  clever  as  he  moat  aurely  is,  he  rarely  reaches 
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exqiiisitenesa ;  nor  is  there  leaaon  to  think  thi!; 
the  plato,  tiio  needle,  niid  tlie  nquafortia  con- 
stitute in  any  specin!  way  liis  proper  meilinm. 
Still  he  ia  n  spirited,  and  can  likewise  be  a  grace- 
ful, eketolier. 

Mocbeth'e  inventive  work  in  etching  does  uot 
want  originality  ;  btit  it  ia  not  the  originality  of 
an  etcher  in  method  or  vision  oF  the  world,  but 
rather  the  origiimlity  of  his  own  painted  pictures. 
These,  or  tlie  elTectg  of  them,  elaboriite  ami  in- 
teresting, he  reproduces  in  Ihe  print.  He  de- 
serves Id  have  more  said  of  hiiu,  though  this  is 
not  the  moment  for  saying  it. 

Mr.  Axel  Haig,  the  tliird  of  these  popular  and 
accepted  artists,  has  no  painted  pictures  by  whose 
method  he  may  be  inspired;  but  his  able  etch- 
ings of  arciiitecturQl  sul>jects  aio  nearly  nil  of 
tlicui,  nevertheless,  finished  up  to  the  corners. 
So  much  is  actually  set  forth,  with  such  elabo- 
rate and  skilled  pains— all  the  work  being  per- 
fectly evident,  no  labor  of  omission  having  been 
undertaken,  and  little  labor  of  choice — that  the 
imagination  of  the  spectator  liiis  hardly  a  cliauce 
<if  exercising  itself  j  his  intelligence  is  well-nigh 
a  superfluity. 

Tissot,  too,  who  may  be  reckoned  in  one  sense 
of  the  English  school,  aims  at  tlie  same  effect  in 
etching  that  be  would  have  aimed  at  iu  painting 
a  pictnre. 

Mr.  Roussel  and  Mr.  Walter  Sickert,  Dr.  Ever- 
shed  and  Mr.  Percy  Thomas,  Mr.  Iiitgo  Thoniiis, 


Mr.  Cameron,  Mr.  May,  Colonel  GoS  and  Mr. 
Heseltine — two  or  three  of  these  men  being  brill- 
iant amateurs,  and  not  professional  artists — are, 
at  least,  in  the  ranks  of  the  true  etchers.  Tliey 
cultivate  freedom,  flexibility  and — in  its  proper 
measure — swiftness.  Theirs,  at  least,  are  impres- 
sions, posverfu!  or  dainty. 

Mr.  KoiiBsel  and  Mr.  Walter  Sickert,  and  Mr. 
Menpes.  too,  have  learnt.  I  suppose,  much  from 
tlic  later  practice  of  Whistler,  with  whom  Mr. 
Percy  Thomas,  a  graceful  draughtsman  of  ancient 
buildings  and  the  incidents  of  the  river,  was  nscd, 
I  think,  to  be  associated.  Itiigo  Thomas  is  a 
young  architect,  whom  I  most  favorably  remem- 
ber by  reason  of  the  reticence  and  delicacy  and 
the  discreet  grace  with  which — avoiding  wholly 
the  architect's  probable  fault  of  displaying  only 
his  own  professional  precision  and  learning — ho 
indicated,  to  my  joy,  a  year  or  two  ago,  the  lead- 
ing features  of  this  or  that  church  at  Poictiers. 
Mr.  May  has  looked  steadily  at  nature  and  at 
Seymour  lladen,  and  more  than  one  of  his  etch- 
ings take  one  pleasantly  away  into  an  Englisli 
Held,  in  halcyon  weather,  under  the  bongbs  of  r.n 
oak  tree.  Of  much  of  these  men's  work  it  would 
be  no  dtsitgreeable  and  no  unprofitable  task  to 
write  in  greater  detail.  I  must,  indeed,  crave  ex- 
cuse for  the  slightness  and  the  inevitable  brevity 
of  that  which  has  been  said.  So  much  there  w:is 
to  say,  so  many  to  speak  of — so  large  a  part  bus 
England  borne  in  the  Revival  of  Etching. 
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Bv  Don  C.  Seitz. 
On  the  ocean  side  of  Long  Isluui],  nt  the  far    is  dead.     For  two  Imndred  years  Iho  iiilmbitaiits 


«:ist  end,  in  a  land  of  mtats  and  nioora,  live  Llie 
fragments  of  au  ancient  Indian  tribe.  Tliey  have 
lost  tlieir  liietory  and  hare  mitdo  none.  Tliey 
have  not  retained  a  ayllable  of  their  language. 
T'liey  arc  ponr,  ignorant  and  idle.  Tlieir  nhnrig- 
inal  blooil  li;is  been  mnch  thinned  witli  ndmixturo 
<)[  ivliite  nnd  negro  strainp,  bnt  it  crops  out  in 
enough  ciiscs  to  preserve  the  dosignation  of  "  In- 
<lirin  "  to  IliL'  Sliinnecock  peojilc. 

It  is  ciglii y-four  niiies  by  the  Long  Islanii  K;il!- 
r.iiiil  from  Uio  great  city  of  Broolilyn  to  (iood 
(iionnil,  Ihe  gate  of  llie  Sliiniiecock  coniUry. 
I  [ere  n  niirroiv  neck  of  land  sejmratea  the  head  of 
IVconic  Bay,  udiich  deboncliea  into  Long  Island 
Soniid,  from  Shinnecock  Buy.  The  latter  body 
o(  water  is  a  great  lagoon,  sbnt  ofE  from  tlie  ocean 
hy  a  section  of  tlie  long  beach  that  ontlies  Long 
Island's  Beaward  edge.    It  is  salt,  and  loft  to  itself 


lavo  tried  to  keep  it  connected  with  the  tides  by 
cutting  a  channel  through  to  the  surf,  only  tu 
liare  the  next  southeast  storm  drift  the  sand  back 
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agaia.  Yean  ago  the  atraggle  was  for  a  time 
abandoned  until  Uie  sea  bjr  a  auddea  sweep  cut  an 
inlet.  The  long  period  of  deadness  had  killed  o9 
the  fish,  cUnu  and  ojsters  which  made  the  bay  a 
mine  of  wealth  (or  the  settlements  around  its 
shores,  and  no  thonght  was  given  that  these 
might  retnm  with  the  regular  flow  of  the  tide. 
A  casual  clammer  drew  his  dredge  in  tlie  bay  one 
day  and  disooTered  the  richest  bed  of  8licllfi.Lh 


A  COIUIOM  BOOIA 


ever   known.      More    than   $100,000  worth  was 

taken  before  the  natural  beds  were  exhausted  and 

the    Shinnecock    oyster    obtained    lasting  fame 

among  epicures.     That  bo  great  a  source  of  food 

supply  should  be  suffered  to  go  to  waste  for  lack 

of  tidal  connection  aroused  enough  east-end  en- 

ergy  to  secure  a  series  of  appropriations  from  the 

State  to  cut  a  canal  through  at  Canoe  Place  to 

Feconic  Bay,  along  the  line  of  the  old  Indian 

portage,  where  the 

native  tribesmen 

and    visitors     from 

Feqnod  and  Narr^ 

gansett  villages, 

paddling  over    the 

Boand  and  up  Pe- 

conic,    made    their 

way  to  the  Shinne* 

cock. 

Good  Ground  was 
the  aboriginal  farm 
.  land.  Here  the  soil 
is  an  oasis  of  fertile 
land  in  the  waste  of 
sand,  and  corn  and 
pnmpkins  grew  in 
plenty  to  meet  the 
wanta  of  the  savage 
tsmtera.  Beyond 
lie  the  Shinnecock 
Hills,  great,  rolling 
knolls,  sweet  in  the 
■pringtime  with 
fern  and  vild-rose 
odors,    and    over 
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these  a,  rood  wi&da  down  to  the  reseirfttion.  The 
hills  are  famous  now.  Their  topa  are  graced  nith 
puliices  called  cottages.  Windmills  of  ancient 
form,  such  as  the  good  knight  Don  Quixote 
fought,  swing  their  gaunt  arms.  A  golf  link 
covera  acres,  where  millionairos  piny  that  foahion- 
oblo  form  of  "shinney,"  Now  niul  then  "tho 
horn  of  tho  hunter  ia  heard  on  tho  liill,"  and  the 
hounds  itliase  the  ely  fox  to  cover.  Proui  William 
M.  Chase's  Shinnecock  art  school  younj;  painters 
essiiy  to  catch  tlis  moods  of  sea,  sky  aud  landscape 
— here  in  indnite  variety.  For  Shiunecock  shiues 
on  tho  right  hand  and  Peconic  on  the  left,  while 
the  dull  booming  of  the  eea  on  the  SouthamptoD 
shore  furnishes  a  ceaselesB  rhythm.  When  the 
mists  blow  in  or  a  sadden  shower  falls  here  U 
country  to  breed  sentiment  and  natnre  wor- 
shiping. 

Below  the  palaces  «r«  the  hovels,  and  beyond 
the  hovels  more  palaces,  for  hen  on  the  bills  and 
on  the  plun  of  Sonthomptoa  is  a  magniBceat 
summer  colony,  where  wealth  and  art  hare  com- 
bined to  set  their  jcwel'4  along  the  gray  seashore. 

To  see  Shinnecock  aright  the  day  should  be 
dull,  with  a  leaden 
sky,  now  and  then 
rifting,  and  a  drizzle 
to  the  seaward  that 
the  air  may  be  damply 
laden.    The  long,  flat 

peninsnia  then  grows  *' 

into  indefiniteness, 
the  BcrAggy  trees  be- 
'  oome  weird  and  the 
weather-beaten  honaea 
fit  better  into  the 
landscape.  A  rickety 
farm  wagon  drawn  by 
a  mop-maoed  horse 
creeps  into  the  view, 
Tho.  man  and  woman 
who  huddle  together 
on  the  springlees  seat 
are  troe  Shinnecocks, 
swarthy  and  not  ill- 
looking,  but  snllen 
and  silent.  The  un- 
painted  houses  are 
patched  and  propped, 
weather-beaten  and 
worn.  There  is  no 
sign  of  newness  save 
in  one  of  the  two 
churches — for  Shin- 
necock is  pions  —  ttb 
times.  Great  clumps 
of  lilac  bushes  are  in 


blossom  and  scent  the  stimalating  eea  air.  There 
is  no  sunshine.  The  rumbling  of  the  sea  adds  to 
the  uncanniness  of  the  scene. 

Here  now  is  the  heart  of  the  village,  if  it  de- 
serves the  name.  Men  and  women  cluster  idly 
about  the  doors  of  the  huts  and  look  suspiciously 
at  the  surrey  and  its  occupants — most  of  all  at 
the  buldheaded  special  artist,  who,  indeed,  is 
worthy  of  it.  A  band  of  boys  from  eighteen  to 
three  years  in  age  play  a  confused  kind  of  three 
old  cat  until  they  find  themselves  watched  by 
visitors  and  then  retreat  to  more  distant  ground 
where  the  surrey  cannot  follow.  Off,  on  what 
seems  to  be  the  edge  of  the  sky,  a  tall,  bearded 
Indian  is  lazily  following  a  plow  drawn  by  an  old 
mule.  The  plow  scrapes  the  soil  lightly.  This 
is  the  only  sign  of  labor  visible  on  the  reservation. 
The  "sassy"  yellow  spokesman  of  a  doorway 
group  objects  to  posing  for  a  sketch. 

"Take  him,"  he  says,  pointing  to  the  plow- 
man.    "  He's  industrious." 

"Industry"  is  a  word  they  have  had  dinned 
at  them  by  their  white  neighbors  for  so  long  that 
it  has  become  olTeasive.     The  artist  pauses  at  a 
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pictiiroEqne  liabitation  to  make  a  swift  sketdi. 
Tlio  occDpanta  stare  at  liim  <i  moment  nnd  tlien 
liaslilj  cloae  tho  door  and  sbabby  Eliiitters.  llo 
doc3  not  stop.  Then  tlio  old  beldam  \rlio  is  mis- 
tress of  the  manso  comes  ont,  and  pointing  licr 
long,  withered  forefinger,  ordeft  him  away.  IIo 
does  not  go. 

"Some  folios,"  she  observes,  with  supreme  sar- 
r:ism,  "would  have  the  manners  to  ask  leave  of 
other  folks  beforo  they  woiihl  stan'  aroiin'  an' 
iiiiiko  their  pictures  an'  peek  into  their  iiousee. 
Go  away  I"  she  added,  with  a  sudden  screuin. 
"  Don't  bo  a-comiii'  roiin'  hero  un'  puttin'  otir 
pictures  in  the  Now  York  papers  !" 

Note,  then,  how  tlie  atrocities  of  illustrated 
daily  jonrnalism  have  terrorized  the  simple 
savage ! 

MoBt  of  the  faces  have  become  African  through 
long  intermarrying  with  deacendanta  of  llie  oM 
Long  Island  staves,  yet  types  of  tho  true  Sliinnc- 
cock  can  be  fonnd.  Thero  stood  at  the  door  with 
the  yellow  spokesman  a  tall  copper-faced  man  of 
thirty,  whose  athletic  figure,  high  cheek  bones 
and  dignity  of  manner  bespoko  for  him  plenty  of 
Indian  blood.  Some  of  the  women  also  liavo 
preserved  the  tribal  features.  Here  nnd  there  a 
boy  is  found  with  a  face  that  wonld  have  delighted 
Ituphael,  and  over  whom  even  the  special  artist 
exiiibited  emotion. 

Yet  it  is  not  so  long  ago  that  pure  bloods  "*erc 

I     j.lonty  ill  tlie  tribe.     Tlie  meu  were  born  sailors, 

1     and  better  whalemen  novor  imuinod  a  ship.    l>ur- 

ing  the  forty  years'  prosperity.of  the  Sag  Iliirbor 
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and  Greeoport  whalemen  few  ships  were  witlioiit 
Shitiiiecncks  in  their  cie«s.  One  fnnioiifl  Siig  Har- 
bor whaler,  tiie  late  Ciij)t)iiii  Ilallock,  woiilil  lisivo 
no  other,  and  made  inuiiy  voyages  witii  his  fore- 
castle filled  Willi  Indian?.  Tliey  woroBiirc-strikiiig 
Iiarpooncra  mid  keen  watchers  from  the  masthead 
for  the  blowing  prey.  Their  bones  lie  Bcaltercd 
tinder  tho  great  Sonth  Sea,  and  they  jonnieyed  to 
the  coral  islands  and  tlio  beaclies  of  Otuheitc.  The 
whalers  toi)g  since  rotted  at  tlieir  wliarves,  and 
while  a  Shiiinecock  sailor  is  Bometimes  to  be 
fonrid,  the  idleness  of  tho  rcservaLiori  and  tho 
spread  of  the  negro  blood  lias  ended  their  advent- 
uring. Yet  the  liatlessiiesa  of  the  tribe  has  gomi; 
exciiEO,  for  it  rests  npou  a  great  tragedy  which 
swojit  away  tho  beat  of  the  ))in'0  bloods. 

On  the  evejiing  of  December  lUli,  1870,  tho 
British  tramp  steamship  Circasain  went  aslioi'C  on 
the  Shiiinecock  Siioals.  Iler  crew  abandoned  tbo 
ship,  but  her  commander,  Ca[>tain  Williams,  stood 
by  and  determined  to  save  the  vessel.  She  lay  in 
an  easy  position,  and  the  Coaet  Wrecking  Company 
coiitr.acted  to  get  her  off.  The  tngs  Relief  and 
Cyclopa  put  a  wrecking  crow  oboard,  numbering 


with  Captain  Williams  twenty-two  wen,  and  in 
addition  to  these  eleven  Shiniiecocks,  nnder  the 
lead  nf  Franklin  Bnnn,  were  taken  on.  Theso 
were  the  flower  of  tho  tribe.  They  were  everyone 
more  than  fLt  feet  tall,  and  were  expert  seamen. 
Toward  Christmas  tho  weather  grew  thick,  and 
tliG  sea  prophets  advised  that  they  abandon  the 
ship.  This  Captain  Williams  persistently  refused 
to  do,  and  the  mixed  crew  remained  on  board. 
On  the  morning  of  the  day  before  Christmas  Eve 
the  tngs  refused  to  stand  by  longer,  and  Eought 
haven.  In  a  few  bonis  the  gale  had  so  increased 
as  to  cut  tifT  aU  communication  with  shore.  The 
inhabitants  of  Sonthampton  and  tiie  entire  tribe 
gathered  on  the  beach  in  a  vain  effort  to  effect  a 
rescue.  Tho  lifo  savers  were  unable  to  get  a  line 
to  the  ship,  and  at  seven  o'clock  she  was  seen  to 
settle  suddenly  while  tho  mainmort  went  by  Uio 
board.  Itlaii  after  man  had  been  washed  away,  and 
now  the  little  hand  of  Shinnecocks  were  seen  to 
cluster  in  the  mizzen  rigging,  where  tho  icy  waves 
reached  np  and  took  them  one  by  one. 

The  clergyman  on  the  shore  who  had  worked 
with  his  neighbors  to  save  them  now  slionted  lo 


Vol  xxxvm.,  mo.  5—39. 


I,  PAST    AI4D    PKEHENT- 


TBE  DECADEKCB  OF  THK  BMM, 


■«10  8BISNB0OCK  SILHOUETTES. 

them  tbrongh  u  trumpet  to  commend  their  bouIb  iiig.  There  uro  two  churches  on  the  reaervutioa 
to  Ood.  Fttiat];  over  the  roaring  aea  came  ia  — Coiigregationalistittid  Second  Adrentist.  The 
frugnieuta  the   refrain   of  the   hymn,  "  What  a    latter  is  the  luost  popular.     It  is  recorded  tbat 


Friend  we  have  in  Jpbub  I' 
reflponse  to  tliiB  elrange  shriv- 
ing.  The  night  came  down. 
Nothing  could  be  eeen  but 
foam.  Yet  again  nnd  agiiiu  the 
voices  of  the  singers  could  b$ 
heard.  At  last  tliej  were  silent. 
And  so  there  ia  mourning  yet 
among  the  tribespeople  and  the 


once  tbe  congregation  of  the 
latter  put  on  ascension  robes 
and  prepared  to  go  np,  when 
some  wicked  young  men  set 
fire  to  tbe  underbrush  and 
created  the  impression  tbat 
they  went  en  route  for  the 
other  place.  Of  the  450 
acres  possessed  by  the  tribe 
but  little  is  oultiTated.  They 
might  become  prosperoni 
f aimers  were  it  not  for  tbe 
exertion  required. 

Wheu  stout  Adrian  Blocic 
sailed  Talorously  through  the 
seetbnig  waters  of  Hell  Qate 
in  1614  aud  discovered  that 
Loug  Island  was  surrounded 
by  soniid  and  Bea  there  were 


place    tbeni 

For  the  Indians  have  become  idlers, 
and  the  beach  folk  no  longer  follow 
the  sea,  but  are  turning  coachmen, 
gardeners  and  dependents  of  the 
rich  in  tbe  palaces 

The  tragedies  of  tbe  SonthamptoQ 
and  Shinnecock  Shoals  are  too  many 
to  narrate.  Yet  one  is  worth  record 
ing.  On  tbe  evening  of  January 
Ifitb,  1814,  the  War  of  1812  being 
tlien  in  progesss,  the  British  8-gun 
sloop  of  war  Slyph,  of  the  squadron 
cruising  about  the  east  end,  went 
ashore  in  a  violent  snowstorm,  and  of 
her  ciew  of  116  men  but  5  were  saved. 
Sixty  were  lost  from  tbe  maintop  as 
the  ship  broke  in  two.  Her  young 
commander.  Captain  Dickens,  bad 
just  been  married. 

The  tribe  hsis  no  government  of 
its  own,  and  tlie  Southampton  jus- 
tices of  the  peace  aud  constables  do 
such  ruling  as  may  be  required.  It 
is  against  the  law  to  sell  liquor  to  In- 
dians, but  it  is  sometimes  sold  them, 
and  outbreaks  occur  that  seldom  do 
more  damage  than  a  little  bead  break- 
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thirteen  aboriginal  tribes  in  existence — the  Canar- 
sie^  in  Kings  County ;  the  Rockaway^  in  what  is 
now  Lower  Queens  County  ;  the  Merrick,  the  Mas- 
eapequa  and  Mattinuecock,  in  Upper  Queens  ;  the 
Nissaquogue,  the  Setauket  and  Corchaug,  along 
the  north  shore  toward  Pecouic  Bay ;  the  Man- 
hasset,  of  Shelter  Ishmd,  and  the .  Patchogue, 
Shiiinecock  and  Montauk  tribes  of  the  east  end. 
When  the  Shinneeocks  were  last  counted  there 
were  150  in  the  tribe — one-third  children.  A  few 
families  of  Moutauks  live  on  a  ten-acre  reserra- 
tion  at  the  Point,  and  a  last  little  remnant  of  the 
Patchogues,  called  Poosepatucks  have  a  fifty-acre 
reservation  near  the  mouth  of  the  Mastic  River, 
in  the  town  of  Brookhaven.  These  Indians  are 
all  of  the  Algonquin  race,  descendants  of  Mohe- 
gans  who  crossed  from  the  Connecticut  shore, 
just  as  the  white  settlers  did  who  have  taken  their 
acres. 

Tlie  shells  of  the  oysters  and  clams  furnished 
the  wampum  of  Indian  commerce,  and  these 
Long  Island  tribes  had  to  pay  tribute  to  the 
Iroquois,  and  were  much  harassed  by  the  main- 
land tribes. 

The  early  settlers  had  little  cause  to  fear  the 
Shinneeocks,  and,  indeed,  did  not.  Instead,  the 
Indians  relied  rather  upon  their  white  neighbors 


to  protect  them  from  the  fierce  Pequods  of 
New  England,  who  took  delight  in  crossing  the 
wide  sound  and  plundering  the  stores  of  wampum 
laid  away  by  the  timid  fisher  natives  of  the  south 
shore. 

When  in  1640  the  first  settlers  crossed  over 
from  Lyme  they  began  to  discipline  the  Indians. 
A  man  named  Hammond,  who  had  been  cast 
ashore  from  a  wreck  in  1642,  was  slain  by  an  In- 
dian, whereupon  Captain  Howe  was  ordered  to  ar- 
rest the  murderer,  who  resisting,  was  shot.  Re- 
straint was  then  put  upon  the  tribes.  Later  they 
were  forbidden  to  bear  arms  or  to  come  nearer 
town  than  Long  Creek,  nor  were  they  permitted 
to  '^digge  for  groundnuts  on  the  plain ''under 
penalty  of  *' sitting  in  ye  stocks  for  ye  first  fault, 
and  for  ye  second  to  be  whipped.'*  Fires  were 
set  at  night  by  prowling  Shinneeocks,  at  wliich 
the  settlement  assessed  damages  against  the  tribe, 
and  this  ended  arson  as  an  enterprise  for  the 
discouragement  of  progress.  The  whaling  in- 
dustry which  the  Indians  had  carried  on  in 
canoes  became  a  town  affair,  and  the  tribe  as- 
sisted co-operatively  and  was  well  rewarded;  The 
sachems  of  Shinuecock  were  gravely  treated  for 
a  time,  until  rum  and  civilization  robbed  them  of 
their  dignity. 


AN  AUTUMN  VIEW. 

By  Edward  A.  Uffington  Valentine, 


Fbom  steaming  vales  are  echoes  shrilly  borne 

Of  bii3'iug  hounds ;  slowly  the  mist  wreaths  creep 
Athwart  the  looming  pines  of  moiiDtain  steep, 

Which  fade  like  dreams  against  the  laggard  morn; 

Blithe  breaks  the  sun  upon  the  rimy  day ; 

'The  cloud-flecked  air  is  crystal  clear  and  warm ; 

While  streams  flow  laughing  on  their  pebbly  way, 
And  leaping  trout  snap  at  the  insect  swarm. 

81ow  winding  o*er  the  ruddy,  fresh- plowed  hills, 

In  clouds  of  dust,  the  horses,  fading,  pass ; 

The  orchard*8  largess  falls  upon  the  grass ; 
And  *midst  the  corn  the  toiler*s  whistle  thrills ; 
A  joyance  fills  the  woodlaud-girded  noon, 

And  mingles  with  the  golden  harvest  task ; 
Yet  sadness  lurks  behind  the  jocund  mask — 

Death  seems  the  gamer  of  the  autumn's  boon. 


Rearing  their  heanelike  plumes,  the  sumac's  leaves 
Along  the  roadside  wall  like  balefires  bum, 
Where  asters  with  the  year's  grief  seem  to  yearn, 

Misty  as  stars  that  break  on  early  eves ; 

And  through  the  air  the  tricksy  thistle  seed 
Drifts  by  the  languid  golden-rod*s  late  glow, 

Like  winged  Ariel  from  bondage  freed, 
To  potent,  waving  wand  of  Prospero. 

like  youthfal  memories  that  faintly  call, 
The  flocking  wild  geese  into  distance  die, 
With  hootings  shrill,  across  the  lurid  sky. 

As  chills  of  glimmering  twilight  early  fall ; 

While  from  the  fields  begins  the  crickets*  cheep, 
That  hold  *mid  death  and  blight  a  dreary  wake ; 

And  through  their  sibilation,  harshly  deep, 
The  morbid  croakings  of  the  treetoad  break. 


Looming  through  mist,  the  spectral  corn  stacks  rise, 

>Vhere  lie. the  scattered  pumpkins,  nipped  with  cold ; 

And  like  a  gnome  that  guards  his  lumps  of  gold, 
The  half-hid  moon  stares  with  blear,  ruddy  eyes ; 
And  in'  the  wood  a  night  wind  faintly  grieves, 

Scattering  with  fitful  hand  the  leafage  sear ; 
Then  suddenly  alive,  the  heaping  leaves 

Bush  down  the  road  from  frenzied  dream  of  fear. 


Jon  Teeica.n  iv;i3  a  Bcctuin  Uoas  oit  tlio  Kasb 
'iViiiieSEco  Uaili'diul  uiiil  liiul  cliurgo  of  tlm  Uiit 
Wii£SCQ  River  trestle,  tliat  bcg;m  not  mora  tlmil  (i 
liiiiidrctlyanla  froiii  his  own  limiso,  wliicli  ncstlcil 
timler  a  range  of  high  hliilT^  just  hcyotul  n  <l(Hi\i 
cut  through  wliidi  i:iii  tho  luiiil.  Ik'twcoii  his 
front  door  ttud  l  lie  fool  itf  iIil'  l.liilT  r:iii  Llic  ihiiiblu 
tracks. 

It  had  been  i-Liiiiing  !oi-  a  wwk  or  ruoi-e.  Tiio 
tiirtli  was  spongy  witli  accumulated  moisture. 

'■"There  was  another  laiulalide  yesterday  down 
ticlotv  SwGctwater/'roniarkcd  Job  to  hia  tliirteen 
year-old  son  Itobin,  wlio  wivs  making  a  ball  bat 
by  Iho  (irci)ltico. 

Job  was  a  widower,  and  Kob  did  the  housework 
after  a  fashion  that  occasionally  made  his  father 
ihiiik  of  niariying  ntntin. 

"TlicEO  red  Tennessco  hills  do  beat  the  nation 
for  elijipin' and  elidin' when  they  get  good  and 
wet,"  said  Rob,  at  tho  same  time  holding  np  his 
bat.  "  Say,  jia,  have  I  got  it  smooth  enough  ?" 
"I  reckon,"  returned  Job,  in  an  absent  way, 
:i3  ho  walked  to  tho  door  and  took  a  final  look  at 
(he  weather. 

The  ontlook  was  not  enconraging  that  night. 
Overiiead,  tho  atnioaphero  was  a  mass  of  imiialpa- 
lile  blackness,  nut  of  whidi  a  thin  rain  was  driz- 
zling down.  From  llie  direction  of  the  trestle 
came  a  low  roaring  as  of  wind  and  water.  The 
liver  uns  out  of  its  banks,  and  flooding  the  near- 


"siNKiNO  UPON  niB  HANDS  AND  KNBRa,  us 

DROAN   A   LABOUroUa   CRAWI.." 

by  marshes  that  ranged  for  a  mile  or  more  above 
aTid  below. 

Presently  Job  returned  to  hia  eeat  by  tho  fire. 
Rob  got  up  and  placed  hia  bat  in  the  corner. 
About  this  time  a  cnrloua  grinding  sound  tjegan 
to  be  heard,  up  in  the  air  and  abovo  tho  honso 
roof,  apparently. 

"  AVliat  can  that  bo  ?    I ,"  bcga:i  Job,  but 

bis  query  was  never  finished. 

The  dull  rumbling  ended  in  a  crash.  Som&- 
thiiig  struck  the  front  and  roof  of  tho  little  house, 
crushing  it  in  as  if  it  were  an  eggshell.  The 
light  went  out.  Job,  in  trying  to  rise,  was  hnrlcd 
under  a  table  and  pinned  there  by  a  mass  of  fall- 
ing debris.  Then,  aa  the  jar  and  npronr  ceased, 
he  was  conscions  of  a  sharp  pain  in  one  log,  be- 
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sides  sundry  other  aches  and  brnises.  There  was 
•Ijirkness  everywhere.  Upon  his  upturned  face 
the  rain  was  sifting. 

"  Where  are  von,  pa  ?*' exclaimed  Rob,  in  anx- 
ious, terrified  tones.     **  Did  you  get  hurt  ?" 

''Seems  like  my  leg  must  be  broke  !"  groaned 
Job.  **Bnt  mebbo  it's  only  twisted.  I  told  the 
superintendent  last  month  that  blamed  shoulder 

of  bluff  would  be  down  on  us  sooner  or  later.'* 

« 

*'  Is  this  you,  pa  V  inquired  Rob,  who  was 
close  beside  his  crippled  parent  now.  **I  just 
know  you're  hurt,  for  I  heard  you  groan." 

''I'm  here,  child  ;  but  if  you  can  pull  some  of 
this  trash  away  I  will  manage  somehow.  The 
tracks  must  be  kivered  up  for  a  good  piece.  Hit's 
a  landslide,  and  a  bad  one,  too,  I  fear." 

**  Well,  pa,"  said  Rob,  who  was  frantically  tug- 
ging at  the  house  boards  and  other  litter  piled 
confusedly  over  the  table,  "let  me  get  you  out 
first.     Then  we  will  see." 

**  There,  boy ;  you've  done  enough.  I  can 
crawl  out  now,  I  reckon.  There's  the  No.  4  ex- 
press. She's  due  over  at  Loudon  at  'leven-fifteen. 
I  noticed  the  clock  just  afore  the  slide  came,  and 
it  was  nearly  half- past  ten." 

"Can't  we  signal  ?"  asked  Rob. 

"  Fm  afraid  not.  I  know  the  lanterns  must  be 
broke.  AVe  can  never  find  them  in  the  dark  un- 
der all  this  ruin.  Do  von  know  where  the  matches 
were  ?     I  hai?i't  got  one  about  mo." 

But  no  matches  could  be  found  ;  neither  were 
the  lanterns  to  be  had.  Both  were  doubtless 
buried  under  tons  of  earth  and  the  wreck  of  the 
house.  It  seemed  like  a  miracle  that  cither  father 
or  son  had  C8ca))cd  death. 

*'  Lordy  me  !"  groaned  Job.  "  Hit's  an  awful 
si  ti  vat  ion  for  me  and  you  to  be  in." 

Ho  liad  with  Rob's  assistance  pulled  himself 
from  under  the  table,  but  he  could  not  walk. 

"Tin  all  crippled  up,"  he  fullered.  "  I  don't 
sec  no  way  but  for  you  to  go  yourself,  Rob." 

"  Where  to,  pa  ?" 

"  Over  to  Loudon.  Some  one  has  got  to  get 
there  to  let  them  know.  Didn't  I  tell  you  the  ex- 
press is  nearly  due  ?  She  mustn't  run  into  this 
here  bank  of  earth  while  me  or  you  can  crawl." 
.  "But  the  trestle.  Hit'll  have  to  be  crossed, 
and  no  lantern." 

"You  muEt  feel  your  way,  Rob,"  said  the 
father,  as  if  the  boy  already  understood  the  peril 
and  the  stern  necessity  of  the  task  ahead.  "  God 
forgive  me  for  sending  you,  Rob — it's  a  cruel 
task  ;  but  there's  no  other  way  to  stop  that  train, 
being  we  are  the  only  house  this  eide  the  trestle 
within  a  mile." 

Rob  hesitated  but  for  an  instant.  Would  it  be 
right  for  him  to  leave  his  injured  father  thus. 


even  to  secure  the  safety  of  others  ?    But  Job  de- 
cided the  matter  at  once. 

"Rob,"  said  he,  "yon  ain't  hardly  got*  more 
than  time  to  make  it  to  Loudon  afore  she'll  he 
duo.  If  you  don't  put  out  right  straight  I — I'll 
have  to  whip  ye  when  I  get  about  again." 

"I'm  going,  pa." 

Rob  stooped  and  wrung  his  father's  hand,  then 
darted  away,  half  checking  a  sob  that  struck  a 
remorecful  echo  in  Job's  heart. 

**Lord  have  mercy  if  I  am  doing  wrong !"  he 
ejaculated.  "  I  couldn't  begin  to  make  the  trip 
in  time  myself  in  the  fix  I'm  in." 

As  the  lad  clambered  over  the  small  mountain 
of  earth  under  which,  fathoms  deep,  lay  the  rail- 
road track,  he  saw  that  his  father's  judgment 
was  right.  Loudon  must  be  reached  somehow. 
Many  lives  might  be  lost  should  the  train  crash 
into  the  mighty  mass  of  earth  that  barred  the 
way. 

The  darkness  was  such  that  Rob  kept  himself 
between  the  rails  only  by  the  sense  of  touch. 
Slowly  he  felt  his  way  until  the  air,  blowing  up 
from  below,  made  him  aware  that  he  was  at  the 
beginning  of  the  trestle.  Then,  sinking  upon  his 
hands  and  knees,  he  began  a  laborious  crawl  that 
must  not  even  slacken  until  he  should  feel  the 
welcome  pressure  of  the  earth  upon  the  other 
side. 

Would  he  have  time  to  reach  Loudon  before 
the  express  ?  The  fear  and  suspense  were  harder 
to  bear  than  the  growing  sense  of  fatigue.  Loose 
logs  were  bumping  against  the  piling  below,  jar- 
ring the  structure  fearfully.  The  river  being  out 
of  banks,  timber  from  the  mountains  was  scat- 
tered wide  over  the  submerged  bottoms,  instead  of 
passing  through  the  open  space  that  spanned  the 
channel,  where  was  an  iron-girdered  bridge. 

Suppose  an  unbroken  raft  were  to  be  hurled  by 
the  turbid  current  against  the  trestle  ?  Rob 
could  only  surmise  the  possible  consequences,  but 
the  fear  inspired  thereby  spurred  him  to  renewed 
efforts. 

He  reached  the  bridge,  toiled  wearily  across, 
and  began  to  tread  the  long  stretch  of  trestle  on 
the  other  side.  The  unseen  waters  below  dashed 
heavily  against  the  piling.  Rob's  clothing  hung 
coldlv  to  his  now  chilled  limbs,  for  he  was  wet 
through.  The  rough  ties  chafed  his  hands  and 
knees,  h?k1  his  strength  was  waning  fast. 

Should  the  express  pass  Loudon  before  he  could 
reach  the  end  of  the  trestle  Rob  doubted  if  he 
could  avoid  being  run  over.  For  his  life  he  could 
not  remember  which  track  it  would  take,  so 
greatly  had  his  anxious  fears  benumbed  his  fac- 
ulties. 

All  at  once  he  felt  a  heavier  jar  than  usual, 
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that  was  accompanied  by  a  grinding  noifie  and  a 

swaying  of  the  trestle.     Something  had  happened 

behind,  he  hardly  dared   surmise  what.     But  a 

burning  conviction  that  he  must  hurry  on  at  all 

hazards  kept  him  from  giving  way  utterly. 

''I  must  not  fail,'' he  whispered   to  himself. 

*'  I  must  get  there  in  time — somehow.*' 

****** 

Job  lay  upon  his  side  for  many  minutes  after 
Rob  had  gone.  Then  he  sat  up  and  stared  into 
the  blackness,  in  the  direction  of  the  roaring  river, 
until  his  eyes  ached.  He  might  as  well  have  tried 
to  look  through  a  stone  wall.  The  intensity  of 
the  darkness  rather  appalled  him  as  he  began  to 
think  less  reassuringly  of  the  difficulties  in  Rob- 
in's way.  He  thought  of  his  boy's  tender  years, 
of  the  natural  terrors  of  such  a  journey  at  such 
a  time,  with  the  terrible  consequences  of  failure 
staring  down  childish  resolution  and  aggravating 
premonitory  fears. 

The  father's  anxiety  grew  to  be  unendurable. 
He  reproached  himself  anew  for  sending  Rob 
away.  What  was  the  safety  of  other  lives  to  him, 
compared  with  the  welfare  of  his  only  child  ? 
And  he  had  even  threatened  to  punish  Rob  if  the 
lad  failed  to  go  I 

Job,  under  the  stimulus  of  liis  fears,  managed 
to  drag  himself  to  the  railroad  track ;  then  he 
began  to  crawl  along  between  the  rails,  without 
any  set  purpose  in  view  other  than  by  exertion 
to  ease  his  mind  a  little.  Ordinarily  the  pain  of 
his  sprained  limb  would  have  kept  him  still,  but 
now  he  could  no  longer  remain  still.  Rob  must 
have  been  gone  a  good  while,  he  thought.  Had 
he  succeeded  in  crossing  ? 

But  while  Job  painfully  crawled  and  groaned 
a  great  light  suddenly  shot  into  view  from  round 
the  curve  this  side  of  Loudon. 

''  Great  Ood  !"  gasped  he,  heedless  of  his  pains 
or  his  possible  danger  as  the  great  glare  of  the 
engine  slowly  deepened  and  widened  as  it  ap- 
proached.    "  Hit's  the  train  !" 

Where  could  Rob  be  ?  He  certainly  could  not 
have  arrived  in  time  to  give  the  warning.  With 
this  cruel  conviction  fresh  upon  him  he  again 
reached  forth  his  hands  along  the  ties  and  grasped 
— the  empty  air. 

Job  recovered  his  balance  with  difficulty.     He 


felt  once  more  with  greater  caution,  then  drew 
back,  his  flesh  creeping  under  the  thrill  of  this 
new  horror.  Part  of  the  trestle  had  evidently 
been  carried  away. 

''  Hit's  them  log  rafts  as  has  done  this,"  he 
thought,  while  a  cold  sweat  prickled  upon  his 
brow.  **And  there's  the  train  a-coming.  What 
can  have  happened  up  with  Rob  ?" 

Job  lay  prostrate  upon  the  remaining  ties,  his 
ears  throbbing  with  snilen  jars,  and  the  angry 
wash  of  waves.  His  child — where  was  he  ?  There 
was  the  fated  train  rushing  n}K)n  its  doom,  while 
he  lay  there  helpless.  He  attempted  to  cry  out  a 
warning,  but  the  fierce  wind  swept  his  feeble 
tones  down  the  river.  Then  all  the  father  in  him 
cried  out  against  himself,  in  that  he  had,  so  to 
speak,  driven  his  boy  to  a  possible  death  amid 
the  terrors  and  dangers  of  that  wild  night. 

'^  Rob  !  Rob  !"  he  grpaned,  incapable  of  saying 
more. 

The  advancing  glare  suddenly  resolved  itself 
into  myriads  of  dancing  lights,  then  he  drifted 
into  obliviousness. 

m  «  «  «  «  m 

"  Pa  ! — oh,  pa  !  Can't  some  one  bring  him  to  ? 
I  don't  see  how  he  come  to  fall  off." 

*'  Bless  your  eyes,  boy,  he'll  come  to  in  a  min- 
ute I    I  can  feel  his  heart  a-beating." 

As  Job  Teeman  opened  his  eyes  his  first  words 
were : 

''  Where's  Rob  ?    Where's  my  boy  ?" 

But  Rob  was  already  hugging  his  father  in  an 
ecstasy  of  relief.  Then  the  section  boss  inquired 
after  the  train. 

"  I  got  to  Loudon  just  in  time,  pa,"  said  Rob. 
''Then,  when  I  told  them  about  the  slide  and 
you,  these  men  put  me  in  the  engine  cab  and  felt 
their  way  down  here.  I  told  them  something  must 
have  given  away  behind  me ;  so  we  got  the  sta- 
tion master's  boat  and  got  here  just  as  yon  fell 
from  the  trestle  on  to  these  here  logs.  Ain't  we 
been  lucky  all  round  ?" 

They  took  Job  over  to  the  engine,  while  Rob 
hung  over  him  solicitously.  Five  minutes  later 
they  were  in  the  station  at  Loudon,  surrounded 
by  a  wondering  and  grateful  crowd  of  passengers 
from  the  rescued  train.  Little  Rob,  of  course, 
was  the  hero  of  the  hour. 


GERONIMO. 


By   Edward  S.Ellis. 


The  name  of  tho  most  terrible  tribe  of  Indi- 
ans that  ever  lived  suggests  that  of  their  fear- 
ful leader  Geronimo.  He  is  the  eon  of  Mangns 
Colorado,  one  of  the  worst  miscreants  known  in 
the  history  of  the  American  race.  In  all  onr 
wars  with  tho  aborigines  there  is  much  to  be  said 
on  the  side  of  the  latter.  As  a  rule,  they  are  tho 
aggrieved  parties  and  have  suffered  injustice 
from  the  very  first  settlement  of  our  countrv. 
General  Crook's  wonderful  success  in  civilizing, 
as  well  as  subduing  the  Apaches  is  incontroverti- 
ble proof  of  what  can  be  done  with  the  red  men 
by  those  who  thoroughly  understand  their  nature 
and  who  are  governed  by  a  sentiment  of  honor, 
truth,  and  a  firmness  that  is  kind  while  stern. 

But  of  the  father  of  Geronimo  I  am  sorry  to 
say  I  have  nothing  good  to  tell.  He  was  what  is 
known  as  a  Warm  Spring  Indian,  and  was  bad 
"clean  through."  He  had  no  grievance  against 
the  whites,  but  went  on  his  frightful  raids  from 
sheer  vicionsness.  He  was  as  ferocious  as  a  wild 
beast,  and  boasted  that  he  had  never  been  beaten 
and  never  would  be.  He  devastated  a  large  ex- 
tent of  territory,  killing  settlers,  raiding  ranches 
and  running  off  cattle.  At  last  he  was  shot  while 
on  one  of  his  fierce  forays,  and  left  his  well- 
trained  son  to  follow  in  his  footsteps. 

Chato,  whose  name  figured  prominently  in  the 
wars  in  Arizona,  is  a  cousin  of  Geronimo.  When 
the  Chiricahuas  took  the  war  path  in  the  early 
spring  of  1883  the  band  of  twenty-six  were  under 
the  leadership  of  Chato,  who  was  a  young,  daring 
and  bright  warrior.  They  left  a  trail  like  that  of 
the  cyclone,  destruction  and  death  marking  their 
whole  course.  Finding  themselves  hotly  pursued 
by  troops  and  enraged  citizens,  they  rode  their 
horses  till  exhausted,  then  stole  fresh  ones,  and 
by  forcing  them  to  the  utmost  and  replacing 
them  again  with  new  ones  they  covered  seventy- 
five  miles  a  day  or  more,  leaving  their  pursuers 
hopelessly  behind.  Then,  too,  they  were  per- 
fectly familiar  with  the  country  and  easily  dodged 
those  that  were  hunting  them. 

On  this  raid  Chato  lost  only  two  men  :  one  was 
shot  and  the  other  deserted,  going  to  the  military 
and  offering  to  act  as  a  guide  in  running  down  his 
late  companions.  Crook's  pursuit  was  remarka- 
bly successful,  he  delivering  one  of  the  worst 
blows  the  Apaches  had  ever  received.  He  took 
numerous  prisoners,  but  treated  them  kindly, 
encouraged  them  to  work,  helped  them  in  every 
way  possible,  and  with  a  suceess  that  was  as 
marked  aa  gratifying  to  every  lover  of  human- 


ity.    For  two  years  peace  and  prosperity  reigned 
in  Arizona. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  dwell  here  upon  the  trou- 
ble that  followed.  The  Chiricahuas  became  un-. 
easy,  seeing  the  lack  of  agreement  among  the 
officials.  While  three-fourths  of  them  were  will- 
ing to  stay,  under  the  advice  of  Chato,  who  had 
become  a  good  Indian,  the  rest,  led  by  Geronimo 
and  Nacliez,  and  numbering  one  hundred  and 
twenty-four  of  all  ages  and  both  sexes,  decamped 
from  tlie  San  Carlos  Reservation,  May  17th,  1885^ 
and  headed  for  the  Sierra  Madro  Mountains. 

A  dispatch  was  sent  at  once  to  General  Crook, 
but  the  wires  were  in  such  a  poor  condition  that 
it  never  reached  him.  Geronimo  and  his  party 
traveled  120  miles  before  camping.  The  cavalry 
lost  no  time  in  pursuing  them,  but  never  got  near 
enough  to  fire  a  shot.  Thcpursuit  was  continued 
for  hundreds  of  miles,  but  despite  every  possible 
energy  it  failed,  and  the  whole  party  got  safely 
away. 

Now  that  the  time  had  come  for  action,  Gen« 
eral  Crook  moved  with  his  usual  promptness. 
His  pursuit  was  matchless  in  its  way,  though  ac- 
companied by  the  lamentable  death  of  Captain 
Crawford.  Geronimo  was  corraled  and  held  a 
prisoner  one  night,  when  he  escaped  again.  Some 
nights  later  the  daring  fellow  stole  into  camp  with 
four  warriors,  and  seizing  a  white  woman,  threat- 
ened to  kill  her  unless  she  pointed  out  the  tent 
of  his  wife.  She  complied,  whereupon  he  re- 
leased her,  darted  into  the  tent,  caught  his  mari- 
tal partner,  and  was  off  again  before  anyone  knew 
what  was  going  on. 

Captain  II.  W.  Lawton,  Fourth  Cavalry,  took 
the  field  with  his  command.  May  25th,  1885.  Our 
treaty  with  Mexico  allowed  the  forces  of  either 
country  to  pursue  these  marauders  across  the 
boundary  line  whenever  necessary,  and  Captain 
Lawton  expected  to  work  almost  entirely  in  Mex- 
ico. Instead  of  all  remaining  beyond  the  bound- 
ary, however,  Geronimo's  band  broke  up  in  small 
parties  and  began  their  outrages  in  Southwestern 
Arizona  and  Northwestern  Sonora.  This  obliged 
Captain  Lawton  to  follow  the  raiding  party.  His 
force  consisted  of  thirty-five  men  of  Troop  B, 
Fourth  Cavalry,  twenty  Indian  scouts,  twenty 
men  of  Company  D,  Eighth  Infantry,  and  two 
pack  trains. 

The  pace  of  the  pursuers  was  a  killing  one  for 
men  and  animals,  for  only  by  forcing  them  to  the 
utmost  limit  of  endurance  could  anything  be  ac- 
complished.    It  was  necessary  in  Juno  to  replace 
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tlio  first  (letnclimeiita  of  Bconts  and  infantry  with 
fresli  ones.  Envly  in  July  the  hoetiles  li:iil  been 
<1i'ivGn  BOutlieaBt  of  Oposvira,  but  before  tilts  nns 
nccomjiliahed  Lawton's  men  imd  tviiveled  well 
nigh  two  thousand  miles,  surprised  tho  Apaclics 
once  iind  forced  them  tliree  times  to  abandon 
their  camps. 

"Every  device  known  to  tho  Indiana,"  says 
Captain  Lawton,  "  was  practiced  to  throw  me  off 
the  trail,  hut  without  avail.  Jly  trailers  were 
good,  and  it  was  soon  proved  that  there  was  not  a 
spot  the  enemy  could  reach  where  security  wan 
assured." 

The  tremendona  work  of  June  used  np  the  citv- 
alry,  and  a  fresh  start  was  made  the  following 
month   with   only   infantry  and   Indian  scouts. 
Assistant  Surgeon    Leon- 
ard Wood,  at  hia  request, 
was  given    tlie  command 
of     the     inf:intry,    while 
Lieutenant   Brown    had 
charge  of  the  sconts.     A 
charge    into    the    hostile 
camp  secured  the  animals 
and  baggage,  but  the  nim- 
ble warriors  slipped  away. 

The  hai'd8hi])s  and  snf- 
fering  of  our  men  were 
fearful.  The  country  was 
very  nigged,  llio  tcmporn. 
tnre  like  that  of  an  oren, 
and  the  rain  descended  al- 
most every  night.  AVIicn 
only  fourteen  men  of  the 
iiifikiitry  were  left  lit  for 
Anty — and  they  were  bare- 
footed— they  were  return- 
ed lo  the  supply  camp, 
wliile  tho  cavalry,  nnder 
Lieutenant  A.  L.  Smith,  who  had  jnst  joined  the 
troop,  continue:]  the  campaign.  In  the  preced- 
ing April  General  Miles  had  succeeded  General 
Crook,  who  was  relieved  at  his  own  request  ot  the 
command  of  the  department. 

The  pursuers  were  obliged  to  send  their  horses 
around  through  gaps  in  the  mountains  while 
they  kept  to  the  direct  trail,  climbing  one  side 
and  sliding  down  the  other.  Lieutenant  Itrett 
once  kept  this  np  for  twenty-six  hours,  without 
intermission,  during  which  time  the  temperature 
stood  above  a  hundred  degrees,  and  for  eighteen 
hours  he  was  nimble  to  find  a  drop  of  water. 
Scout  Eduardy  rode  n  single  horse  almost  five 
hundred  miles  in  less  than  seven  days  and  nights. 

General  Milcs's  concise  order  wns,  "  Command- 
ing ofticers  are  expected  to  continue  n  purauit  un- 
til capture,  or  until  they  are  assured  a  fresh  com- 


mand is  on  tho  trail."  The  hunt  was  taken  up  in 
succession  by  twenty-five  different  commands  or 
detachments,  representing  four  different  rogt- 
lucuts,  Gcronimo  and  Nachez  had  never  en- 
countered anything  like  it  before.  It  was  sonii'- 
tliing  altogether  new  in  their  experience,  ami 
convinced  them  that  their  only  hope  was  in  gel- 
ing  out  of  Arizona  as  quickly  as  possible.  Ac- 
cordingly, they  headed  for  the  Sierra  Madres  iu 
Mexico,  well  aware  that,  once  among  those  fast- 
nesses, they  had  nothing  to  fear  from  the  whole 
United  States  Army. 

The  pursuit  grew  hotter  than  ever,  and  wns 
kept  iii>  for  two  hundred  miles  inoro,  when  Cap- 
tain Lebo,  of  tho  Tenth  Cavalry,  brought  the 
hostiles  to  bay,  jnst  within  the  confines  of  Mex- 
ico, puring  the  sharp 
fight  which  followed,  Cor- 
poral Scott  lay  helpk'fs 
from  a  wound  ander  a 
deadly  fire  from  tliu 
Apaches.  Lieutenant 
Powhatan  II.  Clarke,  just 
from  West  Point  and  on 
his  first  war  trail,  as  nmy 
be  said,  ran  out  at  the 
peril  of  his  life,  lifted  the 
body  of  tho  veteran  from 
the  ground,  and  carried  it 
to  a  place  of  safety.  Ser- 
geant Adams  and  Packer 
Bowman  did  a  eimilnr 
service  for  a  private,  but 
he  was  killed  while  they 
were  bearing  him  off. 

Captain  Jjawton's  turn 
now  came  again,  and  be 
and  his  command  wentst 
it  like  so  many  blooil- 
hounde.  With  all  his  marvelous  cunning,  endur- 
ance and  daring,  Geronimo  could  not  shake  hiai 
off.  The  trail  was  like  that  of  a  serpent,  winding 
in  and  out  and  repeatedly  crossing  itself  among 
the  mountains  and  cailons  of  Sonora,  One  hun- 
dred, then  two  hundred  miles  were  hurried  over, 
and  Gerouimo  and  his  band  were  still  flying, 
doubling  and  turning,  and  making  the  most  des- 
perate attempts  to  throw  their  pursuers  of  the 
scent.  But  all  in  vain.  Captain  Lawton  meant 
to  run  down  the  hostiles  if  he  had  to  chase  them 
clean  across  old  Mexico  to  the  Pacific  Ocean. 

Tho  amazing  race  continued  until  a  point  was 
reached  three  hundred  miles  south  ot  the  United 
States  bnuudary.  At  last  Geronimo  and  his  seem- 
ingly tireless  Apaches  were  worn  out.  They  could 
go  no  further,  and  were  in  that  fierce  mood  when 
they  were  ready  to  turn  and  fight  to  the  last. 
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In  this  crisis  Liontonsint  C.  B.  Gatewoo*!,  of  the 
Sixth  Cavalry,  at  the  imminent  peril  of  his  life, 
rode  unattended  into  the  hostile  camp,  met  Ge- 
ronimo  face  to  face  and  demanded  his  surrender. 
Tlie  terrible  chief  was  conquered  at  last.  He  saw 
what  was  inevitable,  and  sullenly  answered  that 
he  would  submit. 

It  was  almost  at  the  same  time  that  the  four 
luindred  Warm  Spring  and  Chiricahna  Apaches 
at  Fort  Apache,  who  were  on  the  point  of  taking 
the  war  path,  were  removed  eastward. 

Now  that  Geronimo  and  his  band  were  secure 
once  more  there  was  but  one  thing  to  do.  As 
long  as  they  were  in  confinement,  no  matter  how 
close,  anywhere  in  Arizona,  or,  indeed,  in  tlie 
Southwest,  no  settler  or  ranchman  felt  safe,  for 
tliere  was  no  saying  when  the  whole  party  would 
break  loose  and  resume  their  scenes  of  violence. 
This  result  must  be  made  impossible.  The  remedy 
adopted,  therefore,  was  a  radical  one. 

Geronimo  with  sixteen  warriors,  including  the 
leading  chiefs,  was  sent  to  Fort  Pickens,  Fia., 
and  the  others  were  forwarded  to  their  relatives 
at  Fort  Marion,  St.  Aagustine.    The  captives,  on 


account  of  their  health,  were  removed,  May  1st, 
1887,  to  Mount  Vernon,  Ala.  Soon  afterward 
Geronimo  and  his  few  companions  joined  them. 

The  Apache  prisoners  now  at  Mount  Vernon 
include  one  hundred  and  thirtv  children,  one  hun- 
dred  women,  and  eighty  men.  They  are  engaged 
in  various  industrial  pursuits.  In  October,  1888, 
through  the  kind  offices  of  the  Boston  Citizenshi}) 
Committee,  a  school  was  opened,  the  V/sir  Depart- 
ment putting  up  the  building  and  the  committee 
furnishing  the  teachers.  The  Ii:dians  at  first 
showed  an  aversion  to  the  scheme,  for  the  Apache 
is  devotedly  attached  to  his  children,  and  a  hun- 
dred of  their  brightest  ones  had  been  sent  to  Car- 
lisle a  short  time  before.  They  feared  that  tlie 
step  was  preliminary  to  removing  the  little  ones 
to  the  same  place.  General  Howard  visited  them 
the  following  spring  and  convinced  them  that 
nothing  of  the  kind  was  intended.  Then  they 
accepted  the  situation  with  the  delight  of  the 
children  themselves. 

At  the  opening  of  the  school  the  chief  usher 
was  no  less  a  personage  than  our  old  enemy  and 
present  friend,  Geronimo. 


CRIMELAND,  AND   A  VOYAGE   THITHER. 

AN   ALLEGORY. 
BvA.Oakev    Hall. 


As  WILL  be  seen  by  the  map,  Crimeland  is  an 
island,  crooked  in  shape  and  characteristically 
and  extended ly  indented  with  curves,  shallows 
and  bays.  No  cliffs  or  precipitous  heights  fence 
in  its  shores,  which  are  indeed  too  easv  of  access. 
It  is  bounded  by  the  Ocean  of  Selfishness:  for 
all  crime  springs  from  preference  of  self  over 
love  for  neighbor.  Upon  its  westward  boundary 
flows  Temptation  Channel,  wherein  the  waves  are 
always  calm  and  inviting  of  temperature  at  all 
seasons  of  the  year.  This  channel  separates 
Crimeland  from  the  great  Continent  of  Good  In- 
tentions— the  land  of  happiness  and  virtue — and 
over  the  smooth  waters  of  that  narrow  channel 
the  voyage  or  trip  to  Crimeland  is  a  very  short 
one. 

As  one  stands  at  the  point  of  the  land  of  Good 
Intentions  distinguishable  on  the  map  the  pros- 
pect that  Crimeland  presents  on  the  horizon  is 
exceedingly  alluring.  Across  the  channel  on  the 
opposite  shore  stretch  the  Vice  Plantations,  that 
at  all  seasons  are  rich  and  fragrant  with  every 
kind  of  enticing  fruit  and  flowers,  which  are  sed- 
ulously cultivated  by  inhabitants  whose  extreme 


care  is  to  gratify  in  all  respects  the  idiosyncrasies 
of  passengers  from  the  adjacent  continent  who 
may  have  crossed  Temptation  Channel. 

Let  us  suppose  that  an  adventurous  and  rest- 
less denizen  of  the  continent  determines,  like  a 
Stanley,  to  explore  the  to  him  unknown  Crime- 
land  ;  and  not  alone  for  his  own  curiosity,  but 
for  the  benefit  of  all  the  inhabitants  of  his  own 
land  of  Good  Intentions.  At  the  point  the  tourist 
would  find  many  exiles  and  old  inhabitants  of 
Crimeland  eager  wf.th  large  or  small  craft  to 
ferry  him  across — for  it  is  a  peculiarity  of  the 
dwellers  in  Crimeland  to  be  in  a  sense  hospita- 
ble, and  eager  to  attract  foreigners  to  their  own 
habitations  and  to  naturalize  them.  It  is  the 
nature  of  Crimelanders  to  encourage  immigra- 
tion ;  and  the  tourist  in  question  may  be  well  as- 
sured at  the  start  that  he  can  enter  Crimeland 
without  a  passport,  and  without  any  of  those 
technicalities  or  inquiries  which  assail  immigrants 
who  seek  the  United  States  of  North  America 
through  Ellis  Island. 

When  we  arrive  at  the  intended  embarkation 
the  day  is  so  pleasant  and  the  waters  beiore  us  ai  e 
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80  tranquil  that  we  readily  accept  the  invitation 
of  the  first  offering  boatman  to  take  ns  across. 
We  discover  that  the  other  end  of  the  ferry  is  in 
Vice  Plantations,  and  that  there  are  two  conspic- 
nous  landing  places — one  known  as  Point  Gam- 
bling and  the  other  as  Port  Alcohol ;  yet  it  is 
unimportant  at  which  one  the  passengers  may 
first  land,  because  the  two  are  connected  by  a 
broad  walk  delightfully  shaded,  and  generally 
crowded  by  the  residents  thereabout  of  both 
sexes. 

At  lost  we  embark.  Ah,  what  pleasant  breezes 
sweep  toward  the  opposite  shores  !  How  pellucid 
are  the  waves  beneath  our  boat !  Not  those  that 
washed  the  shores  round  which  Ulysses  spe<l  to  the 
languid  music  of  Sirens  were  more  calm  and  en- 
trancing. The  sparkling  sands  which  we  are  ap- 
proaching seem  to  have  magnetic  influence  amid 
them,  attracting  our  boat  and  accelerating  our 
speed.  At  length  we  are  at  the  landing  stage  of 
Port  Alcohol.  Onr  progress  has  been  heralded. 
Bands  of  music  are  heard.  Oayly  dressed  bar- 
maids are  playing  on  castanets  ;  and  confused 
huzzas  greet  our  approach  from  company  after 
company  of  men  who  bear  banners  inscribed, 
'*  Sons  of  Bacchus. '^ 

We  land,  and  the  first  greetins^  we  hcnr  is, 
"  Have  you  money  ?'*  Of  course,  like  good  trav- 
elers and  explorers,  we  have  all  that  is  needful ; 
and  we  are  escorted  into  a  magnificently  appointed 
saloon  where  all  varieties  of  wines  and  spirits  are 
to  be  found.  When  it  is  ascertained  by  onr  newly 
found  friends  that  we  are  intending  to  fully  ex- 
plore Crimeland  we  are  assured  that  the  first  step 
toward  its  accomplishment  is  to  ''smile." 

We  have  on  landing  engaged  a  courier  or  guide, 
who  is  to  accompany  us,  and  who  assures  us  that, 
having  long  ago  graduated  from  many  universities 
of  Crimeland  called  prisons,  he  is  an  faxt  with  all 
the  patois  of  Crimeland,  and  is  especially  knowing 
of  its  principal  tongue,  that  's  lingually  known  as 
"slang"  and  sometimes  as  ''argot."  Our  courier 
now  assures  us  that  the  word  ''smile"  means  to 
take  a  drink,  and  that  libations  of  alcohol  are  in- 
dispensable to  a  thorough  pilgrimage  of  Crime- 
land  —  indeed,  that  hard  drinkers  accomplish 
journeys  to  its  extremities  quicker  than  can  be 
accomplished  by  those  who  do  not  thirst  for 
strong  potations.  But  notwithstanding  these  in- 
ducements and  persuasions  we  are  too  fresh  from 
the  customs  of  our  own  continent  to  readily  yield 
to  the  unknown  quantity  ;  and  in  our  algebra  of 
travel  we  figure  out  a  negative  "Z"  against  pos- 
sible X-cess. 

Being  at  last  relieved  of  importunities,  we  ask 
onr  courier  to  pilot  us  about  the  Vice  Planta- 
tions.    He  does  so,  and  we  are  introduced   to 


opium  joints,  to  waisons  de plaumnce,  to  "dives, '^ 

to  cockpits,  to  prize  rings  and  other  hothouses 

in  which  vice  is  conserved  and  transplanted,  and 

which  skirt  the  broad  walk  leading  toward  Point 

Gambling,  which   at  length  we  reach,  wearied, 

dispirited  and  disgusted — indeed,  more  than  ever 

believers  in  the  couplet  much  quoted  on  our  own 

continent : 

"  Vice  in  a  monster  of  so  frightfal  mien, 
As,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  seen." 

As  I  murmur  the  quotation  to  my  fellow  tourist 
our  courier,  who  had  been  before  his  frequent 
travels  in  Crimeland  a  man  of  education  and  fine 
lineage,  added,  "And,  sir,  the  next  two  lines  of 
the  poet  are  in  my  experience  true  as  any  gospel : 

'^ '  Tet  seen  too  oft.  familiar  with  her  face. 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace.* 

Its  author  was,  indeed,  a  Pope  among  poets." 
The  courier's  face  saddens  a  bit  as  he  subsides 
into  silence. 

He  soon  escorts  us  through  the  gambling  hells 
that  hereabout  abound — hells  where  faro,  poker 
and  roulette  are  played,  and  many  minor  games 
wherein  skill  is  bartered  for  money.  He  calls 
our  attention  in  one  place  to  a  group,  and  bids  ns 
observe  the  faces  of  it,  adding,  "  For  doubtless  in 
our  travels  you  will  meet  and  recognize  them 
again  in  other  parts  of  Crimeland.  They  are  new 
arrivals  and  have  already  succumbed  to  the  al- 
lurements of  the  Vice  Plantations,  and  have  bathed 
in  the  waters  of  the  Ciiannel  of  Temptation." 

Our  courier  next  escorts  us  to  a  neighboring 
cemetery.  "  Ah !"  he  says,  as  we  enter  the 
gates,  ''Crimeland  abounds  with  graveyards  and 
morgues.  Its  cities  of  the  dead  are  frightfully 
numerous.  But  this  cemetery  of  Point  Qambling 
carries  with  its  existence  the  saddest  of  memories, 
for  every  corpse  beneath  this  surrounding  turf  is 
of  a  suicide — crazed,  let  us  indulgently  assume,  by 
losses. " 

We  noticed  that  the  houses  all  about  presented 
a  curious  variety  of  stately  mansions  and  poverty- 
stricken  habitations,  side  by  side.  The  former, 
as  we  discovered,  were  the  mansions  of  the  bank- 
ers, proprietors  and  bunco  steerers ;  while  the  lat- 
ter were  the  abodes  of  victims  and  their  wretched 
families.  The  inhabitants  encountered  were  at 
one  in  facial  lines  and  wrinkles  of  anxiety — even 
as  to  those  who  had  prosperous  looks  ;  but  some 
were  in  features  so  woe-begone  and  so  stolid  of 
eyes,  and  the  women  and  children  were  so  red  of 
eyelids,  that  we  hurried  hastily  by. 

The  next  stage  of  progress  was  to  retrace  our 
steps  in  order  to  reach  the  adjacent  county,  that 
bore  the  name  of  Misdeameanor,  and  which  was 
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entered  by  easy,  winding  paths  leading  from  the 
Vice  Plantations,  and  that  was  bonnded  by  the 
Estuary  of  Falsehood.  These  paths  we  found  to  be 
skirted  by  attractive  shrubs  and  flowering  plants. 
Among  these  the  cactus  and  prickly  pear  abounded^ 
with  poisouous  anemone  of  all  hues ;  and  the  pe- 
culiarity of  the  cactus  was,  that,  although  the 
sharp  points  of  the  leaves  were  visible,  they  did 
not  seem  to  severely  wound  the  hand  that  first 
touched  them.  The  inhabitants  of  the  new 
county  that  we  had  entered  were  called  misde- 
meanants, as  our  courier  informed  us ;  and  un- 
less they  took  to  fishing  in  the  neighboring  Estu- 
ary of  Falsehood,  or  in  Bad  Company  Bay  beyond 
it,  they  were  not  likely  to  come  to  more  than  tem- 
porary grief  in  existence.  We  noticed  that  there 
were  looks  of  apprehension  on  the  countenances 
of  the  inhabitants  whom  we  encountered.  Most 
of  them  had  passed  their  younger  days  among 
the  Vice  Plantations  that  we  had  recently  quitted. 

Curiosity  tempted  ns,  on  the  Misdemeanor 
shore,  to  take  boat  and  sail  over  the  estuary  and 
bay  just  mentioned.  But  their  waters  were  dark- 
ened by  cuttlefish,  and  occasionally  there  would 
arise  to  the  surface  a  flying  sword  fish,  and  smaller 
of  the  finny  tribe,  all  forbidding  in  appearance. 

^'Do  the  inhabitants  attempt  to  catch  such 
fish  ?'*  I  inquired  of  our  courier. 

''Ay,  indeed ;  and  let  me  tell  you  these  make 
very  attractive  morsels.  Perhaps  yon  will  say  the 
palates  of  the  feasters  must  first  be  vitiated,  but 
visitors  and  dwellers  in  the  Vice  Plantations  soon 
lose  delicacy  of  taste  and  digestion.  Unhappily, 
I  myself  years  ago  ate  of  the  fish  netted  in  these 
black  waters  and  found  them  pleasant.  But 
would  that  I  had  never  crossed  Bad  Company 
Bay  !  And  yet,  and  yet,'*  he  philosophically  con- 
cluded, ''  if  I  never  had  crossed  I  would  not  have 
been  competent  to  guide  you  over  Crimeland.^' 
After  a  few  moments  of  dejected  reflection,  as 
we  paced  the  black  sands  of  the  bay  shore,  he 
added:  "And  now  we  will  take  railway  across 
the  island  and  visit  the  Province  of  Theft.*' 

Alas !  we  found  this  railway  to  be  an  expedi- 
tious one  from  the  Bay  of  Bad  Company  to  that 
province,  and  the  distance  is  not  great. 

Our  first  stopping  place  was  in  the  district 
named  Embezzlement,  after  we  had  passed  rapidly 
through  several  substations  in  its  area,  named 
Breach  of  Trust,  False  Entries  and  Doctored  Ac- 
counts. Here  we  took  dinner  and  walked  about 
after  pleasant  chasse  cafe.  Wo  encountered  many 
moody  men  ;  but  for  that  matter  nearly  all  of  the 
inhabitants  and  fellow  passengers  of  Crimeland 
we  had  already  encountered  were  moodj.  I  doubt 
not  that  Crimeland's  continuous  hazy  atmosphere 
inspires  the  feeling. 


''Nearly  all  of  these  inhabitants,'' our  con riev 
remarked,  "are  emigrated  bookkeepers  or  bank 
ofifioers.  This  District  of  Embezzlement  shows  in 
its  census  return  thousands  of  them.  I  have  often 
conversed  with  them,  and  oddly  enough  each  of 
them  is  fond  of  repeating  an  old  Latin  maxim  of 
'Obsta  principiis,' that,  freely  translated,  signi-* 
fies,  as  an  injunction,  '  Resist  beginnings."' 

Another  embezzler  quoted  to  me  the  maxim 
"  Le  premier  pas  qui  coute"  as  applicable  to  his 
peculiar  embrace  of  crimes.  To  each  and  all  hope 
told  a  flattering  tale  with  the  first  suggestion  of 
using  money  not  his  own  in  expectation  of  being 
able  to  replace  it. 

From  the  Embezzlement  station  the  railway 
ran  at  a  sharp  angle  of  descent  into  the  Province 
of  Theft,  and  the  ride  was  again  expeditiously  ac- 
complished. Our  courier,  who  had  evidently  been 
a  classic  wag,  here  again  quoted  another  maxim 
as  illustrative  of  the  rapidity  of  descent  in  this 
part  of  Crimeland,  "Facilis  descensus  Averni." 
Upon  arriving  at  this  province  he  cautioned  ns 
to  be  careful  of  our  pocketbooks,  watches  and 
scarf  pins,  for  the  inhabitants  not  only  preyed 
upon  the  property  of  each  other,  but  made  special 
depredations  upon  the  belongings  of  travelers  and 
strangers.  At  the  station  named  Petit  Larceny  we 
made  the  acquaintance  of  a  missionary  who  had 
been  brave  enough  to  enter  the  Province  of  Theft 
in  hopes  to  at  least  modify  the  predatory  instincts 
of  its  inhabitants.  I  found  the  reverend  gentle- 
man to  be  a  true  philosopher  and  a  deep  student 
of  human  nature.  One  epigrammatic  remark  of 
his  I  made  note  of  in  my  diary,  thns:  "The 
people  of  this  province  have  an  idol  that  they  call 
Meum,  and  that  they  slavishly  worship  to  a  per- 
petual adoration,  while  they  have  another  image 
which  they  name  Tuum,  and  which  is  a  constant 
object  for  their  attack.  The  propensity  for  ap- 
propriating the  property  of  each  other  in  a  furtive 
manner  is  mainly  hereabout  an  inheritance.  I 
have  been  able  to  trace  the  propensity  to  theft  in 
some  resident  families  here  back  through  genera- 
tions. In  the  majority  of  instances  there  is  the 
motive  of  individual  gain  ;  and  yet  in  some  in- 
stances I  have  discovered  tliat  their  thefts  were 
entirely  motiveless,  and  not  tii rough  motives  of 
interest.  Such  thieves  are  by  a  custom  of  the 
country  named  kleptomaniacs." 

Our  reverend  acquaintance,  as  ho  walked  with 
U3  around  the  Province  of  Theft,  called  attention 
to  the  prevailing  narrowness  of  the  foreheads  of 
the  inhabitants,  and  to  the  extreme  delicacy  of 
their  fingers.  He  guided  us  to  a  suburb  of  the 
principal  city,  that  was  named  Fenceville.  We 
were  informed  that  its  residents  devoted  them- 
selves entirely  to  the  purchase  of  stolen  property. 
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and  thnt  tlie  name  of  the  suburb  was  due  to  the 
fact  that  a  trafficker  in  stolen  property  was  in  the 
patois  of  the  province  called  a  "  fence. '* 

*'Althongh  a  historian  named  Dickens,"  ob- 
Fervcd  the  missionary,  "  \Yho  had  once  visited  the 
province  in  company  with  a  youth  iiame<l  Oliver 
Twist,  had  given  these  receivers  the  sobriquet  of 
Faginites/' 

In  fact,  we  now  found  the  experience  of  our 
reverend  friend  so  valuable,  and  his  views  so  ac- 
curate and  interesting,  that  we  begged  him  to  join 
our  party  in  further  explorations  throngh  Crime- 
land,  which  he  had  previously  traveled  over.  He 
cheerfully  consented,  and  to  the  delight  of  our 
courier,  who  at  once  saw  that  the  association 
would  tend  to  lijjhten  his  own  labors. 

At  his  suggestion  we  rambled  toward  a  seaport 
known  as  Port  Pickpocket,  and  tliere  took  a  tug- 
boat, crossing  False  Pretense  Bay,  and  soon  ar- 
rived at  a  coast  settlement  known  as  Cape  Bur- 
glary. Its  inhabitants  were  the  most  picturesque 
we  had  as  yet  encountered.  All  wore  crape  masks, 
carried  lanterns  and  were  shod  with  the  thinnest 
and  softest  of  footwear,  while  they  carried  small 
l)istols  in  their  belts  and  curions  tools  nicknamed 
''jimmies.*'  They  possessed  the  eyes  of  owls, 
which  our  guide  explained  arose  from  their  fond- 
ness for  darkness  and  avoidance  of  daylight. 

Next  pedestrian izing  inland,  we  entered  the 
Plains  of  Conspiracy.  The  places  we  here  vis- 
ited were  inhabited  by  persons  who  invariably 
moved  in  groups,  and  who,  wo  noticed,  conversed 
with  each  other  in  whispers.  Their  looks  and 
movements  were  airy,  their  countenances  shrewd, 
and  general  appearance  such  as  to  eminently  in- 
spire confidence  and  belief  in  their  sincerity  of 
motive  and  action.  They  are  known  to  books  as 
conspirators. 

On  the  northern  border  of  these  plains  we  came 
upon  a  large  lake,  the  waters  of  which  were  of 
what  is  known  in  the  nomenclature  of  the  arts 
as  ink.  "Yonder,"  said  our  courier,  pointing 
across  the  inky  water  to  distant  hills  which  pre- 
sented the  appearance  of  cliffs  composed  of  the 
whitest  paper,  '*  lies  a  province  of  Crimeland  that 
is  named  Forgery.  It  is  so  full  of  thickets,  laby- 
rinths and  mazes  that  I  fancy  it  will  not  advan- 
tage us  to  explore  it." 

"  I  also  have  visited  it,"  said  our  reverend  ally, 
"and  I  can  vouch  for  its  dangerous  neighbor- 
hoods. Its  ruler  is  a  shrewd,  conscienceless  man 
known  as  Jim  the  Permian.  Ilis  constituents 
are  experts  in  the  art  of  simulating  autographs 
:ind  in  making  false  money  and  coin.  They  form 
an  ingenious  race  and  have  a  peculiar  literature 
of  their  own.  But  they  are  as  deceitful  and 
treacherous  as  they  are  clever  at  invention.  Their 


principal  building  is  the  Tlniversity  of  Chirog- 
raphy,  whereat  degrees  are  conferred  under  the 
literal  style  of  E.P. — meaning  experts  iu  pen- 
manship who  devote  themselves  to  travel  in  for- 
eign countries,  making  a  living  by  becoming  wit- 
nesses in  actions  at  law  regarding  the  handwrit- 
ing of  foreign  litigants.  I  think  we  will  elude 
the  forgers,  and  instead  of  visiting  them,  let  us 
journey  to  the  Cities  of  Perjury,  that  lie  to  the 
eastward  of  this  province. 

"  We  have  already  navigated,"  continued  our 
courier,  "  the  Estuarv  of  Falsehood.  It  was 
from  its  shores  that  many  years  ago  a  tribe  of 
falsifiers  emigrated  westward  in  Crimeland  and 
foiinded  these  cities,  which  have  marvelouslv  in- 
creased  in  size  and  population." 

In  due  time  our  party  came  in  sight  of  them. 
A  curious  mirage  hung  about  the  distant  pin- 
nacles ;  and  specious  breezes  seemed  wafted  from 
their  direction.  As  we  entered  one  of  the  gates 
the  courier  pointed  out  a  large  bronze  statuary 
group  representing  large,  stalwart  men  bearintr 
in  their  arms  two  corpses.  One  was  of  a  beauii- 
fully  molded  woman,  and  the  other  of  a  sinewy 
man  whose  face  the  artist  had  cast  in  an  expres- 
sion of  horror. 

"This  bit  of  statuary,"  began  our  rcverenil 
companion,  "is  mnch  prized  by  the  j^erjurious 
citizens  hereabout.  They  erected  it  long  ago  i:i 
honor  of  the  tenets  they  profess,  and  on  stated 
days  they  are  accustomed  to  crown  the  work  with 
laurel  —  expressive  of  their  admiration  for  the 
cause  in  which  the  woman  and  the  man  died, 
and  who  are  regarded  hereabout  as  world -re- 
nowned martyrs  to  perjury.  The  bronze  group 
represent  the  fate  of  a  couple  named  Ananias 
and  Sapphira,  whose  story  of  perjury  has  become 
famous  since  its  relation  by  St.  Peter  in  the  Jeru- 
salem of  eighteen  centuries  ago.  Ananias  and 
Sapphira  arc  the  very  patron  spirits  of  the  Cities 
of  Perjury  wo  are  now  visiting." 

We  made  a  thorough  examination  of  the  cities. 
The  principal  business  seemed  to  consist  of 
manufactures  of  depositions  and  affidavits,  which 
were  to  be  purchased  at  all  prices.  In  eonio 
quarters  the  inhabitants  were  weak-minded  in 
looks ;  while  in  other  quarters  they  seemed  alert, 
intellectual  and  cunning.  They  had  the  uniform 
characteristic  of  twitching  eyelids. 

As  we  stood  one  afternoon  in  the  twilight — 
there  is  only  twilight,  by  the  way,  in  the  Cities  of 
Perjury — on  an  acclivity  that  was  named  Mount 
Affirmation,  the  courier  pointed  to  some  mountain 
peaks  rising  in  the  dim  distance — Sierra-Madre- 
like — mountains  of  forbidding  aspect ;  and  he  an- 
nounced that  our  next  journey  would  be  thither- 
ward.    After  much  fatigue  these  were  reached,- 
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and  proved  to  be  known  as  Robbery  Mountains^ 
infested  by  bravoes  and  bandits  who  made  incur- 
sions thence  in  search  of  plnnder. 

"Wo  are  now  approaching  the  zone  of  violence 
that  stretches  across  the  northern  and  frigid  por- 
tion of  Crimeland,"  said  the  courier.  "In  its 
parlance  robbery  is  theft  when  accomi)anied  with 
violence  as  a  necessary  adjunct  to  result.  I  sliall 
not,  for  safety's  sake,  escort  you  among  these 
mountaineers;  but  from  the  high  peak  on  which 
wo  are  now  standing  I  direct  your  attention  to 
yonder  Promontory  of  Assault,  from  whence  the 
mountaineers  aro  constantly  recruited.  It  con- 
tains a  Volcano  of  Passion,  and  much  of  its  lava, 
falling  into  the  sea  beyond,  has  made  a  maelstrom, 
also  called  the  Maelstrom  of  Passion,  and  bub- 
bling in  the  neighboring  direction  of  the  Prov- 


our  reverend  associate.  "  I  have  at  times  jour- 
neyed through  it  as  a  missionary,  mainly  endear- 
ing to  keep  the  inhabitants  from  plunging  iuto 
the  Sea  of  Remorse ;  yet  with,  I  fear,  ill  success. 
I  think  we  will  end  our  exploration  here,  and  not 
venture  into  the  ill-fated  and  inhospitable  climate 
of  that  Peninsula  of  Murder.  Some  of  the  dwell- 
ers are  full  maniacs.  It  is  a  perpetual  sadness  to 
me  as  missionary  to  find  that,  notwithstanding 
the  great  fertility  of  the  cemeteries  which  we  have 
passed  throughout  our  travels,  the  population  of 
Crimeland,  by  nativities  and  immigration,  is  to 
constantly  on  the  increase.  As  you  have  already 
ascertained,  Crimeland  is  a  colony  attached  to  tho 
continent  to  which  we  all  rightfully  belong.  Its 
King,  who  bears  the  name  of  Justitia,  aided  by  his 
Parliament  of  Law  and  Order — two  mighty  bodies 
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inco  of  Alanslaughter  —  where  reside  inhabitants 
addicted  to  homicide  committed  under  the  in- 
spiration of  Passion,  and  without  the  malice  that 
comes  from  tho  Sea,  which  by  the  map  you  can 
perceive  washes  on  one  side  tho  adjacent  Penin- 
sula of  Murder,  which  forms  the  extremity  of  this 
island  of  Crimeland  ;  and  which  peninsula  on 
tho  other  side  is  surrounded  by  terrible  quick- 
sands and  rocks,  against  which  break  seething 
surges.  It  13  astonishing  how  so  many  of  the  in- 
habitants of  Crimeland  eventually  journey  to- 
ward that  horrible  peninsula,  and  finally  at  its 
extremity,  falling  headlong  from  Point  Execu- 
1  ion,  aro  plunged  into  the  Sea  of  Remorse,  that 
forever  moans  around  the  hollow  caverns  wherein 
Crimeland  terminates.'* 

"This  Peninsula  of  Murder  ii  now  sparsely  in- 
liabited^  yet  it  is  dangerous  to  explore/''  broke  in 


of  rulers — does  all  that  can  be  expected  to  keep 
the  inhabitants  of  Crimeland  from  an  increase, 
and  to  regulate  their  habits  and  propensities.  At 
every  point  of  this  island  you  have  witnessed  how 
large  an  army  of  policemen  King  Justitia  is 
obliged  to  billet  upon  Crimelanders.  But  tho 
historians  and  statisticians  of  Crimeland  have  be- 
conio  aware  that  of  late  rears  its  inhabitants  are 

• 

not  so  rampant  in  their  various  provinces,  plains, 
mountains  and  cities  through  which  we  hare 
passed  as  in  former  years  they  were.  So  long  as 
the  Ocean  of  Human  Nature  rolls  must,  unhappily, 
Crimeland  exist,  and  its  inhabitants  pursue  their 
wretched  and  precarious  lives,  tempered  only  by 
missionary  labors  and  the  Falntary  MatiHes  en- 
acted by  the  Parliament  of  Law  and  Order.-' 
«  «  «  «  ' «  « 

In  due  time,  accompanied  by  mis.«ionary  and  con- 
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rier,  our  party  obtained  passage  on  a  passing  ship 
for  a  return  to  our  Continent  of  Good  Intentions. 
We  were  conscious  of  a  liigh  state  of  nervous  ex- 
citement. To  loyal  subjects  of  King  Justitia  and 
electors  of  the  Parliament  of  Law  and  Order  the 
climate  of  Crimeland  is  torrid  in  the  extreme. 
The  atmosphere  is  close,  and  seems  filled  with 
the  vapors  of  dungeons ;  and  it  is  very  wearing 
upon  the  lives  of  the  army  officers,  subalterns 
and  privates  who  are  quartered  in  Crimeland  as  a 
police  force,  restoring,  regulating  and  conserving 
the  inhabitants,  who  bear  the  generic  name  of 
criminals.  These  are  so  addicted  to  guerrilla 
warfare  wit]i  those  constituted  authorities  that 
only  ceaseless  vigilance  can  battle  with  the  in- 
habitants. Tiieir  secrecy  of  movements,  their 
system  of  confederation  by  means  of  lodges  and 
frarernal  passwords,  and  their  utter  unconcern 
of  the  statutes  under  which  they  live,  all  combine 
to  make  these  criminal  forces  dangerous  and  in 
many  respects  impregnable.  They  rarely  weary 
of  their  conflicts  or  of  the  different  localities  of 
Crimeland  in  which  they  live.  Like  the  Norse- 
men and  Normans  of  early  times,  they  delight  in 
predatory  excursions.  And  it  is  to  watch  these 
and  to  guard  ag^iinst  their  occurrence  and  results 
that  tiie  subjects  of  King  Justitia  band  them- 
selves together  in  supporting  the  legislative  and 
executive  ministers  of  the  Parliament  of  Law  and 
Order. 

These  ministers  inccsgantly  watch  Crimeland, 
and  have  long  ago  laid  embargoes  upon  emi- 
gration thither.  They  have  endeavored  to  espe- 
cially repress  visits  to  the  Channel  of  Temptation 
and  to  warn  citizens  of  tlie  Continent  of  Good 
Litentions  against  tarrying  in  the  Vice  Planta- 


tions. These  ministers  of  law  and  order  have 
discovered  that  nearly  every  inhabitant  of  Crime- 
land  first  drew  his  or  her  inspiration  toward 
wrongdoing  and  evil  lives  from  too  frequent  resi-. 
dence  amid  the  surroundings  of  Port  Alcohol.  As 
our  voyaging  party  found,  the  transit  over  Crime- 
land  thence  to  any  or  all  of  its  other  and  interior 
provinces  was  easy  and  could  be  made  rapidly. 
Unfortunately,  one  of  the  traditions  of  Crimeland, 
accepted  by  the  credulous,  the  foolish  ^nd  the 
unwary  who  begin  life  outside  of  its  confines,  is 
that  its  soil  abounds  in  gold  and  silver  mines  and 
in  diamond  fields.  And  as  alluring  traditions 
also  declare  that  it  is  an  easy  task  to  work  those 
mines  and  fields,  and  as  access  to  Crimeland  is 
also  easy,  it  is  often  visited — not  as  our  party 
voyaged  to  it,  for  purposes  of  sanitary  and  salu- 
tary exploration,  but  to  become  naturalized  citi- 
zens of  Crimeland,  and  while  at  its  Home  do  as 
its  Romans  do. 

There  is  a  juvenile  story  of  a  boy  who  was  im- 
pressed with  strong  desires  for  travel  in  foreign 
climes,  and  to  whom  a  globe  was  presented,  by 
study  of  which  he  was  cured  of  his  desires.  The 
distances  and  reputed  disasters  appalled  him.  lu 
similar  method  none  can  study  our  map  of  Crime- 
land  without  realizing  the  dangers  that  its  topog- 
raphy unfolds.  Many  are  deeply  interested  as 
readers  in  the  explorations  of  Stanley,  Cameron 
«nd  Chandler  through  the  Dark  Continent,  yet 
few  have  any  longing  to  pursue  the  tracks  that 
the  explorers  map  out.  A  map  of  Crimeland  and 
particulars  of  a  voyage  thither  are  siot  likely  to 
invite  residence  in  Crimeland  any  sooner  than 
the  lectures  of  Stanley  are  calculated  to  make  a 
listener  long  for  African  jungles. 
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By  W.  de  Wagstaffe. 


Mb.  and  Mus.  Dawson  had  dined  alone.  With 
a  servant  (trained  like  a  monkey  to  a  monotonous 
repetition  of  duties)  as  an  unresponsive  audience, 
their  conversation  had  not  been  exhilarating.  The 
.weather  had  been  the  foremost  inspiration  from 
which  came  little  domestic  arguments  over  the 
condition  of  their  carriage,  the  new  livery  for  the 
coachman,  the  earliest  time  for  the  European 
trip,  and  which  of  the  various  dogs  about  the 
house  should  enjoy  a  drive  next.  When  dinner 
had  been  served  Mr.  Dawson  with  careful  dignity 
opened  the  door  for  Mrs.  Dawson  to  pass  out. 
Wlun   she  had  gone  he  resumed  his  seat  with 


more  comfort  at  the  table,  and  choosing  a  cigar 
from  a  box,  plunged  one^end  into  the  blue  flame 
of  a  spirit  lamp,  and  filled  the  room,  already 
touched  with  the  perfume  of  his  wife's  dressing 
room,  with  rich  Havana  smoke  clouds.  Alone 
with  his  coffee,  his  cognac  and  his  cigar,  Mr. 
Dawson  thought  of  many  things  that  he  would 
not  have  said  to  his  wife.  Mrs.  Dawson,  left 
alone  in  the  luxury  of  her  boudoir,  sipping  her 
aromatic  tea  from  some  dainty  cup,  wished  she 
could  say  many  things  to  her  husband  that  she 
dared  hardly  think. about.  Eao^  of  these  two 
people  suppressed  the .  unconventidltfJ  bonds  that 
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secretly  held  them  together  for  the  more  difficult 
acceptance  of  the  conventional  habits  for  which 
they  privately  blamed  each  other.  Mr.  Dawson 
was  interrupted  in  his  after-dinner  reverie  by  the 
visit  of  a  mutual  friend. 

**  We  don't  start  for  half  an  hour.  Your  wife 
was  not  quite  ready,  so  I  craved  her  permission  to 
come  and  have  a  brief  chat  with  you.  Not  in- 
truding, I  hope  y* 

'^  Not  at  all.  Take  a  cigar.  What  liquor  do 
you  prefer  ?" 

*'A  cognac  will  suit  me  exactly."  Mr.  Daw- 
son was  not  exactly  cordial  to  his  guest.  Ue  had 
absolutely  no  dislike  or  suspicion  of  him  in  any 
form,  yet  he  was  not  entirely  welcome.  *'  Sorry 
you  won't  come  with  us.  Patti  without  a  voice 
even  should  be  a  magnet,''  said  the  visitor. 

"  My  wife  enjoys  those  things,  and  knowing 
tluit  I  prefer  my  fireside  to  the  most  charming 
prima  donna  extant,  she  very  kindly  releases  me 
from  the  obligation.  It's  very  good  of  you  to 
take  her." 

*•'  It's  deuced  kind  of  her  to  go."  Dawson  raised 
his  eyebrows  to  indicate  some  surprise  at  so  quix- 
otic a  remark,  but  said  nothing.  .         - 

"  Ah  !  I  wish  I  could  settle  down  as  you  have, 
Dawson,"  said  the  mutual  friend,  yawning  by 
way  of  contradiction  .to  his  statement. 

'^  I  suppose  it  is  the  only  happiness  a  man  can 
expect,"  said  Dawson,  earnestly,  sadly. 

''A  beautiful  house,  good  health  and  a  beauti- 
ful woman  ;  what  else — what  else  ?" 

'•Nothing — nothing,"  replied  Dawson,  doubt- 
fully. 

''A  man  realizes  how  short  life  is  under  cir- 
cumstances such  as  yours !" 

**Id  depends  upon  where  he  begins  it,"  said 
Dawson,  holding  the  cognac  between  his  lips  and 
the  light. 

''  Well,  that  depends  on  his  birthday,"  said  the 
other,  flippantly. 

''Not  entirely.  Much  time  is  wasted  in  child- 
hood ;  more  yet  in  manhood.  Like  new  wine, 
sonic  men  are  never  mellow." 

*'  Is  there  no  merit  in  the  quality  of  vintage  ?" 
asked  the  guest. 

*'  Not  much.  The  grapes  are  white  or  red, 
oblong,  oval  or  round.  Yet  they  are  all  crushed 
into  shapeless  matter  to  make  wine.  Like  men, 
tlicy  are  labeled  with  a  ticket  to  describe  their 
origin,  their  ancestry.  Only  when  the  wine  is 
put  aside  for  age  does  it  gain  distinction,  value 
to  the  world." 

"  You  should  write  a  book !"  said  the  other, 
slowly  putting  on  his  gloves. 

"It  would  be  a  commonplace  record  of  com- 
monplace facts.    The  only  man  who  would  feel 


its  pleasures  or  its  pains  would  foe  the  author," 
said  Dawson,  languidly. 

"You're  a  clever  chap,  Dawson.  Don't  let 
yourself  dry  up, "said  the  younger  man,  patron- 
izingly. 

'*  The  harder  the  rock,  my  friend,  the  longer 
its  history." 

"  Well,  good  night.  I  shall  not  stop  in  when 
we  return.     It  will  be  too  late.     Good-by.  " 

''Good  night."  And  though  Dawson  rose  from 
his  seat  he  did  not  extend  his  hand.  He  did  not 
even  follow  him  into  the  drawing  room,  where  he 
might  have  seen  his  wife  before  she  left.  It  had 
ceased  to  be  his  habit  for  years,  those  tender 
greetings  and  tender  partings  that  cling  to  some 
people  always.  His  wife,  he  believed,  was  fond 
of  society.  She  preferred  it  to  staying  at  home 
with  him.  He  would  have  gone  everywhere  with 
her,  but  his  presence  seemed  to  bore  her,  some- 
times to  embarrass  her,  so  she  went  where  she 
would,  with  whomever  she  chose,  and  he  never  told 
her  that  he  was  lonely  on  this  account.  The  dis- 
traction of  the  club  had  become  tiresome  even  ;  a 
restlessness,  well  controlled,  was  in  his  heart,  but 
he  did  not  know  how  to  make  the  confession  that 
would  have  brought  these,  two  closer  together 
than  they  had  ever  been. 

"Has  Mrs.  Dawson  gone  ?"  he  asked  the  serv- 
ant, as  a  matter  of  form. 

"  Yes,  sir.     The  carriage  has  just  driven  off." 

Silently  he  passed  out  of  the  dining  room,  as  ho 
had  done  night  after  night  for  a  long  while.  He 
paused  in  the  drawing  room,  dimly  lighted,  and 
more  desolate  in  consequence.  The  piano,  with 
its  prim,  defiant  stiffness,  seemed  to  describe  his 
own  appearance,  its  case,  like  his  lips,  firmly 
closed  to  the  touch  of  the  one  woman  who  could 
have  stirred  music  from  both.  With  a  slight 
shiver  he  closed  the  door  of  the  handsome  cham- 
ber to  shut  out  its  empty  luxury  from  view  of  his 
own  cozier  library  study  beyond. 

At  that  moment  a  servant  stood  in  the  door- 
way. 

"  What  is  it  ?" 

"Mr.  Dawson,  sir,  there's  something  on  the 
doorstep,"  said  the  man,  with  a  crude  effort  at 
self-restraint. 

"  Well  ?" 

"  Well,  sir,  the  cook  wants  to  know  if  she  can 
bring  it  in." 

"What  nonsense  is  this  ?  What  do  you  mean 
by " 

"It's  a  child,  sif." 

"  Whose  child  ?"  asked  Dawson,  in  a  different 
tone. 

"  It  don't  resemble  anyone  as  I  know,"  replied 
the  servant,  cautiously. 


624 


''PORTRAIT  OF  A    GENTLEMAN^ 


"An  infant  r 

^'Ycs,  sir;  leastways,  not  a  baby  exactly, 
but '' 

"A  boy  5^'  asked  Dawson,  somewhat  more 
eagerly  than  the  question  required. 

"No,  sir — a  little  girl.  We  found  her  asleep 
in  a  thin  shawl  ;  and — and  it's  commencing  to 
snow  pretty  hard,  Mr.  Dawson." 

Drawing  the  blinds  aside,  Dawson  strained  his 
eyesight  to  assure  himself  that  it  was  really  too 
cold  for  any  child  to  be  out,  then  said  : 

*'  13ring  her  in  here,  James.'* 

lie  spoke  so  quietly  that  the  servant  heard  no 
echo  of  the  deep  feeling  that  the  incident  had 
stirred  in  his  master's  nature. 

"It  is  God*s  message/'  he  murmured  to  him- 
self in  profound  yet  simple  earnestness.  "  A  child 
— it  shall  tell  her  what  I  cannot  say." 

With  clumsy  tcntlerness  the  servant  carried  the 
chihl,  wrapped  in  a  cheap  gray  sliawl,  and  hesi- 
tated in  the  doorway  of  the  master's  study. 

"  Here  it  is,  sir  !" 

"  Well,  bring  her  in — bring  her  in  !''  said  Daw- 
son, impatiently.  "Ijet  her  lie  down  on  the 
conch." 

He  dragged  the  shawl  aside  to  get  a  better  view 
of  her.  As  he  did  so  her  eyes  opened,  and  Daw- 
son thought  he  had  never  seen  such  big  ones 
before.  They  wore  full  of  a  sadnesa  strangely 
apparent  in  some  children  long  before  tliey  iiavo 
learned  even  to  Fpell  the  word  mother.  A  bush 
of  yellow  hair  already  graced  the  little  head,  and 
after  looking  gravely  at  Dawson,  who  was  bending 
over,  a  smile  brouglit  dimples  and  merriment  into 
the  pretty  face;  then  with  a  faint  sigli  she  slvly 
turned  her  head  on  one  side  and  closed  her  eves 
in  careless  peace.  Dawson  observed  that  the 
clothes  worn  by  the  child  were  chea]),  and  yet 
the  face  was  full  of  charm  for  him.  IIo  ])laced  a 
cushion  gently  under  her  head,  and  seated  himself 
opposite  and  watched  her. 

The  servant  brought  in  some  arrowroot,  which 
the  cook  had  voluntarily  suggested,  and  without 
looking  round  Dawson  said  : 

"  How  old  is  she,  James  ?" 

With  the  air  of  a  man  whose  judgment  had 
suddenly  become  important  the  servant  paused 
before  speaking  and  eyed  the  child  critically. 

"If  it  could  talk,  sir,  I  might  be  able  to  tell 
accurate  like.  If  it  don't  talk*  I  should  judge  it 
was  an  infant  of  about  eighteen  months;  if  it 
talks  it  may  be  a  child  of  four  or  five  years' stand- 
ing." 

Dawson  smiled  in  spite  of  himself,  and  said, 
quietly  : 

"  No  doubt." 

It  was  not  lato,  after  all,  when  Mrs.  Dawson  re- 


turned home.  In  fact,  she  had  not  waited  for 
her  carriage,  having  left  before  the  entertainment 
was  over. 

"Is  Mr.  Dawson  out  ?'*  she  asked  of  the  serv- 
ant, who  opened  the  door. 

"No,  ma'am  ;  he  is  in  his  study." 

She  crept  softly  upstairs,  intending  to  go 
straight  to  her  own  apartments.  In  the  drawing 
room  she  heard  voices.  She  stopped  to  listen,  to 
recognize  that  other  voice  which  was  not  her  hus- 
band's.    This  is  what  she  heard  : 

"  Is  this  your  home  ?"  in  tones  of  awa, 

"  Yea  ;  where  do  you  live  ?" 

"  I  dunno.     I  wish  I  lived  here  I" 

"  Do  you  ?"said  her  husband,  sadly. 

"Does  vour  mamma  own  this  house  ?" 

"  No  ;  my  mamma  is  dead.     Where  is  yours  ?" 

"I  dunno.  Do  you  stay  here  all  alone  ?"  in 
accents  of  childish  surprise. 

"Sometimes." 

It  was  spoken  very  low,  but  she,  his  wife,  heard 
it  so  well  that  a  strange  feeling  of  suffocation 
came  in  her  throat ;  but  she  dared  not  move — she 
still  listened. 

"  Kind  of  lonesome,  though,  with  no  lady  to 
talk  to,"  said  the  child's  voice. 

Sometimes,"  answered  the  man,  with  as  much 
humility  as  if  he  were  conversing  with  a  human 
oracle. 

"Aren't  you  married  ?" 

The  question  was  so  innocent,  yet  how  deep  it 
pressed  into  the  heart ! 

"  Yes !" 

"Oh,  what  a  beautiful  lady  !" 

She  knew  that  he  had  silently  taken  her  picture 
from  his  table  and  had  shown  it  to  the  cliiid. 
She  crept  nearer  to  the  door  till  she  almost 
crouched  on  the  threshold,  her  spirit  crushed,  her 
courage  gone  ;  only  a  pompous  puppet  of  the 
times,  called  pride,  prevented  her  from  opening 
that  foolish  door  which  parted  them, 

"Aren't  you  very  tired  ?"  she  heard  him  say, 
gently. 

"Yes  ;  but  I  don't  want  to  go  home." 

"Why  not?" 

"They  told  me  never  to  go  home  again,"  with 
tearful  voice. 

"  Why,  who  told  you  ?" 

"  I  dunno — I  forget.     Oh,  I'm  so  sleepy  !" 

"  Will  you  stay  hero  with  me — with  us  ?"  he 
added,  softly. 

There  was  no  answer.  She  heard  him  rise  from 
his  seat.  Siie  guessed  that  he  was  gathering  the 
little  one  in  his  arms.  Then,  as  he  stepped  to- 
ward the  door,  her  first  instinct  was  to  run  away; 
but  she  onlv  moved  a  little  backward  and  waired 
for  them.     The   door  opened,  and   there  stood 
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Ercesl;  Dawson,  the  liusbaod  whom  she  hiid 
thought  a  mere  atitomaton  of  the  selfish  lifo 
called  fashionable,  with  a  baby  hugged  closely  in 
his  arms,  and  an  expression  on  liis  face  fnli  of  a 
human  interest  she  had  never  seen  there  before. 
At  first  he  was  startled  as  be  saw  her  standing  si- 
lent, immovable,  only  her  head  bowed  a  little 
with  submissive  grace. 

"  Ethel,  home  already  ?"  he  said,  bluntly. 

"  Let  me  take  her  in  my  arois,  too !" 


"  May — may  I  keep  her  ?"  she  asked,  hnmbly. 

"It  is  my  wish,"  he  said,  his  voice  waveringa 
little. 

That  night,  when  the  child  had  been  put  to 
bed,  these  two  people  sat  up  courting  one  an- 
other. It  was  quite  different  from  the  courtship 
which  had  simply  married  them.  She,  with  that 
ripened  instinct  of  maternal  love  aroused,  saw  for 
the  Crst  time  clearly  the  man  whom  she  lind 
often  dreamed  of  in  those  lonely  moments  after 


"  SBB  STUETCHBD  ODT  HKR  ARHB  IMPLORINOLT." 


With  a  reckless  abanilon  of  gesture  that  in  a 
woman  is  the  nnecring  sign  oE  her  passion  she 
let  the  opera  cloak  slip  to  the  ground  at  her  feet 
as  she  stretched  out  her  arms  imploringly.  He 
obeyed  her,  because  she  commanded,  and  the 
little  thing  cuddled  closely  into  that  nest  which 
only  a  woman  can  make  natnraljy  for  a  child. 

To  the  look  of  inquiry  in  her  eyes,  that  were 
melting  slowly  to  the  warmth  of  tears,  he  said  : 

"  She  was  abandoned ;  the  servants  found  her 
on  the  doorstep." 
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dinner.  He,  with  the  opportunity  to  unveil  those 
things  lie  had  long  ivighed  to  say  to  her,  recalled 
and  related  a  love  that  dies  with  some  men  for 
lack  of  chance  and  deeds  to  prove  it. 

And  tlie  waif  despised  by  one  class  revealed  to 
a  woman  of  society  all  that  was  necessary  to 
niuko  lier  hnsband  her  ideal  portrait  of  a  gentle- 
man ;  but,  like  the  wine  which  Ernest  Dawson 
talked  about,  age  and  eipericnce  alone  had  fer- 
mented the  latent  forces  in  his  nature  that  had 
given  him  distinction  with  his  wife. 
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By  Ida  Hackes  Springer. 


There  is  hardly  a  family  but  knows  its  own 
bittiM'iiesa  iu  the  matter  of  servants.  It  is  the 
inevitable  topic^  go  where  you  may.  Volumes 
could  be  written  about  the  everlasting  imperti- 
nence and  incompetency  of  our  **  hired  girls," 
which  one  id  forced  to  contend  with  in  this  pres- 
ent age. 

At  a  five-o'clock  tea,  recently,  the  hostess,  a 
bright,  vivacious  woman  and  excellent  conversa- 
tionalist, discussed  nearly  every  topic  of  this  fiti 
lie  Steele,  First  came  the  current  folly  of  the 
town  ;  then  the  newest  fads  in  paper  ornamenta- 
tion ;  then  the  recent  engagements  of  society 
belles  were  commented  upon  and  criticised  ;  then 
c:ime  theatrical  gossip,  and  finally  all  subjects 
seemed  exhausted.  At  this  critical  moment  the 
absence  of  the  favorite  member  of  the  circle  was 
observed.  A  hurriedly  written  note  was  received, 
in  which  the  fair  favorite  communicated  that,  as 
two  of  her  servants  had  hurriedly  left  her,  she 
could  not  possibly  attend. 

At  the  mention  of  servanU  everyone's  attention 
was  riveted  upon  the  narrator,  and  each  woman 
])resent  made  haste  to  relate  some  harrowing  and 
mortifying  experience.  But  two  or  three  present 
could  truthfully  speak  of  the  faithful  services  or 
superior  qualifications  of  their  female  help,  and 
these  rare  parag<»n8  had  to  be  discharged  on  ac- 
count ef  intrigues  with  the  butler  or  the  coach- 
man. 

Even  at  a  church  wedding,  whilst  awaiting  the 
eoming  of  the  bridal  party,  this  theme  was  dis- 
cussed. At  the  opera  I  was  suddenly  brought 
down  from  the  most  sublime  and  soulful  ecstasy, 
into  which  realms  the  singing  of  Calv6  had  car- 
ried nie,  to  the  prosaic  level  of  earthly  annoy- 
ances, as  the  intermission  was  occupied  by  a  trio 
of  young  housekeepers  directly  in  front  of  me  to 
relate  their  tales  of  domestic  woe. 

The  first  related  how  she  had  explained  to 
Bridget  the  cleansing  and  polishing  properties  of 
a  certain  soap,  and  was  almost  heartbroken  to 
find  her  most  exquisite  piece  of  furniture,  a  table 
inlaid  with  tiny  wood  mosaic,  completely  mined, 
as  Bridget  had  thought  to  surprise  her  mistress 
by  having  it  all  wan  color  ! 

The  other  told  how  her  girl  excitedly  declared 
that  fibe  would  never  think  of  making  the  coffee 
in  "that  locomotive  taypot,"  as  she  termed  the 
Vienna  coffee  machine. 

The  youngest  of  the  trio  capped  the  climax 
when,  with  a  smile,  she  said  :  *'  I  can  laugh  now, 
but  my  discomfiture  was  very  great  when  it  hap- 


pened.    My  cook,  after  carelessly  breaking  one 
handle  off  one  of  my  Dresden  bouillon  cups,  de- 
liberately broke  one  handle  off  each  of  the  re- 
maining five  of  the  set,  as  she  thought  one  ban 
die  looked  *  dacinter,  anyway  * !" 

Having  but  recently  arrived  in  the  city  from 
the  Arizonian  frontier,  I  could  not  but  contrast 
the  perfect  freedom  from  household  worry  and 
care  I  enjoyed  whilst  employing  Chinese  serv- 
ants, who  rarely  caused  a  stir  in  the  even  flow  of 
the  domestic  confines  of  the  household  ;  and  the 
peculiar  methods  of  my  unique  celestial  will 
doubtless  interest  and  amuse  the  readers  of 
Frank  Leslie's  PopirLAR  Monthly. 

Knowing  nothing  of  Chinamen,  and  seeing 
them  only  by  occasional  glances  I  had  cast  at 
them  whilst  passing  their  laundry  windows  in  the 
East,  I  was  more  frightened  than  amused  at  the 
thought  of  having  a  real  Chinaman  as  general 
kousemaid  and  cook.  One  morning  at  ten  o'clock 
*a  timid  knock  at  the  door  greeted  my  ear,  and 
in  response  to  my  **  Come  in,"  a  Chinese  boy 
was  ushered  in — a  tiny,  neat  little  fellow,  who 
immediately  rattled  off  the  following  tirade : 
"  How  do,  lady  ?  Me  Sue  Kung,  your  new  boy. 
Me  good  boy.  Me  cookee,  washee,  take  care 
kitchen,  fix  him  beds,  tend  garden,  laise  him  eggs 
and  chickens^'  (meaning,  raise  chickens,  for  he 
never  could  pronounce  his  r's),  "and  do  evely- 
thing  fine  and  ueber  smoke  in  the  house." 

Upon  this  occasion  he  wore  the  clothes  of  civil- 
ization, and  a  wide  blue  sash  encircled  his  waist, 
while  a  beautiful  jade  bracelet  dangled  on  his 
wrist.  He  wore  a  high  standing  collar  and  an 
American  shirt,  having  discarded  the  usual  loose 
one  for  this  ceremonial  visit. 

His  next  remark,  ''Me  gettee  840  per  month," 
astounded  me,  and  I  said  :  ''  My  family  consists 
of  only  two  people."  With  a  bow  and  smile  he  re- 
plied :  ''Alice  same  twenty  in  family,  chalge  same 
pi  ice." 

A  hurried  consultation  with  my  husband,  who 
was  better  acquainted  with  the  prevailing  high 
prices,  resulted  in  Sue  KungVengagement. 

"  All  light,  me  come  light  away.  I  fix  him  din- 
ner to-night.  Tell  me  what  you  like,  what  time 
you  eat,  and  me  hab  it  leddy." 

I  showed  him  how  we  set  our  table,  and  as  I 
had  a  bouquet  of  mountain  flowers  similar  to  the  ' 
Alpine  edelweiss,  which  grew  on  the  Dragoon 
Mountains  in  the  vicinity,  I  placed  them  in  a 
shallow  vase  as  a  centrepiece  on  the  table.  Ever 
after  flowers  graced  our  festive  board.  Sue  Kung 
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often  rising  at  daybreak  and  riding  miles  to  re- 
plenisli  the  nosegay  when  it  showed  signs  of  fad- 
ing. Ho  brought  his  own  set  of  carvers  and  told 
me  he  could  use  only  them. 

He  unpacked  the  groceries,  papered  the  shelves 
in  the  kitchen  pantry,  chopped  the  wood,  went 
to  market,  dressed  the  poultry,  and  that  even- 
ing at  5  P.M.  we  sat  down  to  a  finely  served 
and  excellently  prepared  meal.  The  turkey  had 
been  carved  by  him  m  the  kitchen,  but  was 
brought  to  the  table  whole,  he  laying  each  part 
together  with  the  aid  of  tiny  sharpened  pieces  of 
Avood.  Imagine  a  new  servant  capable  of  such 
a  thing  in  an  entirely  strange  household  in  New 
York  city  ! 

My  commands  were  always  obeyed  and  fulfilled 
to  the  letter,  and  I  had  to  show  him  but  once 
kow  to  prepare  some  new  or  fancy  dessert  he  had 
never  even  heard  of.  That  one  lesson  was  suf- 
ficicut.  Months  sometimes  elapsed  before  asking 
for  a  repetition,  but  the  result  was  always  satis- 
factory. 

When  he  wrote  home  a  letter  to  his  mother  in 
Canton  he  would  leave  the  kitchen  door  wide  open, 
and,  no  doubt  with  the  idea  of  flattering  us,  would 
say  aloud  whilst  writing  sentences  for  us  to  hear  : 
"Am  with  nice  people;  no  care  go  back,"  etc. 
I  could  not  cure  him  of  making  a  purse  of  his 
ear,  for  he  would  always  carry  the  small  change 
in  that  serviceable  organ.  He  always  made  the 
ice  cream,  and  as  soon  as  the  news  spread  that 
ice-cream  freezing  had  been  added  to  Rung's  ac- 
complishments cooJ  receptions  became  the  order 
of  tiie  day. 

He  absented  himself  for  two  hours  every  after-, 
noon,  and  incidentally  we  heard  that  Sue  Kung 
was  earning  820  weekly  as  boss  ironer  of  collara 
and  shirts  in  the  best  laundry  in  town.  This 
rather  annoyed  me,  as  he  never  ironed  them  at 
our  house.  I  took  him  to  task  about  it,  and  be 
answered  with  his  broadest  smile  :  *^  No  gettee 
mad,  lady.  Me  no  fool.  Yon  no  ask  me.  Me 
no  do.     Allee  same  me  do  him  now  allee  time.'' 

Occasionally,  upon  coming  home  late  at  night, 
we  would  scold  him  for  making  so  much  noise 
when  he  entered,  in  relatching  the  door  of  the 
kitchen,  where  be  slept  in  an  extension  in  a  bnnlf 
of  his  own  construction  suspended  from  the  ceil- 
ing, which  we  jocosely  termed  the  "  hanging 
garden.''  The  noise  never  troubled  us  again, 
for  by  an  ingenious  arrangement  he  took  the 
strings  of  his  tomtom  (Chinese  musical  instru- 
ment), passed  the  catgut  through  the  panels  of 
the  door,  and  by  attaching  them  to  the  lock 
lifted  tlie  latch  without  disturbing  our  peaceful 
slumbers. 


He  was  ill  for  two  days,  and  sent  me  Ah  Lee 
as  a  substitute,  whom  he  must  have  given  a  thor- 
ough resume  of  what  dishes  we  lixed,  as  our 
meals  were  well  prepared  ;  but  my  horror  can  be 
better  imagined  than  dcscibed  when  I  discovered 
Ah  Lee's  moistening  the  dough  for  the  bread  as 
he  did  the  clothes,  which  you  are  aware  China- 
men do  by  spouting  the  water  from  their  mouth  ! 
It  were  difficult  to  say  whether  the  Chinaman  or 
the  dough  made  the  most  hurried  exit.  This 
was  one  thing  that  had  not  been  told  him,  and 
Sue  Kung  was  delighted  at  his  sudden  dismissal. 

Sue  Kung  was  with  us  for  three  years,  when 
twin  daughters  blessed  our  home,  and  delighted 
as  we  felt  at  the  dnal  treasure,  equally  miserable 
felt  our  Chinee.  His  curiosity *being  aroused,  he 
came  -in  to  look  at  them,  and  laid  a  new  coin  on 
their  pillows  and  some  tiny  cups  under  the  crib, 
and  then  asked  :  '*  Him  girls  or  slie  boys  ?"  We 
said,  two  girls.  His  face  was  a. study,  with  dis- 
gust plainly  depicted  upon  every  feature,  and 
wildly  waving  his  hands,  with  the  gesture  of 
wringing  the  neck  of  a  fowl,  he  said :  *'  Too 
much  girlie  ;  ling  hims  neck  in  China.  Too 
much  girleo  cost  too  muchee  ;  allee  time  want 
nice  clothes.  Too  much  boys  good,  'cause  they 
makee  muchee  money  in  the  banks." 

When  he  came  in  next  morning  he  said  :  ''Me 
likee  yon  belly  (very)  much,  but  me  no  likee  he 
stay  in  any  place  where  him  gettee  two  girlies 
allee  same  time." 

He  made  us  numerous  and  elegant  presents, 
such  as  beautifully  embroidered  mantel  draperies 
and  highly  colored  silk  handkerchiefs,  and  some 
pretty  china  trinkets  and  ornaments  for '' them 
too  much  girlies,"  and  left  our  employ. 

The  final  act  preceding  his  departure  was  a 
very  comical  one,  worthy  of  record.  He  called 
me  out  in  the  kitchen,  and  asked  me  if  ''ebely- 
thing  same  clean  "  as  when  he  came.  Upon  my 
answering  in  the  affirmative,  he  said:  ''Lady, 
you  allee  time  good  to  your  boy,  and  I  give  yon 
one  fine  lecommendation  (recommendation)  be- 
fore I  go." 

Indignant  and  astonished,  I  saw  him  pointing 
to  a  red  oblong  piece  of  paper,  covered  with  Chi- 
nese characters,  which  he  had  nailed  above  the 
kitchen  sink,  and  when  I  asked,  "  What  does  it 
mean  ?"  he  replied :  "  This  means,  look  under 
the  sink."  Looking  there,  I  found  a  similar 
paper  nailed  to  the  wall,  upon  which  he  said  he 
had  written  as  follows  :  "  Lady  good  allee  time  ; 
no  scold  much  loud  ;  no  say  cuss  words,  and  no 
throw  things  at  cook.  Eat  him  all  you  like,  and 
no  lock  up  nothing."  The  final  clause  he  read 
coolly  to  xne  :  "Boss  smoke  him  good  cigars." 
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Bv  Colonel  Nic 
^ENIZENS  of  the  dee[i  in 
their  wntcry  homes  aeom  to 
ha  TO  as  many  enemies  to 
encounter  ns  man  and  the 
lower  aiiininls  on  the  earth. 
In  the  vast  waala  of  waters, 
from  the  North  to  the  ex- 
treme South  Pole,  with  its 
countless  numbers  and  va- 
rieties of  fish  and  animals, 
not  one,  from  the  minutest  polyp  to  tlie  great 
cetacean,  bat  hns'its  enemies.  Deadly  warfare  is 
going  01)  all  the  limo,  and  nothing  but  aconstant 
vigilance  prevents  the  entire  extinction  of  many 
species.  Consider  the  millious  of  billions  of  small 
crnstaceans  that  are  devoured  daily  by  the  mighty 
cetaceans.  The  miunto  coral  polyp  is  constantly 
on  the  alert,  with  open  tentacles  waving  to  and  fro, 
searching  for  any  animal  eninll  enough  that  may 
come  within  its  reach.  "  ChEetodons,"  with  their 
peculiar-formed  snouts,  are  darting  here  and  there 
among  the  coral  blocks,  ready  to  instantly  drag 
from  its  strong  citadel  the  nnlncky  polyp  that 
has  thus  exposed  himself  to  danger;  and  perhaps 
almost  as  soon  as  this  fish  has  swallowed  the  deli- 
cate morsel  some  savage  eel  dnrta  from  its  hiding 
place  and  swallows  the  fish  alive ;  retreating  to  his 
supposed  secure  home  in  the  coral  reef,  he  in  turn 
is  seized  by  the  never-failing  arm  of  the  octopus, 
which  paralyzes  and  tears  him  to  pieces  with  his 
terrible  beak.  Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  incessant 
warfare  is  continually  going  on  amongst  the  mi- 
nutest us  well  as  the  largest  animals  that  inhabit 
the  great  oceans  of  the  world. 

I  recollect  fishing  in  a  deep  bay  in  the  tropics, 
when  a  creature  lurking  near  (the  tazzard)  took  the 
lish  from  my  hook  as  fast  ns  I  brought  tliem  to 
the  surface  of  the  water.  The  tazzard  kills  every- 
thing that  comes  in  its  way,  not  merely  for  food, 
bnt  for  miscliief.  It  attacks  man  as  ferociously 
ns  a  bulldog.  Sometimes  it  will  bite  a  fish  in 
two,  and  oftentimes  it  will  tear  out  circular  pieces 
from  fish  which  are  much  larger  than  itself.  The 
hirgest  one  of  this  species  that  I  ever  captured 
was  not  more  than  three  and  one-half  feet  in 
length,  and  would  not  weigh  more  than  twenty 
pounds.  It  is  fortunate  that  it  does  not  exceed 
this;  if  it  did  it  would  be  a  terrible  brute  for 
man  to  encounter,  Its  mouth  is  filled  with  tectli, 
and  its  bite  is  considered  by  the  fisherman  danger- 
ous. The  whole  tazzard  family  are  amongst  the 
most  destructive  fish  that  swim  the  ocean.  Even 
the  small  fry,  not  more  than  an  inch  in  length. 


bite  sharply,  as  I  have  often  experienced  when 
bathing  in  the  tide  pool. 

THE    KILLER    WHALE,    OB    "ORCAS." 

The  killer  whale  is  found  in  all  the  oceans  of 
the  world,  and  is  a  savage  brnte,  and  terribly  de- 
structive to  the  right  whale,  the  tunny,  black- 
fish,  and  many  other  monsters  of  the  deep.  The 
orcas  is  very  rapid  in  its  movements,  and  the 
whalemen  do  not  liko  to  attack  it,  as  it  often 
turns  on  the  boat  as  soon  as  struck  with  a  har- 
poon. Frequently  it  wilt  attack  without  provoca- 
tion. It  is  seldom  caught,  hut  when  wounded 
generally  "sounds,"  carrying  the  tackle  out  so 
quickly  that  the  boat  steerer  cuts  him  adrift.  I 
have  frequently  met  with  them  when  cruising, 
and  always  gave  them  a  wide  latttuOe. 

On  one  occasion  I  had  an  opportunity  of  learn- 
ing something  of  their  habits.  It  was  in  the 
month  of  May  an  American  whaleman  appeared 
o9  the  island  in  the  Indian  Ocean  where  I  re- 
sided. Wliales  had  been  sighted  on  tlie  day  be- 
fore, and  a  boat  was  sent  ashore  for  me  to  board 
tiie  ship,  as  they  were  about  to  reconnoitre  aud 
capture  a  whalo,  if  they  could,  and  I  could  see 
the  manner  in  which  it  was  done,  as  well  as  the 
cutting  in  and  trying  out  the  oil,  etc.  I  was  glad 
to  accept  the  invitation,  and  wns  soon  on  board 
the  ship,  hull  down  in  the  offing.  The  captain 
received  me  cordially,  and  informed  mo  that 
whales  were  seen,  and  the  ship  would  nt  once 
sail  as  near  as  possible  to  them,  that  I  might  have 
a  chance  to  see  the  boats  launched  and  the  har- 
poon thrown,  "  There  she  blows  !"  was  the  cry 
from  the  mastbend.  **  There  she  blows  !  A 
school  of  whales  from  half  to  three-quarters  of  a 
mile  off  the  port  bow."  All  was  bustle  on  the 
deck,  ns  the  men  were  getting  ready  to  enter  the 
smell  wlialeboats  which  hung  at  the  davits. 

"  Lower  away  quickly,  my  lads  !  We  are  near- 
ing,  and  shall  soon  be  upon  them.  Step  lively, 
my  boys ! — step  lively  !"  In  a  few  minutes  all 
were  at  their  posts  tn  the  boats,  and  the  whaling 
gear  was  ready  for  action.  "  Pull  away,  boys  I 
Pull  away  lively !  Don't  let  the  second  bo&t 
steerer's  boat  get  ahead  of  you  !  Pull  away  I" 
The  boats  skimmed  the  water  like  things  of  life, 
and  soon  were  on  the  ground,  but  quickly  rested 
on  their  oars,  I  remained  on  board  ship,  and  com- 
manded the  situation  as  the  whaleqjind  our  ship 
were  nearing  each  other.  Many  were  8 
a  radius  of  a  mile  from  onr  masthead.  But^ 
OQO  hundred  yards  from  the  ship  lay  aa  enor^ 
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moiis  right  whale,  orer  forty  feet  in  length,  aiuI 
circling  ronnd  him  were  two  orcos,  or  killerB. 
TliG  Wiitor  for  some  distance  was  colored  with 
blood.  The  crew  thouglit  the  whale  a  "rogue," 
Old,  cunning  whales  arc  called  by  this  name, 
and  will  attack  a  boat  furioiiely,  and  oftentimes 
destroy  it  and  the  crew.  Everything  was  ready, 
mid  the  boat  steerer,  witli  harpoon  in  hand,  was 
about  to  strike,  when  it  was  discovcreil  that  two 
orcas,  large  and  eavago  ones,  were  very  near,  bo 
lliuC  orders  were  given  to  back  the  boat  and  get 
away  at  as  safe  a  distftiicc  fi-om  the  whale  as  pos- 
sible, as  the  orcas  were  giving  battle  to  the  mon- 
hrcli   of  the   ocean.     This  large  whale  was  evi- 


to  show  weakness,  as  he  turned  on  his  enemies 
less  frequently;  this,  together  with  the  blood- 
stained water  around  him,  proved  that  it  was  only 
a  qnestion  of  time  when  the  mighty  beast  must 
succumb.  The  killers'  attack  became  less  fre- 
quent, tliey  swimming  slowly  bnt  cantiously  in 
circles  round  and  near  his  head,  when  suddenly 
one  of  them  made  a  quick  and  desperate  attack 
on  the  under  lip,  l.icernting  it  frightfully,  and 
causing  the  whale  to  open  its  month  in  its  agnny, 
when  quick  as  a  flash  the  other  darted  at  the 
tongue  and  tore  it  out  entire.  The  whale,  giving 
one  convulsive  movement,  turned  on  its  side, 
when  one  of  the  boat  steerers  threw  the  iiarpoou 
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dently  defending  himself  against  tlie  savage  brutes 
bent  on  miscliief.  The  ocean  was  lashed  into 
fury.  The  orcas  wero  swimming  slowly  round 
and  round  the  huge  mass  of  flesh  as  it  lay  upojt 
the  sea.  The  attack  was  made  simultaneously  on 
both  sides  of  the  head  with  vigor.  Every  trme 
these  brutes  made  a  pass  at  the  whale  he  would 
turn  suddenly,  and  with  liis  flukes  strike  rapidly 
and  sometimes  successfully  at  tho  killers,  and  for 
the  moment  keep  them  at  bay. 

This  combat  lasted  nearly  an  hour,  when  one 
of  the  orcaa  disappeared,  and  for  some  minntes 
the  other  merely  stood  guard  over  the  whale; 
suddenly  the  first  orcas  appeared  on  the  surface 
again,  when  it  was  evident  that  the  whale  began 


into  him,  and  advancing  the  second  time,  killed 
him  with  his  lance. 

It  is  astonishing  what  brutes  these  orcas  are, 
for  upon  examining  the  head  and  body  of  this 
whale,  when  brought  alongside  the  ship,  it  was 
fonnd  to  be  horribly  lacerated,  more  especially 
about  the  head.  Large  pieces  had  been  bitten 
completely  out  of  the  jaw,  and  nearly  all  the  flesh 
hung  in  shreds  round  the  bone  of  the  lower  jaw. 
One  large  piece  two  feet  in  diameter  had  been 
taken  from  the  side,  and  marks  of  attack  were 
visible  ail  over  tho  body. 

It  can  bo  truly  said  that  these  orcas  should 
be  classed  among  tho  most  dangerous  brutes  of 
the  ocean. 
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they  feared  liim  very  much. 
The  ship  nas  becalmed,  and 
he  Btill  remained  in  company 
alongside  as  if  asleep,  tilt  one 
afternooD  a  large  fish  made 
its  appearance  and  imme- 
diately gave  battle.  The 
fight,  OS  it  was  observed  from 
our  sfatp,  was  a  terrible  one. 
The  two  fish  came  together 
TBK  ocBAK  "  liice    bulldogs,    causing    the 

ocean  waves  to  foam  and  rise 
THE  BAWFisH.  in  billovs,  tinged  with  the  blood  of  the  ferocious 

This  fish  is  the  naturnl  enemy  to  all  the  ce-  brutea,  who  nere  bitiitg  large  pieces  of  ftesb  from 
tnceanB,  and  it  is  well  known  they  attack  them  in  each  other's  bodies.  This  terrible  conflict  lasted 
company  with  other  fish,  as  they  can  inflict  ter-  over  forty  minutes,  when  it  was  evideot  that  the 
ribie  wounds  with  the  daggers  in  the  saw,  which  shark  was  seriously  injured,  as  he  lay  motionlers 
is  often  over  four  feet  in  length.  The  spearfish  and  apparently  dead  upon  the  water.  We  could 
in  turn  is  nn  enemy  to  tlie  sawfish,  and  delights  in  not  identify  the  other  fish,  whioh  was  also  injured 
stubbing  him  to  death  whenever  nn  opportunity  and  withdrew  from  the  conflict.  A  boat  was  low- 
olTera  itself.  I  once  saw  a  battle  between  a  saw-  ered,  and  life  was  found  still  lingering  in  the 
fish  and  a  speariish.  Both  were  very  large  one?,  shark,  when  a  haipooii  was  thrown  into  him,  and 
and  of  eqnitl  size.  It  lasted  but  a  short  time,  lie  was  towed  alongside  the  ship.  His  bead  was 
They  swam  around  iu  circles  of  about  one  hun-  cut  oS  and  his  carcass  cut  adrift  after  we  had 
dred  feet  in  diameter  on  the  surface  of  the  ocean,  examined  and  measured  his  body.  It  soon  sank 
At  every  turn  of  the  circle  they  came  nearer  to  intlie  ocean  out  of  sight,  amid  tho  cheers  of  the 
each  other,  till  within  a  diameter  of  twenty  feet  whole  crew.  The  body  of  this  shark  was  twenty- 
they  charged  simultaneously,  evidently  causing  seven  feet  long,  and  was  a  sight  to  behold.  A 
wounds  at  every  charge.  On  the  fourth  charge  terrible  monster,  scored  and  bitten  all  over ; 
the  spear Bsh  had  run  his  spear  entirely  through  pieces  more  than  a  foot  in  diameter  had  been 
the  sawfish,  kilhng  it  at  once.  liis  body  was  so  taken  out  of  the  sides  as  if  cat  with  a  knife,  aud 
firmly  impaled,  the  fish  could  not  disengage  him-  it  was  completely  disemboweled, 
self.  We  threw  a  harpoon  into  him,  and  se-  To  show  the  ferocity  of  sharks,  especially  those 
cured  both.  They  wer*  very  much  cut  up.  One  of  the  genus  Carcharas,  a  master  of  a  sliip,  a  New 
charge  of  the  spearfish  had  laid  open  the  side  of  Bedford  whaler,  told  me  that  ho  once  captured  a 
the  other,  over  four  feet  in  length,  which  in  all  large  whale  late  iu  the  afternoon,  and  they  drew 
probability  disabled  him  so  that  he  became  an  him  alongside  the  ship  and  secured  him  with 
easy  prey.  chains,   with  a  view  of  cutting  him  in,  in  the 

THE  SHARK  FAMiLV.  moming.     During    the    night    the   sharks    hud 

The  sharks  are  the  tigers  of  the  ocean  ;  they  nearly  devoured  the  carcass,  not  leaving  enough 
attack  everything  that  comes  in  their  way,  and  to  make  it  an  object  of  cutting  him  in,  and  it  was 
sometimes  attack  and 
kill  each  other.  Vet 
they  have  their  enemies. 
Their  sense  of  smell,  as 
well  as  that  of  sight,  is 
very  great.  I  once  saw 
a  shark  twenty  to  twen- 
ty-five feet  in  length 
follow  a  ship  for  days,  ^ 
lioping  that  some  poor 
Sitilor  might  fall  ovcr- 
.  hoard.  The  sailors  even 
objected  to  have  tiie 
garbage  thrown  from 
the  ship,  OS  they  wanted 
to  get  rid  of  him,  and 
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cut  adrift  and  budIc  iu  tlie 
ocean.  Authentic  ac- 
count has  been  given  of 
the  man-eating  shark 
(CarcharuB)  being  captur- 
ed in  the  Pacific  Ocean 
with  a  joung  sea  lion  in 
his  Btomach,  entire,  juat 
OB  lie  had  svallowed  it. 
This  shows  the  great  de- 
structive ferocity  of  this 
tiger  of  the  ocean. 

There  is  another  enemy 
in  the  ocean  wliich  at- 
tacks  the  shark  and  often- 
times kills  it.  A  rery 
cnrions,  leeclilike  animal 
lives  on  its  tongue  and 
throat.  I  have  taken 
many  from  the  large 
sharks  afterdeath.  There 
is  no  doubt  bnt  that  tliej 
annoy  and  c  a  n  s  e  tlie 
tongue  to  swell,  so  that 
the  animal  citn  scarcely  a wallov.  Some 
specimens  of  this  leech  I  have  in  my 
collection  nre  over  six  inches  iu  length  ,^-' 

and  as  large  round  as  tlie  indt-x  linger.  ,'' 

Tiien  the  "  remorus,"  or  suckers,  wliich  / 
fasten  themselves  to  a  number  of  species 
of  fish,  particularly  the  sharks,  are  exneelmirly 
annoying.  I  li»ive  taken  aa  many  as  seven  ti'in 
one  SbIi.  Tlicse  and  otiier  parasites  womv  iIu' 
fiah  oftentimes  so  much  that  it  causes  mmin  ■■■; 
and  death.  The  remoras  are  most  always  r<>iiii>l 
on  the  apearfiah.  The  British  gunboat  Ihdi^hui 
came  into  Mauritius  leaking,  and  was  dH^iki'L 
The  cause  of  her  trouble  was,  a  large  spearfiali  \\m\ 
struck  her  on  the  port  bow  and  Inul  penetrated 
through  fourteen  inches  of  slieulhing  and  i^i^lid 
oak.  On  examining  one  of  liiese  (ish  vv}ii(;h  I 
caught  off  the  harbor  I  found  parasites  all  over 


his  body.  Two  remoras,  as  well  aa  five  different 
animals,  were  clinging  to  him,  and  some  of  them 
were  actually  buried  in  the  solid  flesh  ;  many  were 
on  the  gills  and  tongue.  This  fiah,  in  ita  great 
agony  from  the  torture  of  the  nnmerons  para- 
sites, was  probably  driven  to  madness  and  was 
i-eady  to  attack  anything  that  came  in  its  way.  I 
have  frequently  seen  them  leaping  from  the  water 
and  gyrating  around  in  a  most  remarkable  man- 
ner, darting  first  in  one  direction  and  then  in  an- 
other, which  leads  me  to  conclude  that  all  these 
movements  were  made  to  relieve  itself  of  its  tor- 
mentors. The  spcarfish  frequently  attacks  the 
whale  and  many  large  fish  by  plunging  its  sword 
into  their  vital  organs.  I  could  enumerate  many 
instances,  if  space  would 
allow,  that  have  come  un- 
der my  own  observation. 

THE    OCTOrUS,    OR    DEVIL- 
FISH. 

The  octopus,  or  devil- 
fiab  of  the  ocean,  hiding 
nnder  the  shelving  reefw 
by  day  and  crawling  over 
them  at  night  like  a  huge 
spider  searching  for  prev, 
anything  and  everything 
that  comes  in  the  way  of 
his  long,  armlike  tenla- 
cles  that  he  can  reach  and 
paralyze  is  torn  to  pieces 
with  great  ferocity.  Tliis 
animal  is  held  in  such 
fear  by  the  denizens  of 
the  deep  that  lobsters, 
crabs  and  nearly  all  the 
large  crustaceans  will  die 
almost  immediately  with 
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enemf.  The  albicore 
mnet  fear  this  terrible 
brute,  and  fliea  from 
him  with  great  speed, 
but  seldom  gets  an'av 
from  Ilia  frightful 
jaws. 

THE   SEA    DEVIL,  Ok 
ANULER. 

This  curious  fish 
( Lop  h  ins  piscatorins), 
which  lies  hidden  iii 
the  seaweed  or  on  the 
bottom  of  mnddy 
ah  ores    and    bays,   is 

fright  when  id  their  presence,  and  their  flesh  will    one   of   the  most  voractons   that   swims.     It  is 
tnrn  to  water.  fortnnate  that  it  is  not  a  largo  fish,  being  not 

THE  BONITO.  niore  than  four  and  a  half  feet  in  lengtii.     Al- 

There  are  a  number  of  species  of  this  genus  Ut-  though  the  head  is  large,  the  jaws  open  wide 
ing-in  the  ocean,  all  of  which  are  very  active  and  into  a  ponchiilio  stomach,  and  arc  lined  with 
terribly  voracious,  and  feed  entrrely  on  other  fish,  strong,  sharp  teeth.  Just  over  the  upper  jaw 
The  day  was  fine  and  clear  and  tlie  sen  calm,  so  there  is  a  cirrns  about  five  inches  in  length,  on 
that  I  had  a  good  opportunity  oC  seeing  tlie  fish  the  end  of  n-luch  i^  an  appendage  like  a  worm, 
moving  in  the  water  as  I  stood  on  tlio  bow  of  onr  Wliile  tlie  fish  lies  concealed  with  month  wiile 
ship  watching  for  a  chance  to  harpoon  a  bonito,  open,  and  iiia  fishing  line  is  dangling  over  his 
numbers  of  which  were  around.  Tliey  were' dart-  capacious  motitli,  small  fisli  are  attracted  by  the 
ing  playfully,  when  presently  I  noticed  one  make  tempting  bait  which  bo  much  resembles  a  worm, 
a  rapid  movement  toward  a  good-sized  flying  fish,  and  are  at  oiico  caught  in  a  living  tomb  open  to 
which  left  the  water  and  passed  in  toward  the  receive  them.  I  once  took  ten  tomcods  and  a 
vessel.  Its  conrse  of  flight  was  about  twenty  large  number  of  smaller  fish  from  the  angler, 
feet,  and  it  then  settled  upon  the  surface  of  the  which  when  removed  weighed  more  than  the 
water,  with  both  the  pectoral  fins  expanded,  fish  itself.  On  one  occasion  I  took  a  large  apeci- 
where  it  lay  motionless.  The  bonito  passed  by,  men  of  this  fish  in  Jamaica  Bay,  and  on  exam- 
and  rapidly  out  of  sight.  In  a  few  minutes  the  inution  of  its  stomach  found  a  large  black  duck 
flying  fish  resumed  his  usual  position  under  water,  entire  and  several  small  fish.  The  duck  liad  been 
and  thereby  saved  its  life.  The  bonito  wages  an  taken  while  asleep  or  resting  on  the  water. 
incessant  warfare  on  these  pretty  little 
harmless  fish,  destroying  them  by 
thousands. 

THE   HORSE    MACKEREL,  OR 
A  LB  ICO  HE. 

This  is  a  Urge  and  voracious  fish, 
making  great  havoc  among  the  mack- 
erel and  menhaden,  on  which  it  feeds 
aa  well  as  other  small  fish.  It  is  very 
destructive  to  the  sardines  on  the 
Portuguese  coast.  Many  are,  how- 
ever, taken  and  salted,  and  are  es- 
teemed an  excellent  article  of  food. 
I  believe  this  fish  is  an  enemy  to 
everything  that  swims  in  the  water, 
and  is  of  a  quarrelsome  nature.  It 
is  said,  however,  that  the  thrasher 
often  attacks  and  kills  it  whenever 
he  has  a  chance.     It  is  his  natural 
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THE    PORPOISE,  OR  SEA    HOO. 

Schools  of  porpoises  are  enemies  to  the  dnim- 
fiah,  and  are  often  seen  driving  them,  killing 
many  in  their  raids.  Sometimes  they  are  driven 
on  to  the  shore  in  their  efforts  to  get  out  of  the 
way.  Some  years  ago  a  school  of  these  fisli  were 
driven  by  porpoises  through  the  inlet  into  the 
Great  South  Bny,  Long  Islattd,  where  sad  havoc 
was  made  by  tiiem.  They  were  discovered  by  the 
fishermen,  who  launched  their  boats  and  went  in 
pursuit.  The  porpniaea  were  so  intent  in  their 
murderous  work  that  they  fell  an  easy  prey,  and 


bays  in  search  of  the  Venus  mercenaria.  A  school 
of  these  lish  would  very  soon  destroy  n  bed  of 
these  favorite  bivalves,  on  which  he  feeds  and 
which  is  his  favorite  food.  He  easily  cracks  the 
hard  shell  for  the  favorite  morsel  within,  The 
blackfish  wages  a  deadly  war  on  the  small  crusta- 
ceans, particularly  the  slirimp,  of  which  he  is 
very  fond.  Tlie  bluefiah  is  a  savage  fish,  and 
will  bit5  sharply.  Professor  Baird  remarked  that 
tlio  destruction  of  menhaden  by  this  voracious 
fish  is  greater  in  one  day  than  would  be  taken  by 
the  whole  menhaden  fleet  In  one  month.  These 
fish  destroy  for  the  sake  of  destroying,  often  dart- 


WHALB   ATTACKED   BT 


most  of  them  were  captured  in  slioal  water.  The 
ih-nd  and  wounded  drumiiGli  were  many,  and  but 
fuw  escaped  again  to  the  ocean.  The  porpoise, 
when  frightened,  especially  wlien  in  shallow 
water,  loses  all  control  of  himself,  and  he  finds 
It  hard  to  escape.  When  in  deep  water  ho  goes 
down  to  the  bottom,  and  there  ho  remains  as  long 
ns  he  can  till  danger  is  over. 

THE    RAYS,  AND   OTHER    FISH. 

The  raya  feed  entirely  on  tlie  invertebrates, 
such  as  crabs,  clams,  aqiiid  and  sea  snails.  The 
sheepshead  prowls  around  the  bottom  of  sandy 


ing  into  large  schools  of  fish,  biting  and  maim- 
ing thousands  without  killing  tliem.  Wo  have 
noticed  this  many  times.  Among  tlio  shellfish, 
we  have  one  winch  is  a  dangerous  animal,  the 
Tridacna  gigas.  While  on  the  reefs  of  the  South 
African  coast  a  very  largo  one  was  seen,  measur- 
ing over  five  feet  long.  It  was  partially  imbedded 
in  liie  coral  and  fiiBtcned  by  a  strong  byaaus. 
The  animal  is  remarkable  for  its  fine  colors  when 
open  and  its  mouth  expanded.  The  variegated 
appearance  of  the  wliole  reminds  one  of  a  bed  of 
seaweeds,  when  growing  together,  whose  fronds 
are  reflecting  prismatic  colors  when  disturbed  by 
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th«  gentle  motion  of  the  water.  This  dangcrons 
brnte  would  cut  a  man's  body  in  two  in  a  eecoad, 
if  be  should  step  into  the  opening  shell.  I  shud- 
dered whenever  I  met  with  even  a  small  one 
irhea  collecting  on  the  reefs.  One  does  not  Bee 
them  till  quite  near,  sa  the  shell  is  generally  cov- 
ered from  sight.  The  specimen  alluded  to  had 
killed  a  negro  who  accidentally  stepped  m  the 


capacious  maw,  and  wounded  many.  They  could 
not  destroy  it.  The  negroes  informed  the  writer 
that  this  one  brute  kept  the  waters  from  fish  and 
animal  life,  as  it  was  very  greedy,  always  on  the 
alert  for  prey.  A  can  of  dynamite  waa  placed 
over  it  a  few  days  after  I  saw  it,  and  some  friends 
from  an  English  man-of-war  annihilated  it  in  a 
few  eecoods. 


THE    INVENTOR  OF    DYNAMITE. 

Bv  J,  A.  MacKmoht, 

Thb  many  dangerous  explosions  of  dynamite  to  be  removed  for  the  building  of  ports  and 
which  have  taken  place  recently  have  led  some  harbors.  And  little  he  thought  that  the  desper- 
people  to  advocate  the  legal  suppression  of  the  ate  would  employ  it  to  destroy  themselves,  and 
manufacture  of  this  great  explosive,  It  often  the  criminal  to  bring  death  to  others, 
kills  the  people  against  whom  it  ie  used,  but  al-  Dr.  Nobel  is  described  as  a  man  of  about  fifty- 
most  as  frequently  it  gets  in  its  deadly  work  on  five  years,  of  medium  height  and  slender,  with 
the  people  who  use  it  for  unlawful  purposes,  as  round  face  covered  with  a  short  iron-gray  beard, 
in  the  case  of  Norcroas  when  he  made  his  attack  blue-gray  eyes  that  are  unusually  bright  and  vi- 
on  Russell  Sage.  vacious  for   a   man    of  his   race,  and  a  manner 

Whenever  tliie  destructive    compound    is  em-  strikingly  agreeable    and    attractive.     But  he  is 

ployed  for  purposes  of  spite  and  malice  there  is  modest  and  retiring,  and  always  avoids  drawing 

one  man  above  all  others  in  the  world  who  is  sad-  attention  to  liimself.  -  He  is  one  of  the  very  few 

dened  and  irritated  thereby,  for  lie  is  the  sworn  inventors  who  are  possessed  of  fortunes  made  by 

enemy  of  all  violence.      That  is  Dr.  Alfred  Nobel,  their  own  efforts,  his  relnins  having  been  large 

the  Swedish  engineer,  who  invented  dyuamite.  from  the  dynamite  discovery,  aud  also  from  his 

When  he  placed  this  marvelous  force  at  the  gelatine  preparation  and  the  Nobel  smokeless 
service  of  humanity  he  was  dreaming  of  tunnels  powder.  He  is  not  the  only  maker  of  smoke- 
to  be  pierced,  isthmuses  to  be  cut  tlirough,  min-  less  powder,  the  discovery  of  which  was  really  an 
ei-als  to  be  extracted  from  the  mines,  and  cliffs  accident.     One  day  a  staQ  officer  in  the  French 
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army  remarked  that  an  army  firing  at  a  foe  with- 
out covering  itself  with  a  clond  of  smoke  would 
have  the  adviintnge  of  having. thQ  enemy  in  view 
without  revealing  its  own  exact  whereabouts. 
Probably  smokeless  powder  grew  out  of  this  re- 
mark, and  it  is  now  employed  by  all  the  nations 
of  Europe.  Dr.  Nobel's  powder  is  made  of  dyna- 
mite to  which  is  given  the  property  of  slow  com- 
bustion. It  propels  projectiles  with  terrific  ve- 
locity. 

The  doctor  is  a  cosmoplite  who  talks  most  of 
the  European  languages  with  equal  pei'fection. 
•His  life  is  an  ideal  one.  In  the  winter  he  lives 
Among  the  flowers  at  St.  Remo  in  the  south  of 
France,  doing  such  work  as  he  sees  fit  in  his  lab- 
oratory. In  the  summer  he  seeks  the  shady  nooks 
and  bracing  air  of  Switzerland,  or  makes  a  voy- 
age in  his  yacht  of  aluminium.  Having  no  family 
ties/ neither  wife,  childj-en  nor  mistress,  as  he 
himself  declares,  he  goes  and  comes  at  will,  and 
may  be  seen  to-day  in  Paris,  a  day  or  two  later 
in  Berlin,  Vienna  or  St.  Petersburg.  He  has  a 
fine  house  near  the  Bo  is  de  Boulogne  at  Paris, 
where  his  one  family  attachment  is  a  nephew  who 
has  petroleum  wells  of  immense  value  on  the 
Caspian  Sea.  The  Rothschilds  own  wells  in  the 
same  region,  and  these  rich  owners  have  suc- 
ceeded in  making  a  tariff  arrangement  between 
France  and  Russia  which  bids  fair  to  let  in  the 
Caspian  petroleum  on  such  favorable  terms  as 
will  soon  shut  out  the  American  product,  which 
will  not  enjoy  the  same  privilege,  from  both 
markets. 

Even  more  strong  than  his  love  of  science  or 
the  interest  he  takes  in  his  destructive  com- 
pounds is  Dr.  Nobel's  love  of  peace.  He  belongs 
to  the  aristocratic  society  which  was  founded  at 
Vienna  some  years  ago  by  the  Baroness  of  Suttner, 
called  '*  The  Society  of  the  Friends  of  Peace."  He 
does  not  expect,  however,  to  see  society  re  vol  u 
tionized  in  a  single  generation. 

''  I  am  not  dissatisfied  with  the  progress  of  the 
world,"  says  Dr.  Nobel,  in  a  recent  interview  at 
Paris, ''  but  there  are  a  few  little  reforms  I  should 
be  gliid  to  see,  as,  for  example,  the  disbanding  of 
armies.  European  nations  have  enough  soldiers 
ranged  along  their  frontiers  to  stand  about  three 
men  to  a  linear  yard  of  space.  It  is  becoming 
serious.  After  awhile,  instead  of  going  to  tea  at 
each  other's  houses,  we  shall  be  ordering  our 
servants  to  slaughter  each  other,  and  we  shall  de- 
molish our  cities  with  heavy  artillery.  Thus  we 
shall  prove  to  the  world  that  we  are  '  great  pow- 


ers. 
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Dr.  Nobel's  horror  of  warfare  is  partly  the  re- 
sult of  the  pity  that  is  inspired  in  his  heart  by 
human  misery,  for  though  a  rich  man,  he  knows 


that  misery  exists.  He  realize.s  that  if  all  the  ex- 
pense  tiiatis  incurred  in  preparations  for  univer- 
sal murder  were  employed  in  the  channels  of 
peace  the  hunijin  race  would  soon  reach  a  situa- 
tion in  which  want  and  misery  would  disappear, 
and  the  great  sociological  questions  of  these  times 
would  be  forever  settled. 

The  Europeans  live  in  an  atmosphere  of  bel- 
ligerence. The  little  children  play  at  soldiers,  and 
in  the  schools  an  admiration  for  armed  force  is 
sedulously  incuhited,  with  the  result  that  the 
children  look  upon,  the  reciprocal  m'assacre  otfUed 
battle  as  a  *  perfectly  natirral  thing,  like  fair 
weather  or  rain.  But  Dr.  Nobel  dissents  from 
this  spirit.  As  a  Swede  he  belongs  to  a  race 
which  is  much  more  liberal  and  pacific  by  nature 
than  the  rest  of  Continental  Europe,  Switzerland 
alone  excepted.  He  has  lived  also  a  great  deal  in 
the  upper  society  of  St.  Petersburg,  where  there 
exists  an  austerity  of  thought  which  has  no 
counterpart  in  Europe.  He  is  a  cosmopolite, 
having  friends  and  interests  in  nearly  every  na- 
tion of  the  world,  and  his  familiarity  with  various 
languages  enables  him  to  live  like  a  native  in  any 
country.  He  judges  international  disputes,  there- 
fore, as  they  might  be  judged  by  an  inhabitant 
of  Mars  or  Saturn,  with  absolute  neutrality,  and 
when  he  is  told  that  there  are  men  who,  instead 
of  living  honestly  at  home  in  ease  and  comfort, 
will  suddenly  hurl  themselves  upon  each  other, 
seeking  to  kill  their  neighbors  with  bullet  or 
blade,  he  looks  amazed  and  asks  himself  if  really 
such  an  absurdity  can  exist. 

And  so  his  dream  has  now  been  developed  into 
something  like  this:  Since  men  insist  on  war,  it 
must  be  rendered  so  horrible  as  to  make  it  im- 
possible. Give  to  every  man  the  means  of  de- 
stroying his  neighbor  without  a  possibility  of  es- 
cape ;  create  such  engities  of  carnage  that  defense 
is  out  of  the  question.  Then,  so  the  doctor  holds, 
by  common  accord  peace  will  be  cultivated  and 
tranquillity  maintained. 

Is  not  the  inventor  of  dynamite  right  ?  There 
are  people  who  deplore  the  existence  of  this  awful 
agent  because  of  the  evils  that  have  been  inflicted 
by  it.  But  it  would  be  as  reasonable  to  de|)}ore 
the  invention  of  steam  power  or  electricity  be- 
cause of  the  boilers  that  explode,  the  trains  that 
run  off  the  track,  or  the  deadly  wires  and  quick- 
running  trolleys  which  have  resulted  from  these 
inventions.  As  well  regret  the  invention  of  fire 
because  of  the  lives  and  property  it  has  destroyed, 
or  call  for  the  suppression  of  the  sun  because  so 
many  people  are  killed  by  its  rays. 

Greater  forces  than  any  yet  disf'overed  are 
likely  to  be  placed  at  the  disposal  of  man  at  al- 
most any  moment.    They  are  known,  and  soienoe 
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'' booms:' 


is  stndjing  ont  the  means  of  harnessing  them. 
Lives  will  be  undoubtedly  lost  in  connection  with 
their  introduction  and  use,  but  the  world  will  con- 


fess that  the  men  who  place  these  agencies  at  the 
disposal  of  mankind  are  the  greatest  benefactors 
of  the  human  race. 
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By    Andrew    Lang. 
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These  are  fine  days  for  young  literary  gentle- 
men, as  tir.  Grant  Allen  says,  in  an  article  on  a 
recent  work.  In  our  time,  when  Mr.  Grant  Allen 
and  I  were  young,  nobody  boomed  its;  in  the 
case  of  the  present  writer,  because,  in  fact,  there 
was  not  anything  to  "  boom."  If  a  person  of  let- 
ters, endowed  with  abundant  leisure  and  other 
pleasant  choregia,  does  not  publish  anything  at 
all,  being  urged  neither  **by  hunger  nor  request 
of  friends,"  it  is  beyond  the  force  even  of  a  clique 
or  a  claque  to  fill  the  speaking  trumpet  of  Re- 
nown with  his  name.  Mr.  Allen  declares  that, 
in  the  case  of  us  seniors,  '*  Hope  deferred  made 
their  hearts  sick  with  the  gray  sickness  of  pessi- 
mism." Mr.  Hardy,  it  seems,  is,  or  has  been,  un- 
well with  **a  sombre  and  ironical  pessimism, 
while  my  own  malady  is  '*a  plfiyfnl  pessimism. 
The  patient  knows  little  of  his  own  case,  but 
I  did  fancy  that  I  had  been  shouting  Sui'svm 
corda!  and  imploring  the  public  to  make  the 
best  of  that  rather  mixed  affair — life.  At  all 
events,  I  may  swear,  and  save  my  oath,  that  I 
never  suffered  from  literary  hope  deferred,  or 
wept  over  my  unrecognized  genius,  or  was  dis- 
contented with  the  occasional  grin  which  I  might 
be  happy  enough  to  provoke  from  the  good-nat- 
ured. Mr,  Allen  may  inscribe  on  my  sepulchre 
(I  bequeath  to  him  that  tender  office),  "Here 
lies  a  literary  gent  who  was  more  than  satisfied 
with  his  literary  luck,  and  who  never  bothered 
about 'recognition.'"  But  with  men  of  genius, 
who  not  only  produce  masterpieces,  but  know  it, 
matters  may  well  be  totally  different. 

Mr.  Allen  argues,  perhaps  rightly,  that  men 
born  in  the  forties  and  fifties  were  under  the 
shade  of  Titans  like  Tennyson,  Browning,  Carlyle, 
Matthew  Arnold,  Thackeray,  Dickens  and  others. 
So  we  were,  and  knew  it,  speaking,  in  our  sim- 
ple way,  of  these  gentlemen  as  **the  swells."  It 
never  occurred  to  us  to  rival  them  :  we  knew  our 
place.  But  now,  verily.  Titans  are  sadly  to  seek, 
the  worse  is  the  luck.  However,  there  is  room 
for  hs  jeunes — there  are  no  aged  trees  to  over- 
shadow them.  This  is,  in  one  way,  good  fortune. 
Moreover,  the  young  are  generous  in  recognizing 
and  applauding  each  other,  whence  come  the 
Hooin  and  the  Boomster.    But  the  Boomster's,  by 


the  shade  of  Vincent  Crummies,  are  no  new  arts. 
Sheridan  knew  all  about  "  the  puff  preliminary  "; 
while  Lockhart,  in  a  letter  to  AVilson,  demands 
a  highly  colored  review,  and  announces  that  he 
will  write  it  himself  if  nobody  else  will.  "  Vanity 
Fair"  was  boomed  (and  most  justly)  in  one  of  the 
Quarterlies  before  it  was  finished.  These  are  an- 
cient devices. 

The  worst  of  a  fair  field  and  plenty  of  favor  is 
that  a  fortunate  young  man  (I  have  no  particular 
example'iii  my  eye)  may  be  led  to  think  overhighly 
of  himself.  With  vour  intimate  friends  or  vonr 
unknown  admirers  shouting  plaudits  in  a  dozen 
papers,  it  is  easy  **  to  get  a  heazo,"  as  Scott  said 
of  himself,  and  to  bo  ''carried  off  your  feet." 
Now,  a  great  deal  of  trumpeting  and  drumming 
has  been  done  in  these  latter  days,  when  we 
"  wake  up  each  morning  and  find  a  new  poet  fa- 
mous." But  the  drum  does  not  always  draw  the 
pence  when  the  hat  goes  round.  The  new  poet  s 
publisher's  accounts  rather  tend  to  make  him 
"sick  with  the  gray  sickness  of  pessimism."  Into 
a  second  edition  (of  a  thousand)  he  is  triumph- 
antly borne,  among  huzzas,  but  there  he  sticks 
fast.  This  is  really  almost  worse  than  not  being 
boomed  at  all.  For  the  novelist  it  re  different. 
If  very  successful,  of  course  he  must  expect  to  be 
called  all  the  ill  names  that  enw  can  discover ; 
but,  on  the  whole,  the  public  dearly  loves  a  good 
new  story,  and  welcomes  it  lavishly.  At  present, 
thanks  to  our  good  fortune,  we  have  dozens  of 
good  story  tellers  for  all  tastes.  Romance  or  re- 
ligion, obscure  physical  maladies  or  noisy  fevers 
of  the  mind,  may  be  our  chief  interests  ;  and,  lo  ! 
there  are  novelists  ready  to  deal  with  all  of  them. 
We  have  all  sorts,  except  in  broad  humor  ;  cf 
that  kind  we  have  only  **  Vice  Versa."  All  this 
I  gratefully  acknowledge,  and  wish  that  at  least 
half  a  dozen  gentlemen  could  give  us  a  new  novel 
every  month,  or,  indeed,  every  week.  They  do 
their  best  to  fulfill  my  vows,  and  persons  with 
tastes  more  akin  to  that  of  Mr.  Moddle  have  also 
every  reason  to  congratulate  themselves.  But  if 
one  is  asked  whether  any  of  those  delightful  ro- 
mancers (except — here  everyone  can  fill  up  his 
own  list)  are  likely  to  endure  with  Fielding,  Sterno, 
Dumas,  Scott,  Miss  Austen  and  Thackerav,  he  is 
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likely  to  ehake  his  head.     We  have  not  a  Dumas  hour,  but,  as  the  Kelpie  said,  "  not  the  man." 

"  in  the  midst "  (with  the  exception  obscurely  in-  Do  not  let  "  booms  "  make  ns  insensible  of  facts, 

dicated).    There  are  many  playful  fauns,  tuneful  There  is  a  nation  which,  perhaps,  protests  rather 

swains,  satyrs,  Nereids,  but  there  are  no  Titans  too  much  about  its  own  belief  in  its  own  poeta  : 

around  and  nbont  us.     Among  essayists  I  do  not  let  us  not  be  a  generation  cast  in  that  mold. 


ON    A    CERTAIN    CONDESCENSION    IN    FOREIGNERS. 
Ht — "  Oh,  tou're  from  Amkuica.  are  t 

DISLIKE  AUSntCAKB  T     BUT  1  J 

8ht — "  An.  I  DAnE  hat  there  maj/  be  two  or  three  nica  feoplb  amohobt  sixtt 


ecc  the  Hazlitt,  not  to  speak  of  the  Steele  or  the  "There  are  degrees,"  as  the  judge  said,  when 

Addison.     Among  histoiiana   I  fail   to  observe  Dumas  remarked  that,  were  he  not  in  the  city  of 

the   gigantic  Gibbon   or  tlie   pleasing  Prescott.  Corneille,  he  would  call  himself  a  dramatic  poet. 

Among  poets — but  we  all  know,  in  the  deeps  of  It  is  essential  for  all  of  us,  and  perhaps  tor  tho 

nur  hearts,  how  we  really  stand  in  the  matter  of  greatly   boomed    above    all,   to   remember    that 

poetry.     "  The  hour  has  come,"  it  is  always  the  "  there  are  degrees." — London  Illustrated  Neios. 
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GEOGRAPHICAL   NEWS. 

By  George  C.  Hurlbut,  Srcretary  of  the  American 

Gkograpkical  Society. 

The  Arciio  expeditions  nre  still  unheard  of,  with  the  ex. 
oeption  of  Mr.  Walter  Wellmnn^s  attempt  to  reach  the  North 
Pole  hy  a  dash.  His  vessel,  the  Jiagnvald  Jarl,  was  crushed 
IB  the  ice  on  the  28th  of  May,  and  only  a  few  articles  were 
saved.  There  was  fortunately  no  loss  of  life,  and  all  the 
members  of  the  expedition  have  since  returned  to  their 
homes.  Mr.  Wellman  is  said  to  have  declared  that  he  will 
make  another  effort  in  1896.  and  there  is  no  law  to  compel 
a  man  to  learn  by  experience. 

An  excursion  to  Disco  Island  can  hardly  be  called  an 
Arctic  exploration,  and  yet  it  has  its  perils.  Dr.  F.  A.  Cook, 
who  started  with  ^ a  party  from  New  York  in  the  steamer 
Miranda,  on  the  7th  of  July,  for  a  pleasure  oruiae  along 
the  west  coast  of  Greenland,  has  met  with  very  bod  luck. 
The  vessel  ran  into  an  iceberg  a  few  days  after  leaving  St. 
John's,  Newfoundland,  and  had  to  pnt  back  to  repair  dam- 
ages.  She  started  again  m  three  days,  and  reached  Suk- 
kerloppen,  August  7th.  On  the  9th  she  started  for  Hol- 
steinborg  and  struck  a  rock  outside  of  that  harbor.  Though 
badly  damaged,  the  vessel  was  steered  back  to  Snkkertop. 
pen.  A  fishing  schooner,  the  Rigel,  was  engaged  to  take 
the  party  home,  and  the  two  vessels  set  out,  the  Miranda 
towing  the  other ;  but  on  the  23d  of  August  the  steamer 
was  abandoned,  and  the  Rigel  carried  the  rescued  party  to 
North  Sydney,  Cape  Breton.  It  is  to  be  noted  that  the  sea- 
son has  been  a  severe  one  in  the  Arotio,  with  frequent  dense 
fogs  and  unusual  movements  of  ice.  None  the  less,  these 
are  conditions  that  must  be  exjieoiBd  in  the  far  North,  and 
it  is  mere  recklessness  to  leave  them  out  of  the  calculation 
in  any  expedition. 

Of  Count  Pfei1*s  exploration  of  Neu-Mecklenburg  (for- 
merly New  Ireland),  in  the  Bismarck  Archipelago,  north- 
east of  New  Guinea,  PeUrmanrCs  Mitteilunyen,  Band  40, 
No.  4,  publishes  a  report.  The  island  lies  N.  W.  and  8  E., 
and  is  long  and  narrow.  The  coast  is  but  slightly  indented, 
and  there  is  no  harbor  for  a  distance  of  250  miles  along  the 
southwestern  line  of  coast.  The  northern  part  has  not  yet 
been  visited,  but  the  middle  has  a  base  of  volcanic  rocks 
overlaid  by  limestone  and  sandstone.  The  southern  end  is 
of  volcanic  origin,  and  here  the  land  broadens  and  mount- 
ains rise  to  6,000  or  7,000  feet.  The  island  is  covered  with 
forest,  but  the  trees  are  not  larg^  enough,  except  in  the 
south,  to  yield  useful  timber.  The  inhabitants  are  of  three 
types.  The  centre  is  held  by  intruders  from  the  Gazelle 
Peninsula  in  New  Britain  (now  called  Nen-Pommem).  These 
intruders  are,  according  to  Count  Pfeil,  unsavory  when  to 
windward,  unless  they  have  been  chewing  betel.  The  na- 
tives have  well-shaped  figures,  good  foreheads  and  features 
more  delicate  than  those  of  the  Neu-Pommem  people. 
They  nre  i  it  'lligent  and  in  a  measure  hospitable,  though 
they  will  eat  the  stranger  if  opportunity  offers.  In  their 
houses  and  persons  they  are  clean'ly,  and  they  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  meet  an  enemy  face  to  face.  They  use  spears  with 
hard-wood  points  and  axes  of  porphyry,  shell  and  green- 
stone, though  cheap  English  axes  are  taking  the  place  of 
these.  They  have  drums,  many  of  them  very  large,  and  a 
code  of  signals.  Their  wood  carving  is  remarkable,  and 
they  moke  shell  ornaments  of  great  delicacy.  Pigs,  of  a 
long-legged,  black  variety,  are  the  only  domestic  animals. 
The  women  cultivate  taro  and  yams,  and  a  root  something 
like  the  potato;  and  other  articles  of  food  are  fish,  sago 
and  the  banana.  Cannibalism  is  practiced  at  every  oppor- 
tunity.    In  some  districts  the  dead  are  burned ;  in  others 


they  are  thrown  into  the  sea.  The  islanders  bnild  good 
canoes  and  make  long  voyages.  Connt  Pfeil  croaaed  the 
island  twice.  He  found  no  large  game,  and  neither  cocka. 
toos  nor  parrots,  but  everywhere  met  with  the  whitish-yel- 
low pigeon  of  Torres  Strait. 

It  is  not  long  ago  that  foreign  geologists  denied,  and 
American  geologists  were  unable  to  show,  that  any  true 
chalk  existed  in  the  United  States ;  but  it  has  more  recently 
been  admitted  that  great  bads  of  true  chalk,  much  of  it  of 
the  finest  quality,  occur  in  Northwestern  Iowa.  These  are 
beds  of  the  Niobrara  stage  of  the  Upper  Cretaceous  Age — 
that  enormously  widespread  formation  of  the  sediment  of 
the  great,  quiet  interior  Cretaceous  Sea  which  stretches  from 
Western  Iowa  to  the  Bocky  Mountains,  and  from  Texas  to 
Manitoba,  and  perhaps  to  the  Arctic  Ocean.  The  best- 
known  and  most  typical  chalk  beds  lie  between  the  mouth 
of  the  Niobrara  Biver  and  Mount  Auburn,  Iowa  ;  but  sim- 
ilar deposits  are  exposed  elsewhere,  those  exposed  in  the 
bluffs  of  the  Missouri  at  Yankton,  S.  D.,  being  mined  and 
made  into  **  Portland  *'  cement  on  a  large  scale.  In  its 
purest  condition  this  rock  may  be  excavated  with  a  spade, 
or  carved  with  a  pocketknife,  and  sawed  into  portable 
blocks  more  easily  than  so  much  wood.  It  is  soft  and 
smooth,  serving  well  as  crayons  for  the  blackboard  or  on 
the  carpenter's  chalk  line.  It  is  true  chalk;  in  fact,  as 
good  as  and  practically  identical  with  the  best  English 
chalk ;  and,  like  it,  consists  almost  wholly  of  the  organic 
skeletons  of  the  microscopic  animal  and  plant  life  which 
swarmed  in  the  ancient  sea.  The  best  and  softest  is  char- 
acterized by  the  large  proportion-  it  contains  of  cocoliths — 
remains  of  a  vegetable  organism  so  simple  that  it  consisted 
of  a  single  spherical  cell,  and  so  minute  that  many  thou- 
sands of  them  might  be  laid  side  by  side  within  the  space 
of  an  inch.  Mixed  with  these  are  the  skeletons  of  a  great 
variety  of  foraminifers,  or  excessively  minute  animalcules, 
whose  spherical,  oblong  and  snail-shaped  skeletons  have 
sunk  like  snow  to  the  bottom  through  uncounted  centuries 
until  they  have  built  up  these  thick  beds.  Many  species  of 
these,  as  revealed  by  the  microscope .  are  local ;  but  the 
most  numerous  and  characteristic  ones  are  precisely  iden- 
tical with  those  of  the  English  strata.  Thus  there  is  a  sci- 
entific as  well  as  an  economical  identity  between  the  Amer- 
ican and  English  chalks. 

Thx  cheapest  king  in  Christendom  has  passed  from  the 
scene  by  the  death  of  Tawhiao,  the  Maori  King,  which  has 
just  taken  place  after  an  attack  of  influenza.  King  Taw- 
hiao^s  civil  list  only  amounted  to  $1,075  a  year!  The  late 
dusky  and  much-tattooed  potentate  was  a  sou  of  the  first 
native  king,  Potatau  (Te  Whero  Whero),  and  from  1860  to 
1879  he  assumed  a  hostile  attitude  toward  the  Government 
of  New  Zealand.  In  1881,  however,  he  voluntarily  gave  in 
his  submission,  and  after  n  visit  to  Auckland  in  the  follow- 
ing year  went  to  England  in  1884,  accompanied  by  Major 
Wiremu  Te  Whero.  Lord  Derby,  the  Colonial  Secretary  of 
that  time,  played  the  part  of  host,  but  Tawhiao  was  bitterly 
disappointed  at  not  being  received  by  the  Queen.  Tawhiao*8 
mother  rejoiced  in  the  unpleasantly  suggestive  name  of 
Whakaawi,  and  his  son^s  name  is  Orongokorkoca.  The  h:te 
King  was  about  seventy  years  of  age.  but  Time  had  no 
chance  of  writing  wrinkles  upon  his  aged  brow,  owing  to 
the  previous  operations  of  the  tattooer. 

Thb  French  Museum  of  Natural  History  received,  a  few 
months  ago.  a  specimen  of  that  rarest  of  birds,  the  apteryx, 
confined  solely  to  New  Zealand.  It  was  Csirefnlly  kept  in 
a  warmed  room  and  fed  with  expressly  chosen  and  pre- 
pared meats,  for  it  was  not  supposed  it  could  thrive  in  a 
foreign  climate  and  among  strange  associations.     One  day 
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in  October  it  was  gone,  and  eonld  not  be  foond  thougb 
the  whole  Jordin  des  PkmteB  was  searched  for  it.  till  early- 
in  March  a  dog  smelled  it  out  in  one  of  the  ventilating 
holes  of  a  row  of  newly  erected  buildings,  in  the  cellar  of 
which  it  had  endured  the  cold  and  rain  and  snow  through 
the  winter,  and  lived  on  what  it  could  pick  up.  Never  had 
it  been  known  to  be  in  better  condition. 

The  Jackson^Harmsworth  expedition  left  Archangel  in 
the  beginning  of  August  for  Franz-Josef  Land. 

In  West  Africa  the  negotiations  between  the  French  and 
the  Germans  concerning  the  .Lake  Tchad  region  have 
ended  with  the  recognition  of  the  French  claims  on  the 
Benue  Kiver  and  the  right  of  France  to  the  eastern  bank 
of  the  Shari  and  Lake  Tchad.  This  peaceful  settlement 
of  boundaries  is  full  of  promise  for  the  civilization  of  the 
Soudan. 

An  expedition,  principally  for  collections  in  natural 
history,  has  been  undertaken  by  Mr.  B.  T.  Coryudon.  He 
will  go  as  far  to  the  north  as  possibla,  to  the  west  of  Lake 
Tunganika,  and  establish  a  camp  in  the  Congo  forest,  where 
he  will  pursue  his  researches  for  a  year  at  least,  surveying 
and  exploring  the  region  at  the  same  time. 

NoTHiNO  has  been  decided  with  regard  to  the  Antarctic 
explorations  so  earnestly  advocated  in  £ngland  and  Ger- 
many and  in  this  country ;  and  Dr.  Murray's  suggestions 
have  met  with  no  response  from  the  British  Government. 
Mr.  Wellman's  expedition  to  the  North  Pole  started  from 
Tromsoe  on  the  whaling  steamer  Ragnvald  Jnrl,  but 
came  to  grief.  Besides  his  American  companions,  Mr. 
Wellman  had  with  him  three  young  Norwegian  scien- 
tists, Oyen.  Dahl  and  Hvitfeld.  Mr.  iStein's  proposed  ex- 
ploration of  Ellesmore  Land  has  been  given  up  for  the 
present  year,  only  to  be  accomplished,  it  is  hoped,  with 
thorough  success  in  1895. 

The  Swedish  traveler  Sven  fiedin  has  reported  some  of 
his  experiences  in  the  Pamirs.  He  met  with  a  hospitable 
reception  at  the  Russian  military  post  on  the  Kashgar  front- 
ier, which  he  crossed  and  proceeded  first  to  the  Rang-kul 
and  then  to  the  Bulun-kul  The  Chinese  officer  in  com- 
mand at  this  latter  place,  it  ^vas  said,  was  in  a  constant  state 
of  intoxication,  and  refused  even  to  see  Mr.  Hedin,  who 
found  great  difficulty  in  obtaining  permission  to  continue 
his  journey  to  the  mountain  Mustag-Ata.  It  was  supposed 
by  the  Chinese  that  the  traveler  was  to  be  followed  by  a 
Russian  army,  and  the  report  was  that  he  was  accompanied 
by  an  advance  guard  of  sixty  Cossacks.  A  close  watch  was 
kept  upon  him,  and  the  Kirghiz  were  not  allowed  to  sell 
him  provisions.  He  persevered,  however,  and  reached 
Mnstag-Ata,  which  he  ascended  to  the  height  of  18,000 
feet,  at  which  point  a  storm  forced  him  to  retrace  his  steps. 
He  next  visited  the  Prjevalsky  Glacier,  which  he  found  to 
be  six  miles  in  length  with  a  breadth  varying  from  1,500  to 
3,000  feet,  and  an  average  depth  of  140  feet.  His  eyes  be- 
came inflamed,  and  he  returned  to  the  Bulun-kul,  when  the 
Chinese  oommimder  expelled  him  from  the  country.  He 
made  his  way  to  the  city  of  Kashgar,  and  remained  there 
till  he  recovered  the  use  of  his  eyes.  His  purpose  was  then 
to  return  to  the  Mustag-Ata  and  study  the  geology  and  the 
glacial  phenomena,  and  to  prepare  a  topographical  map ; 
and  next  year  to  visit  Lob  Nor  and  the  Taghdumbash 
Pamir,  and  after  that  to  organize  a  journey  to  Thibet.  He 
will  make  an  attempt  to  enter  Lassa,  not  in  disguise,  but 
as  a  Euiop^an ;  and  he  will  be  well  armed.  It  is  perhaps 
more  easy  ta.  begin  such  an  enterprise'  than  to  carry  it 
through;  and  simultaneously  with  the  announcement  of 
Mr.  Hedin 's  intentions  comes  the  intelligence  of  the  mur- 


der of  M.  Dntrenil  de  Rhins,  the  French  explorer  who  has 
been  engaged  in  scientific  work  in  Central  Asia  for  the  past 
four  years  He  was  killed  in  a  quarrel  forced  upon  him, 
it  is  believed,  by  a  Thibetan  tribe  in  the  interior  of  the 
country.  The  Chinese  Government  has  given  orders  to 
search  for  his  body  and  to  punish  the  tribe,  as  well  as  to 
recover  M.  de  Rhins*s  collections ,  and  these  orders  may  be 
obeyed,  M.  de  Rhins  having  been  commissioned  by  the 
French  Government. 

In  Africa  the  question  of  boundaries  has  the  first  place. 
The  treaty  of  May  Tith,  between  England  and  the  Congo 
State,  gave  to  the  former  a  strip  of  land,  25  kilometers  in 
width,  on  the  Congo  side  of  the  boundary  between  the  Free 
State  and  German  East  Africa.  This  strip  secured  to  Eng- 
land a  free  passage  from  her  South  African  X'ossessions  to 
the  Nile  Valley ;  and  in  consideration  of  this  she  made  over 
to  the  Congo  State  the  large  Egyptian  province  of  the  Bahr- 
el-Ghazal  on  the  west  of  the  Nile.  The  German  Govern- 
ment  refused  to  allow  the  cession  of  the  25-kilometer  strip 
on  its  frontier,  and  England  gave  np  the  prize  she  had  just 
secured.  France,  which  claimed  the  right  of  way  to  the 
Nile  Valley  from  her  Congo  possessions,  entered  at  once 
upon  the  settlement  of  a  boundary  line  with  the  Congo 
Free  State,  which  relinquished  its  claim  upon  the  Bahr- 
el-Ghazal  province,  and  accepted  instead  of  it  the  line  of- 
fered by  France  along  the  Ubongi-Mbomu  Rivers ;  and  there 
is  nothing  left  of  the  Anglo-Congolese  Convention.  At  the 
same  time  the  French  made  a  treaty  with  the  Republic  of 
Liberia,  which  gave  up  to  France  the  territory  east  of  the 
Cavally  River  and  all  the  Hinterland  north  of  6^  30'  and 
7^  N.  Lat  to  the  Anglo-French  boundary  of  Sierra  Leone ; 
France  ceding  to  Liberia  in  return  all  the  points  on  the. 
Grain  Coast  to  which  France  had  a  recognized  claim.  It  is 
stipulated  that  all  the  tributaries  of  the  Niger  in  the  interior, 
belong  to  France,  whose  vast  African  empire  is  taking  defi- 
nite and,  it  must  be  believed,  permanent  shape.  It  is  to 
be  hoped  that  the  principal  boundary  questions  in  Africa 
arc  now  settled,  and  that  the  Europeans  may  give  their  at- 
tention to  developing  their  possessions.  The  great  excep- 
tion is  the  question  of  the  former  Egyptian  provinces,  still 
held  for  the  most  part  by  the  Mahdi.  The  capture  of  Kas- 
sala  by  the  Italians  may  very  probably  be  the  beginning  of 
a  debate  that  will  call  for  the  intervention  of  all  the  powers. 
The  town  lies  midway  between  Massaua,  the  centre  of  the 
Italian  colony  on  the  Red  Sea,  and  Khartoum,  which  the 
English  must  occupy  if  they  propose  to  remain  in  Egypt ; 
and  its  capture  is,  it  may  be  hoped,  the  first  move  toward 
a  final  distribution  vaguely  known  as  the  Egyptian  Sondan 
and  the  Equatorial  Province. 
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Two  BooKiJ£TS,  respectively  entitled  '*  Observations  of  a 
Traveler  '  and  '*  Observations  of  a  Musician,**  by  Louis 
Lombard,  Director  of  the  Utica  (N.  Y.)  Conservatory  of 
Music,  will  doubtless  prove  interesting  to  dilettante  readers 
in  general,  and  to  musical  students  in  particular.  Mr.  Lom- 
bard, who  is  a  European  by  birth,  has  traveled  extensively, 
and  records  his  observations  and  opinions,  particularly 
where  they  relate  to  musical  matters,  in  a  pleasant,  lively 
English  style. 

Hblsn  H.  GABnsMBa,  who  is  already  favorably  known 
as  the  author  of  several  books  of  an  earnest,  thoughtful  and 
rather  aggressive  character,  reaches  the  highest  level  she 
has  yet  attained,  in  her  new  novel,  entitled  **  An  Unofficial 
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Patriot.*'  It  IB  a  dramatio  story  of  the  border  States  in  the 
time  of  the  late  CiTil  War,  and  shows  with  tremendous 
power  the  complications  and  difficulties  which  faced  any 
peaceful  solution  of  the  slavery  question.  Its  hero  is  a 
grand  old  Virginian  planter  and  Methodist  circuit  rider, 
said  to  be  a  portrayal  of  the  author's  own  father,  as  the 
main  facts  in  the  narrative  are  historically  authenticated. 
The  chapter  describing  his  interview  with  Lincoln  is  a  mas- 
terpiece and  is  thrillingly  interesting,  not  only  because  of 
its  dramatic  force,  but  also  because  of  its  portrayal  of  one 
of  the  great  martyr  President's  many  sides.  The  han- 
dling of  the  character  of  Lin6oln  is  most  admirable,  and 
betrays  a  deep  study  into  the  life  of  this  marvelous  man. 
The  native  tact  and  shrewdness  with  which  he  feels  his 
way  through  the  parson's  character,  finally  finds  his  weak 
point  and  clings  to  it  with  unyielding  tenacity ;  his  quaint 
humor,  pathos,  earnestness,  eloquence  and  power,  and 
above  all  his  knowledge  of  human  character,  is  a  perfect 
picture  of  Lincoln  as  those  know  him  who  have  studied 
him  as  the  man  rather  than  the  President. 

Bt  an  oversight,  the  intended  proper  acknowledgment  of 
the  fine  pictures  illustrating  the  article  on  **  Cramp's  Ship- 
yard, and  the  New  United  States  Navy,"  by  S.  Millington 
Miller,  in  last  month's  (October)  issue  of  Fbank  Leslib's 
Popular  Monthly,  was  withheld.  All  of  these  illustra- 
tions, with  the  exception  of  the  two  portraits  and  **  Signal- 
ing of  the  Fleet,"  were  from  photographs  furnished  by  Mr. 
William  H.  Ran,  of  Philadelp'iia,  photographer  to  the  Fed- 
eral Government. 

The  three  latest  numbers  of* that  valuable,  convenient 
and  picturesque  guidebook  series,  called  *' Illustrated 
Europe,"  published  by  the  Orell  Fiissli  Co.,  of  Zurich, 
Switzerland,  are  devoted  respectively  to  the  Toggenburg 
district ;  the  towering  Stanserhom,  on  the  Lake  of  Lu- 
cerne, with  its  new  cable  railway;  and  the  health  resort 
and  lake  baths  of  Waldhaus-Flims,  in  the  Vorderrheiu- 
thai,  Canton  Orisons. 

A  BULKY  600-page  volume,  printed  in  good,  clear  type, 
and  containing  over  400  portraits  of  the  world's  celebrities, 
living  and  dead,  is  pablished  by  Messrs.  King,  Richardson 
&,  Co.,  of  Springfield,  Mass.,  under  the  title  of  ** Portraits 
and  Principles  of  the  WorkVs  Great  Men  and  Women ;  with 
Practical  Le&sons  on  Successful  Life  by  over  Fifty  Leading 
Thinkers."  Some  of  these  '*  leading  thinkers,"  who  contrib- 
ute really  interesting  and  helpful  chapters,  are  the  Rev. 
James  W.  Cole.,  the  Rev.  M.  Woolsey  Stryker,  Professor 
A.  Alonzo  Stagg,  Anthony  Comstock.  James  Lane  Allen, 
Joseph  Cook,  the  Rev.  Washington  Gladden,  Lady  Somer- 
set,  Frances  £.  Willard,  Mary  A.  Livermore  and  Mrs.  Frank 
Leslie. 

*'  The  Dawn  of  a  New  £ba  in  Amebica  "  is  a  booklet  of 
thiiieen  terse  chai^ters,  wherein  the  author,  Dr.  Bushrod 
W.  James,  deals  in  rather  a  suggestive  way  with  some  of 
the  most  important  political  and  economic  questions  of  the 
age.  The  writer's  suggestions  for  the  manner  of  obtaining 
needed  legislative  alterations  which  will  conduce  to  the 
good  of  both  country  and  individual  are  not  unworthy  of 
consideration.  He  views  his  subject  in  a  hopefully  pro- 
phetic manner,  and  predicts  a  more  brilliant  future  than 
the  present  beclouded  atmosphere  would  seem  to  permit. 
The  chapter  **  The  Dawn  of  a  New  Era  "  urges  better  legis- 
lation in  some  particulars.  **  Our  Country's  Great  Need" 
expresses  the  necessity  for  better  men,  wiser  electors  and  a 
deeper  interest  in  the  welfare  of  the  nation,  which  can  only 
be  attained  by  a  more  careful  study  of  the  requirements  of 
officials  and  citizens.    The  writer  shows  the  importance  of 


expanding  our  commercial  facilities  and  systematically  in- 
creasing a  navy  whose  extent  will  add  dignity  to  the  nation 
as  well  as  insure  protection  to  its  territory  and  commerce. 
He  sincerely  advocates  courtesy  and  good  will  to  all  sister 
nations,  though  opposing  promiscuous  immigration  of  un- 
suitable persons,  that  is,  those  who  are  unfitted  by  crime, 
disease  or  other  causes  to  become  good  citizens.  He  layj 
great  stress  upon  '*  International  Quarantine,"  advocating  a 
uniform,  universally  understood  system  of  regulations  for 
epidemic  diseases  by  isolation  and  by  internal  as  well  as 
external  quarantine.  He  proposes  that  our  North  American 
Indians  shall  be  educated  toward  the  great  object  of  citi- 
zenship ;  and  further  suggests  that  the  United  States  shall 
hereafter  retain  hold  of  every  portion  of  unclaimed  land  as 
its  own  property,  and  not  allow  it  to  be  given  away  to  squat- 
ters and  prospectors,  but  to  be  sold  at  approximate  valua- 
tions. 

LOOK    OUT    FOR    THE   CHRISTMAS    NUMBER   OF 

FRANK  Leslie's  popular  monthly. 

The  next  (December)  number  of  this  magazine,  to  be 
issued  November  15th,  will  be  the  grand  Christmas  num- 
ber, to  which  our  friends  and  patrons  have  become  accus- 
tomed to  look  forward  eagerly  from  year  to  year.  We  are 
confident  that  their  utmost  expectations  will  be  realized, 
as  this  is  an  age  of  progress,  and  Fbamk  Lesuk'b  Populab 
Monthly  this  year  is  in  form  to  surpass  itself.  Although 
Christmas  as  yet  seems  a  long  way  off,  our  preparations  are 
necessarily  made  months  in  advance,  so  that  we  are  able 
to  announce,  as  a  special  feature  of  the  forthcoming  num- 
ber, an  important  original  contribution  from  the  pen  of  Dr. 
Georg  Ebers,  the  world-famous  Egyptologist  and  romancer, 
illustrated  with  a  score  of  strikingly  beautiful  pictures^ 
made  in  E^ypt  expressly  to  accompany  this  paper.  There 
will  also  be  articles,  stories  and  poems  by  the  most  popular 
writers  of  the  day,  including  Lydia  Hoyt  Farmer,  Etta  W. 
Pierce,  G.  A.  Davis,  E.  C  Vansittart,  Frances  Courtney 
Baylor,  Martha  McCulloch  Williams,  Frederiqne  Seger, 
Ernest  Clement,  Valerien  Gribaycdoff.  Henry  Tyrrell,  and 
many  others.  At  the  same  time,  there  will  be  no  aug- 
mentation in  the  regular  price,  25  cents,  to  subscribers 
and  purchasers. 
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AT  TnEDES, 


MY   TOMB    IN   THKBES. 

By  Dr.  Georc  Ebehs.* 
Tub  title  tlieso  uiiassuniing  lines  received  long  City  of  the  Dead  at  Thebes,  will  be  disappointed, 
before  it  was  possible  for  ine  to  write  them  prom-  I  intend  to  communicutc  nothing  except  a  few 
ises  much  more  than  tliey  will  probably  bestow  reminiscences  of  a  period  diiringwhich  I  was  per- 
iipon  the  reader.  Whoever  expects  to  find  here  mittcd  to  live  in  a  very  strange  phice,  and  among 
the  letters  of  a  dead  person,  or  the  detailed  do-  very  peculiar  hnnian  beings. 
scription  of  n  sepulchre  discovered  by  me  in  the  In  recent  times  literature  treating  of  ancient 
Vol.  XXXVIII.,  Ka.  6-41.         *  Tmnalated  from  the  German  hj  Karj  J.  Sufford. 
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and  modern  £gypt  has  swollen — especially  in 
England — to  a  perfect  flood,  and  whoever  passes 
through  the  Nile  Valley  over  the  beautifully  level 
roads  used  by  tourists,  or  floats  on  the  smooth 
surface  of  the  river  in  a  comfortable  dahabeah, 
or  in  the  steamer  which,  like  a  huge  omnibus, 
conveys  travelers  to  the  First  Cataract  and  back, 
need  expect  to  find  nothing  in  the  land  of  the 
Pharaohs  that  has  not  been  discovered,  seen,  de- 
scribed or  pictured  before  him.  The  naturalist 
seeking  new  species,  the  artist  fresh  subjects  for 
his  brush,  the  scholar  who  desires  to  find  mon- 
uments that  are  still  unpublished,  must  enter  un- 
trodden side  paths  and  submit  to  all  the  incon- 
veniences no  one  who  thinks  of  diverging  from 
the  roads  and  habits  of  life  arranged  by  the  Eng- 
lish can  escape. 

No  part  of  all  Egypt  is  more  frequently  and 
thoroughly  searched  than  the  site  of  ancient 
Thebes,  yet  the  investigator  can  nowhere  more 
confidently  hope  to  discover  something  new  and 
unexpected  than  in  this  very  spot ;  for  Thebes  is 
a  world  in  itself,  and  the  rich  and  highly  devel- 
oped civilization  which  existed  here  for  thou- 
sands of  years  left  traces  so  deep  and  numerous 
that  nothing  could  efface  them.  Tiie  warm,  thor- 
oughly dry  atmosphere  of  the  broad  plains  has 
served  as  a  guardian  spirit  to  the  monuments  on 
both  sides  of  the  undivided  Nile — rain  is  more 
frequent  in  the  Delta — and  if  Thebes  can  still 
show  far  more  numerous  and  better-preserved 
monuments  of  antiquity  than  any  other  Egyptian 
city  she  owes  the  advantage  to  a  series  of  fortu- 
nate circumstances.  During  the  wiiole  period  of 
the  most  brilliant  portion  of  the  history  of  the 
Pharaohs  this  was  the  favorite  royal  residence, 
and  when  in  later  times  Egypt  was  forced  to  yield 
to  the  might  of  the  great  civilized  powers  of  Asia, 
and  finally  bow  to  the  Macedonians,  Romans  and 
the  hosts  of  Islam^  Thebes  lay  a  long  distance  out 
of  the  route  of  the  conquerors. 

In  this  city  of  Thebes,  with  whose  monuments 
not  even  a  previous  residence  had  made  me  per- 
fectly familiar,  I  settled  for  a  long  period  during 
my  last  tour  of  investigation,  and  the  weeks  I  had 
allotted  to  the  City  of  Amon  became  months, 
partly  because  some  new  object  of  interest  was 
daily  offered  me,  partly  because  the  Board  of 
Health  forbade  travelers  from  passing  the  cata- 
ract and  entering  Nubia,  where  cholera  was  raging. 

I  had  previously  determined  to  follow  Lepsius's 
example  and  stay  on  the  western  shore  of  the  vast 
place  of  ruins.  Our  German  consular  agent,  the 
Copt  Todrus,  and  his  intelligent  son,  Moharreb, 
lent  me  a  helping  hand,  and  on  the  evening  after 
our  arrival  I  had  found  satisfactory  quarters  and 
had  established  myself  in  them. 


The  following  morning,  with  the  help  of  some 
donkeys,  a  camel  and  my  sailors,  the  removal 
from  the  Nile  boat  to  the  cliff  dwelling  was 
effected,  and  when  at  sunset  I  sat  before  the 
door  of  my  habitation  and  gazed  at  the  majestic 
scene  at  my  feet  I  told  myself  that  I  had  made  a 
fortunate  choice ;  yet  my  dwelling  was  nothing 
but  a  sepulchre,  a  genuine,  veritable  abode  of  the 
dead,  in  which  the  deceased  members  of  a  distin- 
guished officiars  family  had  enjoyed  the  repose 
of  death  for  centuries. 

Ancient'  Thebes  and  its  ruins  have  been  de- 
scribed a  thousand  times.  I  have  myself  else- 
where attempted  to  depict  them  thoroughly. 
Here,  before  speaking  of  my  neighbors,  it  is  only 
necessary  to  mention  where  and  amid  what  sur- 
roundings my  tomb  was  situated  and  what  might 
be  seen  from  its  door. 

TI)e  Nile  divides  into  two  equal  portions  the 
long,  narrow  plain  on  which  rise  the  ruins  of 
the  City  of  Amon.  Upon  each  strip  of  level 
ground,  extending  from  the  river  bank  to  the 
foot  of  the  barren  limestone  mountains  that  bor- 
der the  valley  on  the  east  and  west,  lie  fruitful 
fields,  well  irrigated  by  canals  and  ditches,  indus- 
triously tilled,  and  richly  rewarding  the  labor  of 
the  peasantry.  Countless  water  wheels  are  busily 
conveying  the  moisture  to  the  higher  fields 
farther  from  the  stream,  and  wherever  it  touches 
the  bare,  yellowish  soil  of  the  desert  the  sand 
quickly  clothes  itself  with  fresh  green  vegetation. 

The  fields,  outlined  as  sharply  as  gay  strips  of 
carpeting  against  a  gray  floor,  lie  at  the  barren 
feet  of  the  arid  sand  hills,  behind  which  on  both 
sides  of  the  valley  stretches  the  desert,  here  to 
the  Red  Sea,  vender  in  boundless  extent  to  the 
Atlantic  Ocean.  The  eastern  and  western  banks 
of  the  Nile  resemble  feach  other  as  closely  as  the 
two  halves  of  a  leaf,  the  two  sides  of  a  slaugh- 
tered beast,  the  two  valves  of  an  open  shell ;  the 
sole  difference  is  in  the  varying  shape  of  the 
chains  of  hills  outlined  against  the  horizon.  The 
Arabian  Mountains,  above  which  the  sun  rises  in 
the  morning,  are  less  varied  in  form  than  the 
Lib^'an  Hills,  intersected  by  transverse  valleys, 
behind  which  it  disappears  in  the  evening. 

Numerous  monuments  on  both  plains  have 
been  preserved.  The  largest  buildings  stand  on  the 
right  bank  of  the  Nile,  yet  the  investigator  will  firul 
the  richest  booty  on  the  left,  for  the  eastern  part 
of  Thebes  belonged  to  the  living ;  the  western,  to 
the  dead.  The  Egyptian  saying,  a  thousand  times 
repeated,  that  their  earthly  dwellings  were  tav- 
erns and  their  graves  everlasting  habitations,  has 
become  the  literal  truth.  No  royal  palace  or 
citizen's  house  in  Thebes  remains  undestroved, 
while  a  countless  multitude  t)f  tombs  has  been 
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inore  or  lesa  perfectly  preserved.  The  iudestnic- 
tibte  cemeteries  of  the  City  of  Anion  do  not  slionr 
the  Blighteat  resemblance  to  ours.  Tliey  lie  be- 
yond the  Selde  in  the  rocky  desert  region,  for 
the  amble  land  is  narrow,  and  the  people  learned 
to  estitnute  its  vultie  at  so  early  a  date  that, 
vlierevcr  it  was  possible,  the  large  biillditiga  were 
-erected  in  places  whicli  the  inundation  could  not 
reach.  The  pyramids  also  stand  upon  the  soil  of 
the  desert,  und  a  Greek  inscription  on  the  great 
Sphinx,  which  ones  its  origin  to  a  certain  Anian 
— probably  the  famous  pupil  of  Epictetus — be- 
j^ins  with  the  following  lines: 

'"  The  gods  tbeoiMlvee  erst  these  (fu.gleaming)  forms  did 
baWA, 
HpDiiog  the   fraitful  soil  whose   fields  vitb  wheat  are 
filled." 

Another  consideration  deterred  the  Pharaonic 


The  Arabs  no  longer  know  anything  abont  the 
name  "Thebes";  nay,  they  iiare  no  word  des- 
ignating the  whole  of  the  ruins  comprising  the 
City  of  Amoii.  The  two  banks  of  the  Nile  are 
only  distinguished  as  the  "left  "and  tho  "  right," 
and  the  huge  temple  on  the  site  occupied  by  the 
living  inhabitnnts  of  tiie  city  of  Tliebea,  as  well 
as  tlie  different  parts  of  the  Necropolis,  are  called 
by  the  names  of  the  villages  which  have  risen 
beside  and  among  them.  lu  the  City  of  the 
Dead  the  portion  of  the  slope  of  tho  Libyan 
chain  containing  the  largest  number  of  tombs  is 
called  Abd  el  Qumah,  and  here,  about  midway  up 
the  mountain,  was  located  the  sepulchre  I  had 
chosen  for  a  residence. 

It  was  spacious  enough,  for  it  consisted  of  uwido 
vestibule,  four  oblong  apartments  opening  into 
one  another,  and  two  side  rooms.  The  wliole  was 
bewu  from  the  living  rock,  and  3,500  years  ago 


people,  who  were  alwaVfi  aollcitoiia  about  tlio  pres- 
ervation of  heaitli,  from  putting  their  graves 
within  the  limits  of  the  cultivated  ground,  for 
^his  was  annually  soaked  by  the  waters  of  the 
Nile,  and  the  corpses,  affected  by  the  dampness, 
might  have  filled  the  air  with  dangerous  miasma 
after  the  inundation  had  receded. 

The  foot  that  crosses  tlie  boundary  of  the  tilled 
land  in  tho  domain  of  the  Xecropolis,  though  it 
may  intend  to  walk  ou  firm  paths,  often  steps 
upon  a  grave,  and  the  tourist's  eye,  gazing  at  tbo 
Tango  of  the  Libyan  IMountains,  everywhere  be- 
'holda  the  months  of  sepulchres — at  tho  foot  of 
the  hills,  halfway  up,  and  even  on  very  high 
portions  of  the  rocky  declivities.  Tombs  are  also 
found  in  all  the  cross  valleys,  and  most  surely  in 
the  ravines  most  secluded  and  difficult  of  access. 
Tho  majority  of  the  graves  are  in  tho  slopes  fac- 
ing toward  the  east,  and  this  portion  of  tlie  Lib- 
yan chain,  ou  account  of  the  numerous  cells 
piercing  it,  has  been  compared  to  a  honeycomb, 
a  sponge,  or  a  cork. 


my  very  aristocratic  predecessor  bad  had  most  of 
the  walls  of  his  "everlasting  habitation " adorned 
with  sculptures  in  high  relief,  representing  in 
various  ways  tlio  offices  he  had  filled  at  Phai'aoh's 
court,  the  estates  he  had  possessed,  and  the  do- 
mestic pleasures  he  had  enjoyed.  In  the  last  one 
of  the  wliolo  suite  of  apartments,  as  in  most  of 
these  rock  tombs,  was  a  perpendicular  shaft, 
leading  to  the  room  where  the  bodies  were  usu- 
ally ranged.  This  pit  wag  completely  filled  with 
stones  aud  rubbish.  My  camp  bed  was  placed 
over  it,  while  my  washing  apparatus  found  room 
in  a  niche  upon  an  altarlike  table,  which  had 
formerly  supported  the  statues  of  the  dead  owner 
and  his  wife.  The  second  room  from  the  en- 
trance served  as  a  work  and  dining  room,  aud  in 
one  of  the  side  chambers  slept  my  friend  Stem, 
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a,  talented  young  scholar,  now  well  known  to  all 
Kgyptologista  by  his  eicellent  works,  w!io,  a  be- 
loved companion,  eagerly  aasisted  nil  my  labora. 

The  anteroom,  formerly  the  scene  of  the  festiv- 
ities hold  in  honor  of  the  dead,  was  occupied  by 
the  servaiitB,  and  here  stood  the  improvised  fire- 
place, heated  with  charcoal,  where  my  Nubian 
attendant,  Mohammed  Salili,  prepared  with  the 
aid  of  the  kitcheu  boy,  Ismail,  meals  which  would 
probably  have  been  relished,  not  only  by  a  starv- 
ing Hagar,  but  by  any  half-sated  denizen  of  a 
great  European  capital.  I  remember  with  grati- 
tude worthy,  dark-skinned  Saliii,  who  did  all  a 
maidservant's  work  for  us,  from  sweeping  rooms 
to  washing  and  ironing  shirts,  and,  attentive, 
honest  and  capable,  strove  from  early  till  late  to 
make  his  masters'  lives  comfortable  and  pleasant. 

I  liad  brought  with  me  to  the  mountain  oa 
guards  my  two  favorite  sailors,  Omar  and  ilas- 
san ;  but  after  thestara  rose  the  spacious  ante- 
roont  used  to  be  filled  with  numerous  villagers 
who  flocked  iu  from  the  neighborhood  for  an 
hour's  gossip.  Ko  one  came  bufore  our  snpper, 
or  so  long  as  my  people  were  occupied  in  our 
service.  Modesty  kept  them  away,  for  whenever 
compatible  with  our  work  in  distant  places  I  sat 
at  sunset  in  front  of  the  door  of  my  tomb  on  a 
stone  bench  placed  there  by  Salih — beside  wliich 
floated,  more  for  onr  pleasure  than  for  protection, 
the  black,  red  and  white  standard  respected  even 
here — and  gazed  over  the  ruins  of  Thebes,  A 
distant  view  more  rich  in  color,  and  at  the  same 
time  moi-e  impressive,  could  scarcely  be  found  on 
earth. 

Arottud  us  were  the  naked  cliSs  and  sepulchres. 
Below   stretched   a   wide,   bliie-green   plain,   on 


which  proudly  towered  gigan- 
tic monuments  of  yellow 
stone,  glittering  and  gleaming 
like  pure  gold  in  ihe  evening 
light.  Farther  eoulli  rose  the 
Temple  of  Mediuet  Ilabu,  the 
magnificent  work  of  Kameses 

Ti^P^fib'       "'  whom  Herodotus  tells  the 
'  pleasant  tale  of  the  architect's 

clever  son  ;  nearer  are  the 
noted  colossal  statues  of  Ame- 
nophis  III, — one  of  which, 
the  vocal  Memnon,  was  re- 
garded by  Greeks  and  Ro- 
mans as  one  of  the  greatest 
wonders  of  Egypt— and  which 
wo  now  know,  from  the  in- 
scription, were  erected  by 
Amenhotep,  son  of  Hapu,  the 
superintendent  of  his  royal 
master's  buildings,  before  the  gates  of  a  temple 
that  has  vanished  from  the  earth.  The  ruins  of 
this  sanctuary,  still  remaining  behind  the  colossi, 
are  of  such  vast  dimensions,  that  it  might  be  sup- 
posed that  it  was  the  largest  of  all  the  monu- 
ments in  the  City  of  Amon.     The  one  poiuted 
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out  ae  the  most  beautiful  nnd  harniouia 
certainly  be  the  so-called  Haniassetim,  tl 
of  Rameses,  as  the  moniinicnts  style 
whose  open  courts  wo 
can  look  Irom  my 
tomb.  A  spyglass  en- 
ables lis  Co  distinguish 
an  inscription  e  ii  t 
deeply  into  the  stone 
of  an  architrave,  which 
states  that  this  sanctu- 
ary with  its  extensive 
appurtenances  was  bnij  t 
ol  Nile  bricks,  in  token 
of  gnititude  for  the 
king's  deliverance  from 
great  peril  when  the 
Cheta  etirroiinded  him 
in  the  battle  of  Ka- 
desch,  and  he  was 
"alone  among  thou- 
sands." The  mass  of 
the  ovsrturned, shatter- 
ed statue  of  Ranieses, 
which  even  snrpassed 
in  size  the  colossal  one 
of  Memnon,  is  also  visi- 
ble to  the  naked  eye. 


In  the  estreme  north,  half  concealed  by  palm 
trees,  rises  the  Temple  of  Qiirnali,  called  by  the 
monuments  tlio  House  of  Seti.     The  foundations 
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of  tliis  building  were  laid  by  the  grandfather  of 
Kameses  11.,  but  it  was  completed  by  his  father, 
Seti.  The  beautiful  terraced  structure  of  the 
Temple  of  Hatasu,  and  the  amphitheatre  of  cliffs 
to  which  it  rises^  lie  too  far  back  to  be  seen  from 
my  tomb.  All  these  monuments,  to  which  the 
Greeks  gave  the  name  of  Memnoneia,  stand  on 
the  soil  of  the  Necropolis. 

If  we  let  our  eyes  wander  farther  eastward  we 
first  behold  the  palm -horde  red,  glittering  waters 
of  the  Nile,  furrowed  by  many  a  boat  with  lateen 
sails,  and  yonder,  where  the  only  dark  cloud  is  to 
be  seen  far  or  near,  by  a  steamer. 

On  the  eastern  bank  of  the  river,  close  beside 
the  water,  rises  the  Temple  of  Luxor  and  the 
hamlet  of  the  same  name,  which  has  sprung  up 
within  and  behind  it,  while  palm  groves  almost 
completely  conceal  from  view  the  vast  Temple  of 
Thebes,*  the  largest  building  in  the  world,  which 
is  located  farther  north  in  the  village  of  Karnak. 
In  the  extreme  east  the  softly  rounded  outlines 
and  sharp  peaks  of  the  Arabian  Mountains  shut 
in  the  landscape,  and  in  the  morning  and  even- 
ing become  color  bearers  of  surprising  brilliancy. 
At  dawn  they  glow  with  hues  of  purple  and  gold  ; 
at  sunset  they  are  touched  only  by  the  reflection 
of  the  orb  of  day  as  it  vanishes  behind  the  mount- 
ains on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  river  and  gleam 
with  pale  tints  of  rose,  covering  themselves  as 
darkness  closes  in,  first  with  a  violet  and  finally 
with  a  blue-black  veil  edged  with  a  golden  border. 
As  soon  as  this  fades  the  evening  star  appears, 
seeming  twice  as  large  and  bright  as  in  Germany. 
To  its  radiance  the  lovely  nights  of  the  East  owe 
their  peculiar  charm. 

Often  and  long  as  I  have  tarried  by  the  Nile, 
the  sunset  hour  has  ever  been  the  most  beloved  of 
the  day — its  experiences  are  numbered  among 
those  most  difficult  to  forget.  Once,  during  the 
passage  to  Thebes,  I  was  sitting  on  the  deck  of 
my  Nile  boat,  thinking  with  a  sorrowful  heart  of 
mv  wife  and  child  in  our  distant  home,  for  it  was 
the  Christmas  season.  The  sun  was  setting,  and 
the  horizon  was  steeped  in  an  unusually  brilliant 
golden  radiance  and  vivid  crimson  glow.  Gradu- 
ally the  dazzling  tints  faded,  the  delicate,  fleecy 
clouds  were  dyed  with  the  soft  red  of  the  flamingo 
breast,  and  darkness  began  to  spread  over  hills, 
palm  trees  and  roads.  My  heart  has  rarely 
throbbed  more  yearningly,  and  I  was  living 
among  my  kindred,  while  the  north  wind  blowing 
from  home  bore  me  farther  and  farther  away. 
Suddenly  a  strange  sound  disturbed  the  stillness 
of  the  evening.  Bells  !  Bells  in  the  East,  on  the 
Nile,  in  Egypt,  where  believers  are  never  sum- 

*  Kuowu  at  the  present  day  as  the  Temple  of  Kamak. 


moned  to  prayer  by  the  brazen  tongue  of  smittei> 
metal,  but  bv  the  muezzin's  voice  !  It  was  month» 
since  I  iiad  heard  the  tones  of  a  bell,  and  here  in 
Upper  Egypt  they  fell  upon  my  ear.  Surely  those- 
were  church  bells,  and  the  deep  hum  and  clear 
tone,  the  beloved,  holy,  homelike  harmony  seized 
upon  my  soul  with  mighty  power.  Never  before 
and  never  since  have  I  listened  to  the  ringing  of 
bells  so  devoutly.  But  whence  came  these  sounds, 
now  growing  more  and  more  distinct,  sounds  wy 
utterly  alien  to  the  East  ?  No  delusion  of  the 
senses  deceived  me,  and  beneath  the  Nile's  yellow 
waves  there  was  no  lost  city,  no  Vineta,  whose 
bells  the  lonelv  sailor  often  fancies  he  hears  echo- 
ing  with  muffled  sound  far,  far  below  the  surface^ 
of  the  Baltic. 

I  questioned  the  pilot,  and  learned  that  we  had 
approached  the  hamlet  of  Magaga.  I  was  soon 
seated  in  a  boat  with  my  friend  Stern  and  entered 
the  Nile  city,  inhabited  by  numerous  Copts,  where- 
American  missionaries  have  converted  many 
Coptic  Christians  to  Protestantism  and  have  given 
to  the  new  parish  a  chime  of  church  bells. 

But  to  return  to  the  door  of  my  tomb,  which, 
especially  during  the  flrst  few  days,  ^uld  not  be 
reached  at  night  without  peril,  o<^||tLany  rate 
without  hindrances.  We  had  no  Awp  and  no 
less  occasion  to  fear  thieves  and  robbOTS Tver^  than 
in  Saxony,  but  all  my  neighbors  kept  dogs,  and 
although  in  the  daytime  these  animals  could 
easily  be  put  to  flight  by  throwing  stones  at 
them,  at  night  they  were  remarkably  ill  disposed 
toward  strangers,  and  regarded  us  as  such  for 
weeks.  The  ordinary  Fellah  dog  is  a  cowardly 
barker  and  thoroughly  deserves  the  contempt  the- 
Egyptian  dog  inspires,  but  the  light-gray  shaggy 
one,  that  resembles  our  large  sheep  dogs,  is  not 
only  watchful,  but  fierce  and  hard  to  intimidate. 
These  animals,  however,  know  each  individual  in- 
habitant of  the  village  and  are  easily  quieted  by 
the  peasants.  Even  the  most  vicious  ones  took 
no  notice  of  us  during  the  daytime ;  bat  at 
night,  until  the  latter  part  of  our  stay,  they  re- 
fused us  the  full  rights  of  citizenship,  which  we 
thought  the  less  justifiable  as  we  speedily  entered 
into  more  and  more  friendly  relations  with  their 
masters,  our  neighbors. 

Most  of  the  inhabitants  of  Abd  el  Qnrnah,  from 
the  cradle  to  the  grave,  were — like  ourselves  at 
that  time — dwellers  in  tombs,  and  the  number  of 
Fellahs  who  form  the  community  of  this  part  of 
the  City  of  the  Dead  is  by  no  means  small.     I 
made  the  acquaintance  of  many,  and  now  that 
I  know  them  I  have  to  beg  their  forgiveness  for 
many  a  mistaken  prejudice  aroused  by  the  reports- 
of  other  travelers,  or  by  their  own  conduct  on  my 
former  more  transient  visits  to  this  place. 
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The  tourist  who,  with  a  red  guidebook  under 
his  arm,  tortured  by  the  scorching  sun,  and  tor- 
mented by  naked  children  screaming  for  back- 
sheesh, climbs  the  side  of  the  mountain  rising 
behind  the  Ramasseum,  to  be  guided  to  the  num- 
bered tombs  marked  as  especially  worth  seeing, 
will  experience  nothing  agreeable  here.  Every- 
thing connected  with  the  human  beings  who  in- 
habit this  region  will  seem  to  him  poverty- 
stricken  to  beggary,  ruinous  and  strange.  Dogs 
keep  the  traveler  at  a  certain  distance  from  the 
Fellah  dwellings  above,  below,  and  on  the  right 
and  left  of  tiie  road.  The  curious  European  sees 
only  the  blackened  door  of  the  sepulchre  inhab- 
ited by  the  peasants,  and  in  the  little  yard  sur- 
rounded by  a  fence  built  of  clay  and  maize,  be- 
fore the  entrance  leading  into  the  mountain,  are 
poultry,  goats,  a  few  sheep,  a  donkey  with  hob- 
bled feet,  old  women,  little  naked  children,  and 
queer,  mushroom-shaped  structures  built  of  gray 
Nile  mud,  for  which  no  European  language  has 
a  name — one  needs  to  be  told  that  they  are  used 
for  storing  breadstuffs. 

Anything  more  inhospitable  and  disorderly 
than  these  little  farms,  where  even  the  animals 
seem  dusty  and  unusually  rough,  can  scarcely 
be  imagined,  and  the  European  is  disposed  to 
consider  all  who  live  here,  great  and  small,  starv- 
ing beggars ;  for  their  children  stretch  out  their 
little  hands,  and  the  grown  people  answer  his 
greeting  with  a  **  Backsheesh  V*  the  one  Arabian 
word  which  no  one  who  has  set  foot  on  the  soil 
of  Egypt  will  ever  forget.  It  is  of  Persian  origin 
and  means  a  gift.  Everyone  who  lias  read  a  de- 
scription of  modern  Egypt  knows  how  extensive 
is  the  domain  in  which  it  finds  use.  Professor 
Paul  Ascherson,  the  botantist,  who  accompanied 
G.  Rohlfs  in  his  journey  through  the  Libyan  Des- 
ert, says  the  exclamation  ''  Backsheesh  V*  is  a  re- 
flex movement  of  the  Egyptian's  organs  of 
speech,  which  commences  as  soon  as  he  catches 
sight  of  a  Euroi)ean,  especially  an  Englishman. 
This  is  apt  and  witty ;  but  during  the  time  of  my 
residence  in  Abd  el  Qurnah  I  perceived  that  it  is 
not  base  avarice  alone  which  brings  the  notorious 
word  to  the  tongues  of  the  Fellaheen  Europeans 
meet.  The  first  week  of  our  stay  at  Abd  el  Qur- 
nah it  met  us,  too,  at  every  step,  but  soon,  in- 
stead of  their  ''  Backsheesh,  my  lord  !"our  neigh- 
bors called  "  Good  morning  "  or  "  Good  evening," 
and  at  last  we  even  heard  from  those  who  knew 
us  best  many  of  the  beautiful  proverbs  with 
which  the  Arabs  usually  welcome  only  their  fel- 
low believers.  Even  the  poorest  Fellah  is  proud 
of  his  religion  and  lives  in  the  firm  conviction 
that  he  is  of  a  thousand  times  more  value  in 
Ood's  sight  than  the  cleverest  and  richest  of  the 


Christians  whom  he  sees  making  money  in  his 
country  or  idly  traveling  through  it.  They  con- 
sider themselves  favored  and  distinguished  by 
God,  and  everyone  who  denies  Islam  is  cnst  out. 
The  Koran  enjo^jis  upon  believers  justice  and 
generosity  toward  each  other,  but  it  does  not 
contain  a  single  passage  requiring  consideration 
for  neighbors  as  human  beings.  It  would  seem 
to  the  Fellah  sinful  to  bestow  on  the  foreign  in- 
fidel one  of  his  beautiful,  pious  greetings,  such  as 
''Es  salamu  aleikuvV'  (happiness  be  with  you),  or 
to  answer  his  salutation  with  the  usual  formula 
of  reply,  *'  Peace  be  with  you  and  God's  mercy 
and  blessing.''  So  in  a  thousand  cases,  merely  to 
avoid  remaining  silent  and  without  expecting  a 
gift,  he  flings  to  the  infidel,  as  if  it  were  a  saluta- 
tion, his  "  Backsheesh  !"  which  very  correctly  ex- 
presses the  feelings  he  cherishes  toward  him.  He 
generally  wishes  him  nothing  at  all,  but  is  always 
glad  when  he  can  earn  anything  from  him.  His 
relation  to  the  European,  and  with  it  the  expres- 
sion of  his  feelings,  speedily  changes  when  he  en- 
ters into  friendly  relations  with  the  latter.  We,  as 
I  said,  reached  the  point  of  hearing  from  our 
neighbors'  lips,  instead  of  ^'  Backsheesh  !"  bene- 
dictions which  the  Mohammedans  ought  right- 
fully to  withhold  from  those  of  a  different  faith. 
True,  begging  is  extensively  practiced,  especially 
by  the  children,  and  many  a  cry  for  backsheesh 
is  seriously  meant ;  but  even  the  most  pitiable 
wearer  of  rags  who  stretches  his  withered  hand 
to  the  European  does  not  forget  his  religious 
pride,  for  while,  to  obtain  alms,  he  would  call  to 
another  Moslem  his,  '^I  am  the  guest  of  God 
and  the  Prophet,"  or,  "  Trust  in  God,  there  is  no 
God,  save  Allah,"  or,  **For  God's  sake,  charita- 
ble sir  !"  and  receive  as  an  answer,  either  with  or 
without  a  gift,  the  words,  "God  will  grant  you 
support,"  he  demands  from  the  European  in 
wholly  unvarnished  speech  a  "backsheesh." 

The  well-to-do  Arab  also  rarely  greets  the  for- 
eigner with  a  friendly  wish.  Instead  of  the  "  Back- 
sheesh, 0  my  lord  !"  which  his  dignity  forbids 
him  to  utter,  he  uses  a  gesture  of  the  hand  by 
which,  with  great  pantomimic  skill,  he  expresses 
every  shade  of  feeling,  from  contemptuous  indif- 
ference to  devoted  tenderness.  This  gesture  con- 
sists in  pressing  his  right  hand  upon  his  breast, 
and  then  touching  first  his  lips  and  afterward  his 
forehead  with  the  fingers.  A  person  who  uses  it 
intelligently  means  to  say,  "  My  heart,  my  words 
and  my  head,  that  is,  my  feelings,  my  speech  and 
my  reason,  are  at  your  disposal."  Never  have  I 
been  more  expressively  saluted  than  by  a  hand- 
some Greek  in  Luxor  who  was  kindly  disposed 
toward  me.  When  I  crossed  his  threshold  he 
bowed,  gazed  affectionately  at  me,  pressed  his 
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right  hand  upon  Iiia  licnrt,  kisBcd  liiB  fingers  to 
inc,  and  tlicn  pointed  to  his  fordicud  as  if  to  sav, 
"  I  already  bear  j-oii  in  minil." 

Tliis  gesture  is  nsed  by  grown  persons  and  cliil- 
drcn,  ricli  and  poor.  Ko  slave  otTers  his  mas- 
ter's guest  a  cn]i  of  cotTee  witliont  siicli  a  move- 
ment of  the  liaiid,  and  the  most  aristocratic  per- 
sonage would  be  called  iincoiirteons  if  be  slionld 
nccept  it  witbont  touching  liia  lips  and  brow. 


AltAB  BorsE, 


It  will  be  diflicMlt  for  the  transient  visitor  to 
Abd  el  Qnrnah  to  boliovo  that  many  of  my  neigli- 
bors,  all  of  wliom  he  ia  disposed  to  regard  as  mis- 
erable beggars,  entertained  me  with  excellent 
Mocbn  and  often  with  large  dishes  full  of  fresh 
bread  and  calces,  both  of  whicti  were  far  more 
than  pleasing  to  the  palate.  There  arc  even  some 
among  tlieac  people  who  are  very  well  off,  nay, 
compariitivety  rich.  Almost  every  householder 
owns  some  cattle,  and  though 
only  as  a  tenant  of  fields  be- 
longing to  the  government, 
liaa  n  larger  or  smaller  piece 
of  well-watered  land.  Be- 
sidea,  he  does  not  lack  minor 
sources  of  revenue,  which 
flow  most  abundantly  in  the 
winter,  the  eeaBon  of  foreign 
travel,  for  then  many  let 
their  donkeys  to  the  stran- 
gers, the  poorer  people  scud 
their  half-grown  daughters, 
bearing  water  jars,  to  follow 
them  into  the  barren,  scorch- 
ing valley  in  the  cliffs  whero 
the  roynl  tombs  are  located, 
and  almost  all  try — far  more 
frequently  through  agents 
than  in  person — to  sell  their 
antiques.  A  whole  chapter 
might  be  written    specially 
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<ievoted  to  tlie  Oon- 
keya,  water  bearers 
niid  relic  Iitintcrs  of 
AW  cl  Qiiniali. 

Among  tlio  iloti- 
liejs  are  very  excel- 
Jeiil,  Bjiirited  nni- 
niale.  My  friend 
Stern  and  I  have 
liad  many  a  swift 
race  on  our  favoritu 
beasts.  To  call  a 
person  an  "ass" 
here,  conveys  any- 
thing rather  than  a 
reproach  for  laziness 
and  stupidity.  I 
iniglit  assert  t  liii  t 
few  animals  have  a 
more  intense  men- 
tal life.  Like  their 
lively  drivers,  they  know  how  to  gesticulate,  which 
they  accomplish  by  the  aid  of  their  ears,  erecting, 
lowering,  or  letting  tiiem  hang  down,  according 
to  the  feelings  that  move  them.     For  the  benefit 


CAMELS. 


communication  at  the  dispOEal  of  animals,  it  may 
be  said  hero  that  two  donkeys  can  talk,  with  the 
assistance  of  their  cars,  ns  if  they  were  telegraphic 
signals.     Nay,  oven  the  solitary  donkey  often  ac- 


of  those  occupied  in  the  study  of  the  means  of    companies  his  silent  meditations  by  a  movement 
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of  his  organs  of  hearing.  The  Arab  knows  what 
▼alne  the  ear  has  to  the  donkey,  and  if  he  wishes 
to  touch  him  or  his  master  in  a  sensitive  spot 
cats  off  a  bit  of  it.  Every  traveler  on  the  Nile 
has  met  asses  with  one  or  both  ears  mutilated. 
These  cripples  are  called  hardmiye  (singular^ 
hardmi)y  or  thieves,  and  with  reason,  for  they 
have  broken  into  strangers'  fields  and  feasted 
there  ;  but  any  peasant  may  cut  off  the  tip  of  the 
ear  of  a  donkey  who  commits  this  crime,  and  in 
case  of  a  repetition  of  the  offense  the  tip  of  the 
other  ear  also.  No  animal  feels  love  and  hatred, 
the  extremes  of  soul  life,  more  keenly  than  the 
Egyptian  donkey.  How  often  has  the  amorous 
bray  of  one  of  them  disturbed  my  rest  at  night, 
and  how  delightful  it  was  to  watch  the  profound 
aversion  displayed  by  one  of  our  saddle  asses  to- 
ward a  companion  used  for  carrying  water  !  As 
soon  as  the  latter  approached  the  former  he  was 
exposed  to  kicks  and  bites  from  his  foe,  yet  the 
animal  was  perfectly  well  disposed  toward  the 
rest  of  his  conipanions.  A  similar  feeling  of 
antipathy  once  bore  evil  fruit  for  a  famous  Qer- 
mian  scientist,  for  the  donkey  he  rode  was  an  ob- 
ject of  hatred  to  the  one  mounted  by  his  travel- 
ing companion,  and  his  leg  was  severely  bitten 
by  his  own  animal's. fourfooted  foe.  ''I  had  to 
endure  the  pain,"  said  the  wounded  man,  ''and 
also  the  unpleasant  consciousness  of  having  been 
mistaken  for  an  ass.'' 

The  water  bearers,  principally  children  from 
seven  to  ten  years  old,  are  graceful  creatures,  who 
can  balance  their  jars  with  marvelous  ease  on 
their  heads,  supporting  them  with  their  brown 
arms  while  following  the  galloping  donkeys  at  a 
rapid  trot.  Their  means  of  communication  with 
Europeans  are  marvelously  beautiful  black  eyes, 
which  can  beseech  so  charmingly  that  even  the 
most  frugal  steamboat  passenger,  who  does  not 
understand  a  word  of  Arabic,  thrusts  his  hand 
into  his  pocket  more  than  once.  He  would  make 
a  still  better  use  of  his  money  by  flinging  it  to 
the  abjectly  poor  women  who,  north  of  the  en- 
trance to  the  valley  of  the  royal  tombs,  try  to 
support  life  by  scraping  off  the  salt  which  exudes 
from  the  rocks. 

The  traffic  in  antiques  is  unknown  to  but  few  of 
the  inhabitants  of  Abd  el  Qurnah.  Every  painted 
or  inscribed  fragment  of  pottery,  stuff  or  wood, 
every  little  figure  or  amulet  that  has  descended 
from  ancient  times,  is  salable,  and  even  in  recent 
days  extremely  valuable  articles  whose  worth, 
spite  of  their  apparent  insignificance,  is  only  too 
well  known  to  the  inhabitants  of  Abd  el  Qurnah, 
have  been  found  in  the  most  hidden  nooks.  It 
is  a  long  time  since  the  period  when  the  Fellaheen 
— as  occurred  before  the  eyes  of  a  European  mer- 


chant in  1778— burned  papyrus  rolls  to  enjoy  th^ 
fragrant  smoke ;  manuscripts  are  no  longer  cut 
to  pieces  to  transform  one  salable  article  into  two. 
Formerly  this  must  have  happened  often,  as  ia 
show  by  the  papyri,  parts  of  which  are  found  in 
one  museum  and  parts  in  another.  It  is  now  un- 
derstood that  one  well-preserved  roll  will  bring  a 
higher  price  than  twenty  mutilated  ones.  True, 
there  is  a  strict  law  in  existence  requiring  the  Fel- 
laheen to  deliver  to  the  authorities  all  the  relics 
of  antiquity  they  may  discover  ;  but  this  is  never 
done,  for  in  Luxor — on  the  other  bank  of  the  river 
— live  agents  who  pay  large  sums  for  good  relics 
and  very  considerable  ones  for  papyrus  rolls.  The 
indefatigable  and  learned  Mariette  ^ey,  appointed 
by  the  Viceroy  director  of  all  the  relics  of  Pha- 
raonic  times  and  of  the  museums  of  antiquities 
from  Bulak  to  Cairo,  complains  with  reason  that 
everything  the  natives  find  escapes  him,  because 
it  is  sold  to  foreigners.  Several  years  ago  a  chest 
made  of  sycamore  wood,  filled  with  papyrus  rolls, 
was  found  in  a  tomb  in  the  cross  valley  of  Der  el 
M6dine,  belonging  to  Western  Thebes.  Among 
these  manuscripts  was  the  largest  of  all  yet  dis- 
covered. It  is  144  feet  long,  and  is  now  pre- 
served in  the  British  Museum  under  the  name  of 
the  Papyrus  Harris.  Its  purclniser  was  the  Eng- 
lish Consul  in  Alexandria  whose  name  it  bears  ;  as 
the  second  in  size,  which  I  obtained  from  an 
agent  in  Luxor,  bears  mine.  This  latter  man- 
uscript is  said  to  have  been  taken  by  the  Fellaheen 
from  «  cofldn  in  that  part  of  the  Necropolis  called 
El  Assassif. 

The  more  rarely  valuable  antiques  have  been 
found  in  modern  times,  and  the  more  the  demand 
increases  the  greater  has  been  the  effort  to  pro- 
vide a  substitute  ;  and  here  again  the  iniiabitanta 
of  Luxor  help  the  Fellaheen.  They  prepare  relics 
of  every  description  made  from  wood  and  stone, 
supply  them  with  inscriptions  after  good  models, 
and  understand  how  to  obtain  from  Cairene  mer* 
chants  pearl  necklaces  and  bronze  figures  arti- 
ficially coated  with  rust,  many  of  which  are  man- 
ufactured in  Paris  and  Hanau.  Almost  all  the 
scarabsei  (amulets  in  the  form  of  beetles)  which 
travelers  bring  home  are  imitations.  We  once 
surprised  a  lad  about  fifteen  years  old  as  he  waa 
skillfully  carving  a  scarabasus  from  limestone 
with  a  penknife.  Even  mummies  of  cats  and 
papyrus  rolls  are  imitated ;  the  former  by  stick- 
ing scraps  of  genuine  mummy  bandages,  which 
are  found  in  great  quantities  in  the  tombs,  around 
rags  and  wood  shaped  into  the  form  of  an  em- 
balmed cat,  the  latter  by  rolling  some  genuine 
papyrus  about  a  round  stick  and  fastening  it  with 
pitch.  All  these  things,  even  the  rudest  botch- 
work,  obtain  purchasers.     Many  of  the  counter- 
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feits,  especially  those  from  Luxor,  are  so  skill- 
fully made  that  they  puzzle  even  an  expert. 
Everybody  here  wants  to  sell  the  foreigners  some- 
thing, and  very  little  children  oflfer  what  they  find 
by  the  roadside  ;  among  them  the  oddest  things, 
such  as  empty  sardine  boxes  left  behind  by  a 
party  of  travelers  after  breakfast,  or  an  exploded 
cartridge  flung  aside  by  a  European  hunter.  Very 
rarely  is  any  article  of  real  value  offered  to  the 
foreigner  in  this  place  ;  it  usually  goes  to  Luxor, 
where  some  dealers  lend  on  pledges  and  advance 
money  to  good  seekers.  After  I  had  become  bet- 
ter acquainted  with  my  neighbors  I  obtained 
from  them  many  a  pretty  relic. 

At  first  they  were  timid  and  suspicious,  but  I 
soon  entered  into  friendly  relations  with  some  of 
them,  principally  on  account  of  the  medical  ad- 
vice they  induced  me  to  give.  The  Fellaheen 
suppose  every  European  who  is  not  a  merchant 
or  technician  to  be  a  physician  (hakim),  and 
they  had  formed  a  specially  high  opinion  of  my 
medical  skill  because  I  carried  a  traveling  medi- 
cine chest,  and  on  the  passage  to  Thebes,  more 
by  luck  than  skill,  had  really  cured  several  sick 
sailors.  One  of  them  accompanied  us  to  our  tomb 
as  a  watchman,  and  informed  the  neighbors  who 
assembled  in  our  anteroom  in  the  evening  what  a 
great  physician  he  served.  So  it  happened  that 
many  asked  for  medicines,  among  which  certain 
pills  especially  never  failed  in  their  beneficial 
effect.  So 'my  medicine  chest  procured  me  ad- 
mittance to  Fellah  dwellings  that  probably  no 
European's  foot  had  ever  entered  before.  An 
English  woman.  Lady  Duff  Gordon,  who  died  a 
long  time  ago,  in  18G9,  at  Cairo,  and  who  had 
once  lived  in  Thebes,  also  brought  aid  and  com- 
fort to  the  Fellaheen,  who  still  speak  of  her  as  a 
good  angel.  I  found  the  tombs,  transformed  into 
residences,  dusty,  but  by  no  means  dirty,  and  in 
nearly  all,  notwithstanding  the  extreme  scanti- 
ness of  furniture,  traces  of  modest  luxury  which 
would  be  vainly  sought  in  our  ''hovels  of  pov- 
erty. *'  I  was  most  surprised  t»y  the  heavy  gold 
and  silver  ornaments  on  the  arms  of  the  women 
whose  pulses  I  felt,  and  I  soon  learned  that  many 
a  man,  whose  children  played  about  perfectly 
naked  among  the  goats  and  hens  before  the  door 
of  his  tomb  honse,  had  a  very  fair  property,  which 
for  many  reasons  he  kept  concealed  instead  of 
putting  it  out  at  interest. 

Bracelets  and  rings  are  the  inalienable  dower  of 
wives,  who  keep  them  even  when  cast  off  by  their 
husbands.  I  saw  one  poor  lad,  who  married,  pur- 
chase gold  jewelry  for  his  bride  to  the  value  of 
six  English  pounds.  None  of  my  neighbors  had 
more  than  one  spouse,  though  the  Mussulman 
faith  permits  a  man  to  drive  his  wife  from  his 


honse  simply  by  repeating  the  words,  "Thou  art 
banished."  I  learned,  through  reliable  vouchers  on 
the  spot,  that  almost  every  Fellah  here  lived  to 
old  age  with  his  first  bride  if  she  bore  him  chil- 
dren.  In  the  cities  it  is  often  very  different,  and 
O.  Rohlfs  saw  a  water  carrier  in  the  oasis  of  Siwa 
who  was  said  to  have  married  his  sixtieth  wife. 

I  must  own  that  the  glimpse  of  the  family  and 
neighborly  life  of  this  simple  folk  has  left  little 
but  friendly  recollections.  I  went  most  frequently 
to  the  tomb  occupied  as  a  residence  by  a  certain 
Ali,  the  son  of  a  worthy  man  who  had  served 
Lepsius,  and  knew  all  the  tombs  visited  by  this- 
eminent  scholar.  Ali  was  the  tallest  Egyptian  I 
have  ever  met,  and  this  circumstance  had  prob- 
ably induced  my  friend  and  colleague,  Professor 
Dumichen,  of  Strasburg,  who  was  not  much 
shorter,  to  take  him  into  his  service  and  teacU 
him  to  lend  assistance  in  copying  hieroglyphic  in- 
scriptions with  moist  blotting  paper  and  brushes. 

When  the  tall  Fellah  (his  nickname  was  El 
Tamil,  the  long  one,)  offered  to  engage  himself  to- 
me he  understood  the  art  of  taking  impressions 
admirably.  He  was  also  useful  in  other  respects, 
and  served  me  excellently  for  three  months.  Hi» 
best  letter  of  recommendation  was  his  extremely 
good-natured,  handsome  face,  the  musical  tone  of 
his  deep  voice  and  his  merry  laugh.  He  had  al- 
ready belonged  to  the  number  of  my  servants  for 
weeks,  when  one  day  he  begged  me  to  visit  his< 
house,  as  his  wife  was  seriously  ill,  and  I  was  th& 
only  person  who  could  cure  her.  From  his  de- 
scriptioil  of  the  sickness  she  appeared  to  be  suf- 
fering from  intermittent  fever.  I  took  some 
quinine  pills,  called'  to  memory  some  of  the  pre- 
scriptions of  the  adnlirable  Cairene  physician.  Dr. 
Sachs  Bey,  and  instantly  followed  Ali  to  his- 
d  welling. 

I  was  expected.  His  wife  was  sitting  in  a  side 
chamber  next  to  the  first  room  (the  former  ora- 
tory), supported  by  her  mother  and  closely  veiled. 
I  asked  to  see  her  face  and  to  feel  her  pulse,  and 
after  some  whispering  and  opposition  the  veil  fell 
and  the  thin  arm,  adorned  with  a  gold  bracelet, 
was  extended.  The  finger  nails  were  dyed  pink, 
and  the  hand  was  decked  with  countless  rings. 
The  sick  woman  was  only  a  poor  peasant,  whose 
husband  calmly  owned  to  me  that  he  rarely  paid 
his  taxes  till  he  had  had  a  beating,  because  in 
that  case  the  government  always  abated  some  por- 
tion of  its  demand  ;  yet  how  small  and  dainty  was 
her  hand  !  how  delicate  and  well  formed  her  slen- 
der foot  I  Even  her  toe  nails  shone  with  an 
orange  hue,  and  a  small  blue  star  was  tattooed  on 
her  forehead  and  breast.  She  was  very  feverish, 
yet  hitherto  had  only  been  "conjured,"  and  had 
put  on  amulets  inscribed  with  maxims  from  the 
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Koran.  How  many  pieces  of  paper  on  wliich  aoon  as 
lioljf  worila  bad  Ueeii  wntten  slie  luul  swallowed  the  last 
I  cannot  venture  to  say.  I  gave  tlie  patient  some  lantly  d. 
pills,  and  continued  my  visits  until  slie  declared  perfume, 
lierself  cured.  All's  gratitndo  wns 
great,  but  his  confidence  in  my  med- 
ical skill  was  even  greater.  Wlien  liis 
daughter,  a  most  charming  little  girl 
about  eleven  j-ears  old,  to  whom  we 
liad  often  gladly  tossed  a  piece  of 
biscuit  or  a  date,  afterward  fell  seri- 
ously ill,  I  was  agaiii  summoned,  bnt 
instantly  perceived  that  in  this  case 
my  art  would  not  suffice,  and  sent  for 
an  English  physician,  who  had  iirrived 
at  Lnxor  by  steamer  the  day  before. 
The  Kiiglisliman  gave  mo  medicines 
for  the  child,  but  predicted  ber  death, 
which  took  place  the  following  day. 
My  last  visit  to  the  little  girl's  death- 
bed and  many  things  connected  with 
it  I  shall  never  forget.  The  sick 
child,  clad  only  in  her  little  blue 
«hirt-shaped  garment,  lay  in  the  first 
and  largest  room  of  the  tomb  dwell- 


ing. Her  bead  rested  in  her  grand- 
mother's lap,  while  her  grandfather 
was  rnbbiug  the  soles  of  ber  feet. 
Many  neighbors  and  female  relatives 
sat  around  the  sufferer  in  a  semicircle, 
ever  and  anon  uttering  the  wail  of 
grief  called  by  the  Arabs  taghtiril, 
whose  shrill,  tremulous  tone  grates 
harshly  upon  the  ear. 

Tiiis  very  singular  scene  stamped 
itself  with  indelible  characters  npon 
my  sonl. 

Four  hours  after  I  bad  seen  the 
dying  girl  for  the  last  time  I  returned 
from  my  Kile  boat  to  visit  her  again, 
but  to  my  amazement  found  the  door 
of  her  father's  dwelling  closed  and 
no  one  there  to  bear  my  knocks  and 
calls.  Only  a  balf-idiotic  blind  boy, 
who  was  supported  by  my  neighbors' 
alms,  sat  biting  his  nails  on  the  clay 
fence,  and  in  reply  to  my  inquiry 
about  the  sick  girl,  answered,  in  a 
whimpering  tone  :  "The  little  girl  is 
dead ;  they've  all  gone  away  to  bury 
her," 

Three  hours  after  the  death  of  the 
darling  of  the  household  she  was  re- 
moved from  it  forever  and  borne  to 
the  cemetery.  The  Arabs  believe 
that  the  dead  would  not  be  bappy  if 
they  were  interred  after  sunset.  As 
the  bearing  of  a  good  person  fails — it  is 
of  the  senses  to  go — two  beautiful,  brill- 
essed  angels,  who  eshale  a  most  c.vquisilc 
take  possession  of  the  happy  soul  and 
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vrap  it  in  a  silken  covering  brought 
from  paradise.  The  soul  is  no  larger 
than  a  bee,  yet  contains  the  whole 
human  individualitj,  intellect  and 
knowledge  of  the  dead  person.  Tlic 
angels  bear  it  through  the  air,  pnfs- 
ing  continually  by  ancient  nalioiis 
and  post  generations,  which  look  like 
swarms  of  locusts.  At  last  they  read.- 
the  gate  o!  heaven  and  El  Aniin  (the 
Angel  Gabriel)  goes  to  the  door,  ivliich 
is  Joyfully  opened.  The  soul  of  a 
wicked  person  is  violently  torn  from 
him  and  wrapped  in  a  shirt  of  nettles. 
It,  too,  preserves  its  liunian  individu- 
ality ;  but  it  is  as  large  as  a  locust. 
Gabriel  knocks  for  it  also  at  the  door 
of  heaven,  but  it  is  not  opened,  and 
in  reply  comes  the  call,  "There  is  no 
welcome  for  this  one."  Tims  does 
Ghazali  describe  the  soul's  passage  to 
heaven. 

The  evening  after  the  yonng  girl's 
death  nil  tlie  women  in  the  neiglihor- 
hood  met  at  Ali's  house.  They  had 
anointcil  their  foreheads  and  breasts 
with  Nile  mud,  as  was  the  custom 
among  the  ancient  Egyptians,  and 
lamented  t!io  dead  with  loud  wailing 
and  singular  swaying  movements  of 
the  upper  portion  of  the  body,     I 
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-was  only  permitted  to  watch  their  wild,  spectral 
Tnovements  at  a  distance. 

The  men  also  lionored  the  dead  in  their  own 
way^  and  the  respect  paid  to  tiie  father's  grief  by 
these  simple  folk  was  as  unfeigned  as  it  was 
touching.  Several  days  after,  if  Ali  appeared 
while  my  sailors  and  their  friends  were  sitting  to- 
gether laughing  and  talking,  they  became  silent 
and  made  way  for  him  with  a  certain  reverence. 
Often  the  mourning  father  was  accosted  with  the 
naive  consolation,  ^*  Thank  God  that  it  was  not 

The  little  services  I  was  permitted  to  render 
my  neighbors  were  destined  not  only  to  enrich  my 
memory  with  scenes  never  to  be  forgotten,  but 
•even  to  benefit  me  in  another  way.  Ali  knew 
that  we  were  specially  in  search  of  inscriptions  no 
European  had  ever  seen.  He  and  his  father  had 
-taken  us  to  twenty  tombs,  which  they  asserted 
were  known  only  to  themselves,  but  in  all  of  them 
we  found  pictures  and  texts  familiar  to  us  from 
previous  publication.  Even  in  a  tomb  into  wiiich 
we  were  obliged  to  be  lowered  thirty  feet  by 
ropes  Lepsius  had  been  before  ns,  but  he  had 
published  only  a  few  lines  of  the  important  in- 
scriptions which,  painted  in  black  and  red  char- 
acters, covered  all  the  four  walls  of  a  little  room. 
So  for  eight  days  in  succession  we  were  let  down 
into  the  depths  of  this  tomb,  and  from  early  till 
late  copied  the  long  texts,  struggling  meanwhile 
with  bats,  dirt,  and  a  temperature  of  some  twenty 
degrees  of  Reaumur  (the  average  heat  of  Theban 
cellars).  Our  seats  were  mummies,  and  skulls 
^served  for  candlesticks.  Our  servants  used  the 
resinous  limbs  of  embalmed  bodies  to  feed  the 
fire  on  which  they  made  the  coffee,  which,  as  the 
best  means  of  refreshment,  we  here  drank  five, 
six,  sometimes  even  seven  times  a  day.  Though 
we  had  found  many  single  objects  of  interest, 
both  here  and  elsewhere,  we  had  as  yet  met  with 
no  larger  monument  which  had  escaped  former 
investigations,  and  I  already  believed  it  impossi- 
ble to  discover  one  in  Thebes. 

It  may  be  remarked  that  almost  all  the  tombs 
in  this  part  of  the  Necropolis  were  built  under 
the  Eighteenth  Dynasty,  by  the  great,  noble  fami- 
lies of  Thebes,  who,  as  the  inscriptions  teach, 
were  all  related.  In  case  any  dispute  about 
boundaries  should  arise,  the  extent  of  that  por- 
tion of  the  mountain  occupied  by  a  single  race 
for  its  burial  vault  was  marked  by  burying  in  the 
earth,  to  the  farthest  limit,  small  cones  made  of 
burnt  clay,  supplied  with  an  inscription  on  the 
base. 

During  this  period  of  search,  which  presented 
much  that  was  instructive  though  little  new,  we 
returned  home  one  evening  wearied  by  an  unsuc- 


cessful hunt  for  jackals,  often  seen  at  sunset,  to 
the  number  of  five  or  six,  stealing  down,  one 
behind  the  other,  to  drink  at  the  Nile.  The 
sailor  Hassan,  whom  I  used  to  call  'Mazybones," 
met  me  with  unusual  excitement  at  the  door  of 
my  tomb,  and  told  me  he  had  discovered  an  en- 
tirely new  sepulchre.  We  had  been  so  often  dis- 
appointed that  I  did  not  order  him  to  guide  me 
to  it  until  the  next  morning.  We  had  not  far  to 
go,  and  the  spot  where  I  was  shown  the  entrance 
to  a  freshly  opened  shaft  lay  close  to  the  road. 

I  was  soon  standing,  covered  with  dust  and 
gravel,  in  a  spacious  chamber,  whose  walls  I 
lighted.  A  large  inscription,  written  in  blue,  in- 
stantly attracted  my  attention.  I  read  on  and  on 
with  increasing  interest,  joyfully  called  my  friend 
Stern  to  let  him  share  my  surprise,  and  in  my 
delight  gave  Hassan  a  new  tarboosh,  and  my 
servants  a  wether,  which  they  roasted  and  toward 
evening  ate  at  one  meal — there  were  seven  of 
them — down  to  the  last  muscle. 

I  had  cause  for  joy — a  most  important  histor- 
ical inscription  had  been  found — and  there  is 
scarcely  any  pleasure  that  can  vie  in  purity  and 
extent  with  the  discoverer's. 

The  next  day  Ali  whispered  to  me  that  it  was 
he  who  had  showed  Hassan  the  tomb.  He  had 
not  ventured  to  tell  me  himself,  because  the 
young  men  were  in  the  habit  of  hiding  in  it  while 
recruiting  was  going  on,  and  therefore  thought  it 
advisable  to  keep  Europeans  away.  So  worthy 
Ali  el  Tamil,  ''the  tall,"  had  thus  displayed  his 
gratitude.  The  tomb  where  I  found  the  in- 
scription mentioned,  which  I  have  published, 
translated  and  explained,  was  seen  before  me  by 
Ghampollion,  but  he  only  copied  the  names  to 
be  read  at  the  entrance  and  some  of  the  titles  of 
the  distinguished  nobleman  who  had  been  interred 
here  in  the  sixteenth  century  B.C.  His  name  was 
Amenemheb.  As  general  in  chief  of  the  armies 
of  the  two  sovereigns,  Thotmes  III.  and  Ameno- 
phis  II.,  he  had  performed  great  deeds,  especially 
in  Asia,  and  then  as  commander  of  the  roval 
guard  peacefully  ended  his  active  life.  His  mum- 
my had  been  torn  open  by  the  Fellaheen  and 
robbed  of  the  ornaments  with  which  it  had  un- 
doubtedly been  supplied  ;  I  took  with  me  a  few 
fragments,  especially  the  unusually  well-embalmed 
head,  which  I  gave  to  the  Leipsiu  Museum  of  Anat- 
omy, where  it  is  preserved.  The  examination  of 
the  remains  of  the  venerable  warrior  made  by 
Professor  Welckers,  of  Halle,  has  led  to  very  in- 
teresting results,  which,  however,  cannot  be  com* 
municated  here. 

In  spite  of  the  many  inconveniences  and  dis- 
comforts with  which  our  sojourn  in  the  Theban 
tomb  was  filled,  and  which  would  have  seemed 
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sbsolnteljr  uneiidnrable  at  home,  it  was  liard  for 
iia  to  leare  our  strange  abode  in  the  Necropolia, 
our  extremely  interestiag  work  in  the  tombs,  and 
our  assistants.  The  latter  were  our  iieighbore' 
children,  merry  boya,  who  carried  the  portfolios, 
ladders,  water,  lights,  and  whatever  else  we 
needed.  The  quick  perception  and  aptitude  of 
these  little  fellows  were  beyond  all  praise,  and  far 
surpassed  anytliing  tiiat  German  or  French  chil- 
dren of  the  same  age  could  iiave  accomplished. 
For  instance,  my  eight-year-old  Mohammed  held 
the  light  while  I  copied  off  the  rows  of  hiero- 
glyphic characters,  watching  my  hand  and  eyes 
40  attentively  that  I  was  never  obliged  to  tell 
him  that  I  had  finished  one  line  and  he  must 
place  the  candle  near  another.  We  called  the 
little  lad  "  the  father  of  buckshcesh,"  because  at 
first  he  begged  for  it  on  every  occasion.  At  last 
he  omitted  to  do  so,  but  instead  con  Gded  to  me  the 
greatest  desire  of  hia  heart — to  possess  a  pair  of 
fihoes.  He  reminded  me  of  this  with  great  skill 
at  every  opportunity,  and  at  last  obtained  a  pair 
of  beau  tiful  red-leather  slippers.  My  friend 
Stern's  body  servant  was  a  very  comical  fellow, 
named  Chalffa,  and  spite  of  his  numbering  only 
twelve  years  was  a  married  man.  His  father 
had  obtained  the  wife  for  him,  bnt  he  did  not 
yet  live  with  her. 

When  we  took  leave  of  onr  friends,  of  whom 
there  is  yet  much  to  tell,  more  than  one  appeared 
sincerely  sorrowful,  and  many  a  later  visitor  to 
Abd  el  Qurnah  was  charged  with  a  message  to 
Abu  Bolos,  as  I  was  called  by  my  servants  and 


neighbors.  I  had  received  this  surname  five 
years  before  on  a  journey  through  Arabia  Petra, 
from  the  worth;  old  dragoman  Ahmed  Abu 
ffabbut,  who  accidentally  heard  that  my  oldest 
son  was  called  Paul.  Tlie  Arab  is  not  con- 
tent with  the  name  he  receives  at  birth  and 
shares  witli  thousands  of  his  fellow  believers. 
Surnames  are  given  him  when  he  grows  up,  and 
very  frequently,  after  the  first  son  is  born,  he  is 
called  for  Iho  latter  "Father  (Abu)  of  Moham- 
med," "of  Omar,"  or  whatever  his  first  male  off- 
spring is  named.  As  the  Father  of  Paul  I  was 
Abu  Bolos,  and  liked  to  hear  myself  so  styled. 
During  a  long  camel  ride  1  gave  expression  to 
my  pleasure  in  this  title  of  honor  by  the  follow- 
ing lines:  - 

upon  tnjr  jonmey  throngh  the  Hoi;  Lund 
Panl'H  fnther,  Abn  Bolos,  title  graad, 
Arabs  bestowed.     What  anbtile  heart  lore  taught 
Unto  these  aimple  folk  the  gracious  thought. 
The  father  by  his  sou's  loTed  name  to  call? 
FqII  ott  wss  my  wnl  stirred  by  the  sweet  thrall, 
When  Bedouin  tougnea  miaonHciously  without 
Hy  darliDg  brought  to  mind  by  sadden  shoat. 
Who  calls  me  by  the  name  that  is  my  own, 
Uy  imnge  in  a  looking  glass  h&tb  shown: 
Who  greets  me  by  the  one  my  aon  doth  bear. 
Vision  evokes  of  him  I  hold  most  dear. 
Prompt  is  my  aid,  he  finds  me  gentle,  mild: 
For  when  he  calls  me,  with  him  calls  my  child. 

The  most  memorable  periods  of  my  life  are 
those  in  which  I  was  called  Abu  Bolos,  aiid  to 
them  belongs  the  time  of  my  sojourn  in  the 
Tomb  in  Thebes. 
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Till  towers  ut  SQow,  or  sloiJiDg  from  the  gnle, 
With  what  majestic  progress  o'er  the  Hood 

FiiBS  the  great  boats  that  hoittt  the  single  sail. 
As  if  they  felt  the  kiug  was  in  their  blood;- 

As  if  their  white  similituile  of  form 

To  Upper  Egypt'a  rojnl  crown  forth-toUi 
With  what  anceatml  powers  they  ruled  the  storn 
t'a  red  tide  and  fought  the  wiml 


Yet  never  more  lunjoElical  Ihey  move 

Thau  when,  through  dazzling  sua  nml  flickerii 
Tliey  flush  hy  monnded  villnge,  palmy  grore. 

And  shake  their  spleuiloia  o'er  the  Delta  phii 


For  theu  the  silver  crown  of  ancient  kings 
By  hands  of  might  iuvisible  is  borue — 

Altsruate  light  and  vnst  o'er^hado wings. 

In  noiseless  triumph  through  the  leagnea  of  c 

But  filled  with  tnvstery  of  m^ic  power 

Seem  the  great  s:iiU  Ihitt  brightened  to  the  in 

When  very  silent  nt  the  miiloight  hoar 

They  glide  and  gleam  against  the  silver  uioou 

Then  likK  the  wings  of  some  gignntic  bird, 
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It  was  more  than  two  weeka  befovo  Ohistinna, 
but  the  old  St.  Ntcholaa  Church  put  on  ita  Chriet- 
nins  trimming  for  St.  Nicholas  Day.  The  yonng 
folks  were  gotting  ready  their  bcIiooI  festiral,  and 
had  tlie  chapel  nil  to  tlicmaelTes.  It  seemed  as 
if  holly  grew  to  prick  and  call  attention  to  pretty 
fingers,  and  as  if  ropes  of  greeu  were  made  for  no 
other  purpose  than  to  loop  and  bring  couples  to- 
gether. Crimaon  berriea  and  crimaon  bliiahes, 
shining  laurel  and  shining  eyes,  orange  frnit  and 
orange  blossoms,  gifts  of  charity  and  gifts  of  lore 
— all  thoughts  were  in  accord  but  Kitty  Keogh's. 

She  sat  apart,  (Usconsolate.  The  gallants 
seemed  to  find  her  too  ready  to  be  pleased  with 
everybody  for  any  one  of  them  to  feel  culled  on  to 
give  her  undivided  at- 
tention. She  began  to 
think  she  did  not  like 
the  way  the  Irish  were 
received  in  America. 
To  be  sure,  Jack  San- 
ford  was  abaent,  and 
there  waa  Dick  Dal- 
ziel  to  summon  in 
case  she  waa  too  long 
neglected.  Poor 
Dick  !  She  dimpled 
over  the  wreath  she 
was  making  as  she 
beard  his  name  ban- 
died about. 

"Say,  Dalziel,  you 
are  so  level4ieaded, 
would  yon  mind  going 
up  this  shaky  ladder 
to  hang  n  star  on  the 
organ  ?" 

"  Dick,  when  you 
have  the  presents  all 
tied  on  please  go  over 
the  candles,  eapecially 
all  the  little  ones  that 
are  tucked  out  of 
sight,  and  alter  them 
if  they  are  likely  to 
set  fire  to  anything. 
And  oh,  while  I  think 
of  it,  will  you  please 
place  the  angel  on  the 
top  of  the  tree,  so  it 
looks  right  straight 
down  into  the  man- 
ger ?  I  don't  know 
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but  some  branches  will  have  to  be  pruned  for 
that,  and  maybe  tlie  whole  base  rearranged  ;  but 
you'll  ace,  won't  you  ?" 

"Ah,  Mr.  Dalziel!  You  are  ao  delightfully 
big  and  strong,  will  yon  jnst  carry  thia  pile  of 
cuahiona  to  that  corner  for  the  dear  little  infant 
acholare  ?  I  don't  know  but  it  is  almost  as  tall 
as  yourself,  but  I'll  go  ahead  and  clear  the  way,  so 
you  won't  have  to  stop  with  that  great  weight  in 
your  arms." 

Dick  was  always  such  a  comfort !  Even  on  the 
other  aide,  when  he  had  made  the  mistake  of  pro- 
posing to  Kitty,  and  been  backed  by  her  father, 
too,  he  bad  taken  her  fierce  rebuff  in  good  part. 
Indeed,  Kitty  had  not  been  quite  sure  that  it 
pleased  her  to  Bee  him 
-  .  30  cheerful  and  have 
him  lengthen  his  viait 
;:i[|icr  than  leave  at 
■  ■i,.i'  in  despair.  Nor 
...:  -^hc  aUotjfithet  like 
uis  meeting  JH-rsogayly 
Ml  The  ihick  at  New 
Yolk,  wlieu   she  came 
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over  with  the  Sanfords^  and  he  bad  resigned 
her,  without  an  objection,  to  Jack  Sanford's  will- 
ing escort.  But  he  had  been  her  unfailing  friend 
since,  keeping  his  promise  faithfully  to  her  father 
to  supplement  her  own  reports  of  her  health  and 
doings,  and  providing  her  with  every  possible 
pleasure,  though  perfectly  indifferent  whether  she 
availed  herself  of  his  courtesies  or  not. 

Kitty  finished  her  wreath  and  tripped  over  to 
Dick,  where  ho  sat  at  a  long  table  putting  hang- 
ing strings  on  dolls  and  artificial  animals,  like  a 
good-natured  giant  playing  with  pygmies.  She 
took  off  her  hat,  bnt  not  feeling  sure  of  the 
cleanliness  of  the  table,  she  placed  Dick's  hat  on 
it  first,  and  propped  her  own  up  on  a  bonnet  pin 
stuck  through  his  hatband. 

Dick  looked  back  at  her  out  of  the  corner  of  his 
eye  as  she  seated  herself  snugly  behind  his  elbow, 
but  took  no  further  notice  of  her  than  if  she  had 
been  a  stray  pin  from  the  vines  young  men  and 
maidens  were  tacking  to  the  window  above  him. 

She  proceeded  to  scribble  for  dear  life  on  the 
back  of  a  cliurch  collection  card. 

"  There  !'*  she  exclaimed,  at  last.  "  Behold  me 
as  I  am  in  the  eyes  of  your  countrymen.'' 

He  read  : 

**  1.  Katharine  Keogfa,  an  Irish  woman,  bnt  really  some- 
thing of  a  lady,  and  with  rather  a  nice  English-Irish-Dublin 
accent,  bnt  strangely  uninformed  on  the  subject  of  incense 
and  wax  candles. 

**2.  Kate  Keogh,  daughter  of  a  landed  proprietor  in 
Hibemia,  but  disappointingly  ignorant  of  Orange  politics. 

*^3.  Katie  Keogh,  a  cousin  to  the  jokes  in  the  comic 
weeklies. 

'*  4.  Kitty  Keogh,  a  jolly,  all-round  Milesian  who,  the 
girls  think,  has  no  particular  feelings,  and  with  whom  the 
boys  feel  entirely  safe.^* 

''And  I  wish,"  she  said,  as  she  saw  his  eye  had 
reached  the  end  of  the  bold  writing  on  the  card, 
''  that  I  was  safe  at  home  with  my  own  dear  boy. 
Poor  old  father !  Don't  you  suppose  his  fire  is 
smoking  for  want  of  me,  and  the  puppies  are 
yapping  for  a  run  with  Kitty,  and  her  pony  has 
forgotten  how  to  leap  a  ditch  ?  Ah  !  it's  home- 
sick a  bustling  Yankee  Christmas  makes  me,  I'm 
thinking,  Dick  Dalziel." 

"  But  you  know,  Kitty,"  Dick  answered, 
''your  father  is  away  with  a  lively  hunting  party, 
and  if  ever  dogs  and  horse  had  a  faithful  keeper 
yours  hiive  in  Michael." 

"Oh,  you  ungraceful  bear!  Do  you  want  me 
to  forget  my  home  completely  ?" 

"Do  I,  indeed  ?  I  was  just  thinking  of  the 
twin  twig  of  holly  you  divided  with  me  there  last 
Christmas  for  a  philopeua.  You  know  neither 
caught  the  other  with  it,  and  it  still  holds  good 
for  this  year's  Christmas,  Kathleen." 


Kitty  Keogh's  face  was  aflame. 

"  Well !"  she  cried,  rising  and  facing  him 
stiffly,  "you  must  think  I  have  had  little  to  oc- 
cupy my  mind.  I  have  heard  you  called  dull, 
and  I  have  been  told  that  you  were  amiable  be- 
cause you  were  self-sufiScient,  and  that  you  were 
ready  to  do  things  so  you  could  control,  but  I 
never  knew  till  now  how  true  it  all  was.  And  you 
know  perfectly  well  no  one  ever  calls  me  Kath- 
leen but  father." 

Dick's  face  was  as  red  as  hers.  She  hated  to 
see  a  man  .color,  especially  a  fair  man  like  Dick. 
In  Jack  Sanford's  case  it  rather  enhanced  the 
manly  strength  of  his  dark  complexion.  She 
walked  away  abruptly,  but  when  she  retnrned  in 
an  instant  for  her  hat  Dick's  was  gone  with  him- 
self, and  hers  had  rolled  to  the  floor.  Then  she 
was  sorry  for  what  she  had  said.  She  waited  in 
vain  by  the  table  for  his  return.  She  swallowed 
her  pride  and  started  to  look  for  him. 

She  found  him  in  another  part  of  the  church, 
a  centre  of  usefulness,  never  merrier,  never  more 
glad  to  see  her,  never  more  difficult  to  approach 
for  forgiveness.  But  she  was  sure  he  avoided 
her,  and  he  did  not  touch  her  when  she  stumbled 
and  almost  fell  at  his  feet.  She  indeed  had  pre- 
pared him  not  to  rescue  her,  for  she  had  asked 
him  some  time  before  why  American  gentlemen 
were  forever  helping  people  along  after  the  man- 
ner of  conductors  and  shop  walkers.  That  thought, 
and  others  like  it,  kept  her  a  good  while  away 
from  the  church  and  any  place  Dick  was  likely  to 
frequent. 

She  had  uninterrupted  opportunity  to  see  Jack 
Sanford  as  he  really  was,  and  she  did  not  find 
him  wanting  in  anything — handsome,  amiable, 
clever,  prosperous,  admired  by  others,  and  un- 
mistakably devoted  to  herself.  She  summoned 
courage  to  stop  at  the  church  the  afternoon  be- 
fore Christmas,  when  the  decorations  were  to 
receive  an  extra  touch  for  the  next  dav,  but 
everybody  had  left  except  Lily  Sanford, 

"Oh,  is  that  you,  Kitty?"  asked  the  latter. 
"  Some  one  was  inquiring  if  you  knew  what  had 
become  of  Dick  Dalziel,  and  if  you'd  get  him  to 
look  up  an  extra  organ  pumper  for  to-morrow. 
Poor  fellow  !  it  really  is  too  bad  the  way  we  im- 
pose on  him  ;  but  he  never  fails  to  come  here  for 
service  on  Christmas  Eve,  and  I  don't  suppose 
he'll  mind  putting  up  these  fresh  stars.  I'll  just 
pile  these  here  by  his  pew,  and  hell  take  the 
hint.    We  are  all  so  dreadfully  tired  !" 

Kitty  answered  her  by  picking  up  the  stars 
and  carrying  them  to  the  farthest  corner  of  the 
church.     Lily  was  highly  indignant. 

"  Oh,  dear  me  I"  she  exclaimed.  "  I'll  give  up 
if  you're  going  to  defend  Dick  Dalziel  now  when 
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you've  been  patronizing  and  laughing  at  him  all 
these  months.  By  the  by,  Kitty,  Jack  says  Dick's 
been  out  of  town  most  of  the  week,  and  there's 
probably  an  understanding  at  lasfc  with  tha^  girl 
in  Morristown  he's  always  talking  about.  But,  of 
<;ourse,  he  took  you  into  his  confidence  at)out  it 
long  ago." 

With  which  parting  shot  Miss  Lilian  Sauford 
walked  out.  Her  friend  did  not  follow.  She 
bribed  the  sexton  to  hang  the  stars  under  her 
direction,  and  meditated  in  the  church  till  he 
proceeded  to  lock  the  doors.  The  idea  of  Dick 
on  a  loTe  hunt  again,  and  so  soon  !  She  did  not 
believe  a  word  of  it.  She  told  herself  that  over 
and  over  again.  It  was  too  absurd.  But,  then, 
why  should  he  not  want  to  marry  ?  She  grew  hot 
and  cold  as  she  thought  of  all  he  could  tell  that 
possible  other  girl  about  her. 

She  walked  courageously  into  a  postal  station, 
asked  for  a  directory,  and  shielding  the  pages 
with  her  arms  and  bowed  head,  proceeded  to  look 
tip  Richard  Dalziel,  counselor  and  attorney  at* 
law.  She  was  going  to  shock  the  proprieties  and 
•deliver  Lily's  message  at  his  office.  She  hoped 
his  partner  would  be  there,  and  his  office  boy,  and 
perhaps  a  client  or  two.  She  hoped  he  would  be 
astounded  and  displeased,  and  rude  and  rough, 
before  them,  so  she  could  cry  quits  before  he  be- 
came a  Benedict. 

She  toiled  up  dreary  stairs,  streaking  her  natty 
dress  with  the  dust  of  steps  and  banisters,  and 
was  well  jostled  by  home-bdnnd  clerks  and  boys 
€re  she  found  the  door  she  sought.  Her  heart 
failed  her  there  and  her  knock  was  timid.  Sup- 
pose Dick  had  gone  to  that  other  girl,  and  she 
lad  to  concoct  a  message  to  leave  with  a 
stranger  !  But  Dick  was  belated  and  alone.  He 
anc(wered  the  knock  himself— greatly  surprised, 
but  not  at  all  discomposed. 

He  did  not  offer'  to  shake  hands,  but  begged 
her  in  his  cheeriest  manner  to  help  herself  to  a 
•chair,  very  much  as  he  might  have  asked  any 
^ood  fellow  to  put  a  hat  updide  down  on  the 
floor,  or  place  a  cane  on  the  mantel,  or  hang  an 
•overcoat  from  a  gas  fixture.  He  candidly  thanked 
her  for  saving  him  a  journey  to  the  Sanfords'  with 
.a  letter  from  her  father  he  thought  she  might 
like  to  read.  He  professed  himself  delighted  to 
look  up  any  number  of  organ  pumpers  for  Miss 
•Sanford,  and  he  hoped  Miss  Keogh  would  oblige 
him  by  waiting  till  ho  had  finished  some  writing, 
418  he  would  very  much  like  to  see  her  eafe  in  a 
street  car. 

Miss  Keogh  selected  the  highest  office  chair  avail- 
able, and  having  screwed  it  up  till  her  feet  began 
to  leave  the  floor,  set  herself  to  contemplate  her 
aggravating  companion.    She  wondered  what  that 


other  girl  was  going  to  get  with  him  anyway  ! 
Most  outrageous  complacency,  for  one  thing;  but 
something  more,  she  had  to  acknowledge — a 
strong,  willing  hand,  a  brave,  deep,  steady  heart, 
and  withal  a  quiet  tongue.  Kitty  flushed  as  she 
thought  how  she  had  run  on  about  his  foibles. 
She  could  imagine  that  other  girl  even  learning 
to  like  them  because  they  were  his,  and  being 
sorry  when  they  were  successfully  corrected,  for 
then  there  would  be  an  end  to  the  delightful  ar- 
guings  and  blessed  making-ups  to  which  all  good 
Irish  wives  look  forward.  She  laughed  dryly  to 
herself  as  she  thought  of  associating  anything 
Irish  with  a  cautious,  mud-aud-mosquito-bred 
New  Jersey  girl. 

Dick  wondered,  as  he  furtively  watched  her  re- 
flection in  the  mantel  mirror,  what  made  Kitty's 
blue  eyes  so  dark  and  wistful,  and.  her  auburn 
head  so  pensively  tipped  to  one  side.  He  won- 
dered yet  more  when  her  face  suddenly  lighted. 
With  radiant  eyes  and  smiling  mouth  she  started 
up,  and  taking  his  hat  from  a  nail,  began  to  vig- 
orously whisk  it. 

"Dick,"  she  said,  "would  Mrs.  Sanford  think 
me  awful,  or  dreadful,  or  frightful,  to  be  here 
and  doing  this  ?" 

"She  would  simply  think  you  a  very  good 
kittycat,"  he  answered,  "to  be  looking  after  a 
lone  man  like  me  at  Christmas  time." 

"  Very  much  a  lone  man  you  are !"  she  ex- 
claimed, with  interrogation  in  her  voice. 

"  Well,  a  lone  man  I  am,  and  a  lone  man  I  will 
be,  may  it  please  yoli,  Miss  Katharine  Keogh/' 
was  his  reply,  "and  not  by  any  means  in  a  state 
of  sickly  sentiment — at  least,  never  at  Christmas, 
I  trust." 

It  was  not  very  gracious  to  smile  at  that  sad 
statement,  but  his  companion  did  give  her  little 
foot  a  confidential  smile  as  she  tapped  it  on  the 
floor  to  hurry  him  off.  As  she  locked  the  door 
after  him  a  baby  child  came  up  the  stairs  on 
hands  and  feet^  and  hoorayed  when  it  saw  him. 

"Oh,  my  goodness  me  !"  exclaimed  Dick  Dal- 
ziel. "  What  a  nuisance  !  I've  been  imprudent 
enough  to  notice  the  brat  a  few  times,  and  I  do 
believe  it  has  learned  to  tell  time  so  as  to  waylay 
me  when  I  come  in  and  go  out.  Now  I'll  have  to 
see  it  safe  home  in  the  basement." 

He  picked  it  up  brusquely,  and  the  tiny  thing 
whimpered. 

"  Why,  Dick  !"  cried  Kitty.  "  Would  you  be 
rough  with  a  little  child  at  Christmas  time  ?*' 

Then  she  leaned  over  his  arm  and  laid  her 
warm,  soft  lips,  not  on  his  cheek,  alas !  but 
on  the  child's.  Yet  she  was  near  him — she  was 
very,  very  near  him  indeed  !  And  when  they 
were  at  last  in  the  crowded  street,  and  ho  had 
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been  separated  from  her  for  a  moment,  she  slip- 
ped her  finger^  not  only  through  his  arm,  but 
into  his  hand. 

'^Ah,  me!"  she  said,  as  she  drew  him  to  a 
gaudy  shop  window.  "I  will  never  again  have 
such  Christmas  boxes  as  Uncle  Jack  used  to  send 
me  over,  and  such  unalloyed  delight  at  finding 
everything  just  what  suited  me.  Such  tears  and 
sobs  of  joy  !   Such  screams  and  wails  of  rapture  !" 

''It  is  a  pleasure  I  always  miss  at  Christmas 
now,"  Dick  echoed,  quietly,  *'the  filling  of  those 
boxes.  It  took  days  of  thought  and  tramping. 
You  know  I  was  in  your  uncle  Jack's  office 
then." 

But  she  had  turned  her  head,  and  did  not  let 
on  she  had  heard  him  at  all. 

She  began  to  hum  a  gay  little  lilt  of  her  home 
land,  and  as  they  ignored  the  cars  and  walked  up 
the  avenue  she  broke  softlv  into  the  words  of  a 
tender  song  of  sunny  skies,  green  fields  and  a 
running  brook — words  her  companion  was  des- 
tined thenceforth  to  forever  associate  with 
Christmas  Eve,  stars  overhead,  snow  underfoot, 
and  a  never-ending  stieam  of  Christmas  shop- 
pers. She  pressed  his  arm  once  or  twice,  and 
murmured  his  name,  but  when  ho  answered 
promptly  she  had  nothing  to  say. 

**  Will  you  call  and  take  me  to  evening  serv- 
ice ?"she  asked  at  the  Sanfords'  house,  adding  as 
she  slipped  in  the  door,  **In  case.  Jack  does  not 
get  home  in  time." 

Dick  found  her  waiting  for  him,  without  hat 
and  wrap,  but  arrayed  in  her  bravest  and  posed 
under  the  light  of  the  parlor  chandelier. 

'•'Am  I  not  nice?"  she  asked,  gayly.  "Or 
anin't  I,  or  ain't  I  ?  See  the  lovely  carnations 
Jack  has  brought  me  !" 

"He  has  studied  you  well  to  find  anything  so 
becoming,"  Dick  answered,  gravely. 

'*  But  did  you  ever  know  pinks  to  have  thorns  ? 
Just  feel  that  !*' 

She  placed  his  hand  firmly  on  the  bouquet  she 
wore,  closed  his  finfi^ers  and  drew  them  away  with 
the  flowers  in  their  grasp.  He  had  uncovered 
two  faded  sprigs  of  holly  pinned  together  tightly 
on  her  dress.  Then  it  was  her  turn  to  receive  a 
revelation.  She  could  hardly  recognize  the  face 
of  her  patient  friend  as  he  strode  a  step  nearer 
and  laid  a  heavy  hand  on  her  shoulder. 


"I  would  rather  die,"  he  said,  hoarsely — "I 
M'ould  rather  see  you  dead,  than  lose  m}'  faith  nv 
3'ou  and  think  of  you  as  a  flirt !" 

"Dick,"  she  answered,  slowly  and  solemnly, 
looking  him  straigiit  in  the  eye,  "Jack  saw  the- 
holly,  and  I  told  him  it  belonged  to  the  very  core 
of  the  heart  it  was  pinned  over." 

"My  level     My  little  love  !" 

He  thought  he  had  her,  but  she  swung  behind 
him  and  held  his  arms,  with  all  her  strength, 
pinioned  to  his  sides.  He  had  been  very  patient,, 
but  he  could  be  so  yet,  for  in  the  great  paw  of 
the  "ungraceful  bear"  was  crushed  a  good  per- 
tion  of  her  pretty  skirt,  and  he  could  be  as  fleet 
of  foot  as  she. 

"Call  me  Kathleen," she  demanded. 

"  Kathleen,  Kathleen,  Kathleen  !" 

"  Will  you  like  me  just  as  well  in  freckle  time, 
and  when  my  bang  hangs  dankly  in  the  miny 
breeze  ?*' 

"More  and  more  and  more,  sweetheart." 
•     "Will  I  bo  happy  with  yon  when  my  sun-spui> 
hair  has  left  me,  and  my  pearly  teeth  arc  scat- 
tered on  the  sands  of  time  ?" 

"  You  shall  never  miss  them." 

"  Will  you  promise  me  faithfully  to  tell  every- 
body I  came  over  the  ocean  after  you  ?" 

"I  will  not." 

"  Well,  can  you  forgive  me  and  trust  me,  now 
you  know  I  have  worn  the  holly  all  these  months,, 
no  matter  how  uncomfortable  it  was  ?" 

He  spoke  rapidly  and  earnestly  now. 

"  I  do  trust  you  with  everything,  Kitty — fully^ 
freely,  for  better  and  never  for  worse — with  my 
reverence  for  womanhood,  my  longing  for  ^ 
home,  my  ambitions  in  my  profession,  my  church 
life,  and  with  my  love  for  yourself,  which  last  is 
the  sum  total  of  my  existence.  Tease  me  no 
more.  Come,  give  me  back  the  sprig  of  holly 
you  spied  in  my  office  mirror  and  stole  from  my 
desk." 

Her  eyes  had  filled,  and  she  had  laid  her  head 
shyly  against  her  lover's  broad  back,  but  as  he 
paused  she  swiftly  faced  him  and  caught  him 
round  the  neck,  crying  : 

"  Philopena  !  Take  your  holly  !  Take  mine  ! 
Take  me!  And  this!  And  this!  Oh,  Dick, 
how  could  vou — could  vou  let  me  do  it  first  ?" 

For  it  was  not  the  child's  cheek  this  time. 


A   SABINE    SANCTUARY. 


Bv   E.  C.  Va: 

Fouii  hoitrs  distfint  from  Rome,  hkldcii  among 
the  Sabine  liill?,  lies  Siibinco,  the  cradle  of  the 
Benedictines,  so  well  known  by  repute  that  a 
thrill  of  keen  expectation  made  onr  pnlsea  beat 
on  a  glorious  morning  early  in  April  as  ive  set 
ont,  a  party  of  three  ladies,  to  spend  a  fortnight 
lionizing  t!io  fanione  shrine.  The  railway  line 
having  crossed  the  Campagna,  where  picturesque 
innsses  of  Roman  brickwork  and  broken  lines  of 
aquednct  arches  were  interspersed  with  flocks  of 
eheep  and  goats  or  herds  of  cattle  browsing  on 
the  short  grass,  passed  throngh  Tivoli,  affording 
lovely  glimpses  of  the  falls,  and  finally  deposited 
us  at  the  wayside  station  of  Cineto  Iloniano, 
whence  a  dilapidated  carriage  drawn  by  a  pair  of 
■excellent  little  horses  conveyed  us  to  Snbiaco,  a 
two  honrs' drive.  Space  was  limited  in  that  vehi- 
cle, but  thanks  to  snndry  morsels  of  rope  and 
cord,  prodnced  from  nnder  the  driver's  seat  or 
from  his  pockets,  our  modest  amount  of  luggage 
was  securely  fastened  on  at  the  back,  beneath  the 
hood,  and  we  set  off. 

The  highroad  follows  tho  Valley  of  the  Anio, 


a  rapidly  flowing  river  which  refreshed  ns  witii  its 
gurgle  most  of  the  time.  It  is  crossed  at  intervals 
by  low  stone  bridges.  The  fields  were  rich  in  the 
beauty  of  the  Southern  spring  ;  a  tender  veil  of 
green  clothed  the  hedges ;  cherry  trees  were 
masses  of  snowy  bloom,  contrasting  with  the  piiilt 
peach  blossom  and  the  deeper  red  of  the  Judas 
trees  which  stood  ont  like  patches  of  colored  ' 
mist  against  the  limestone  rock;  large,  sweet- 
scented  purple  and  i>hie  violets  grew  in  such  pro- 
fusion under  the  shady  banks  that  the  air  was 
perfumed  as  wo  passed  along.  Contadini  were 
everywhere  at  work,  the  women  in  bright-colored 
short  skirts,  their  gay  stays  worn  outside,  square- 
folded  white  linen  cloths  on  their  heads,  enor- 
mous gold  earrings  and  coral  necklaces  contrast- 
ing strangely  with  bare  feet ;  others  strode  along 
carrying  the  classic  copper  water  vessels  poised 
on  their  heads,  while  their  hands  were  free  to 
knit,  or  carry  the  inevitable  baby  ;  others  were 
animated  masses  of  brushwood  as  seen  from  be- 
hind, when  sinewy  legs  and  a  tattered  skirt  were 
alone  visible.     All  round  roso  bare  hills  where 
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towns  and  villages,  snch  as  Roccu  di  Cauterano, 
Marano,  Saracinesca,  Arsoli,  Boviano,  Cantaliipo> 
etc.,  were  perched  upon  apparently  precipitoas 
crags  or  impossible-looking  monntain  ledges,  lead- 
ing us  to  wonder  how  it  ever  entered  the  mind  of 
man  to  build  in  such  inaccessible  spots  !  When 
a  passing  cloud  overcasts  the  sun  these  little 
towns  appear  uniformly  flat  and  gray,  scarcely 
distinguishable  from  the  rocks  they  are  built 
amongst  and  devoid  of  all  beauty  ;  but  hardly  are 
they  touched  by  sunlight  than  a  wealth  of  color  re- 
veals itself;  their  roofs,  spotted  with  golden  lichen, 
glow  with  warmth,  curves  and  hollows  forming 
exquisite  studies  of  light  and  shade.  Steeper 
rose  the  ranges  on  either  side,  new  ones  always  un- 
folding in  front,  till  suddenly  turning  a  comer,  a 
strange  mediseval  town,  crowned  by  a  castle,  stood 
before  us,  and  passing  under  a  handsome  archway 
surmounted  by  the  Papal  arms,  we  found  our- 
selves the  centre  of  a  rabble  of  loafers.  The  sen- 
iors were  apathetic,  the  youngsters  clamorous  and 
tiresome.  Having  been  warned  that  the  inn 
(Albergo  della  Pernice)  was  mpre  celebrated  for 
dirt  than  comfort,  we  had  secured  rooms  at  the 
Casa  della  Missione,  a  convent  kept  by  French 
nuns,  who  take  in  ladies  or  priests  as  boarders. 
It  is  an  immense  building,  situated  on  a  slope  to 
the  west  of  the  town,  the  walls  six  feet  thick  ;  the 
rooms,  over  whose  doors  are  inscribed  the  names 
of  saints  —  S.  Giuseppe,  S.  Rosa  di  Viterbo,  S. 
Romano,  etc.,  open  into  wide  corridors  nearly 
200  feet  long.  The  black- robed  Sisters  belong  to 
the  Order  of  the  "Blessed  Sacrament,''  and  wear 
as  their  badge  a  silver  "monstrance'';  they  keep 
a  gratuitous  day  school  for  poor  children  on  the 
ground  floor,  and  a  middle-Class  boarding  school 
on  the  first  floor,  whence  the  sounds  of  familiar 
scales  and  exercises  rose  to  our  rooms  on  the  sec- 
ond floor.  They  were  large  and  airy,  with  brick 
pavements,  innocent  of  carpets,  whitewashed 
walls,  and  the  beds  were  most  comfortable.  Over 
each  hung  a  crucifix  and  a  holy- water  sconce. 
Everything  was  scrupulously  clean,  tiie  food  good 
and  plentiful — though  for  our  taste  there  was 
sometimes  too  much  oil  used  in  the  cooking. 
Our  meals  were  served  apart  from  either  Sisters, 
priests  or  pupils,  in  a  small  refectory  where  we 
were  waited  upon  by  lay  Sisters,  to  whose  share 
fell  all  the  housework,  our  special  tablemaid  be- 
ing little  Sister  Flavia,  with  whom  we  grew  quite 
friendly.  There  were  no  restrictions  to  our  move- 
ments, for,  as  the  Mother  Superior,  a  very  pleas- 
ing woman,  truly  said,  "  I  always  try  to  make  my 
guests  feel  they  are  free  to  do  exactly  as  they 
like  ;  it  is  all  we  have  to  offer."  The  door  of  the 
passage  was  locked  at  night  with  a  huge  key,  and 
our  steps  echoed    loudly  in   the  silence   as  we 


found  our  way  to  our  rooms  along  the  bare  floors,, 
one  dimly  burning  lamp  in  the  far  distance  being 
the  sole  illiuninant  of  our  quarters ;  and  several 
times  we  had  to  wend  our  way  up  the  stairs  after 
dinner  by  the  help  of  matches  struck  at  intervals- 
by  the  foremost.  Not  even  the  sound  of  the 
chapel  bell  reached  our  wing,  and  at  night  noth- 
ing broke  the  silence  but  the  murmur  of  the  river 
below,  the  plaintive  reedy  notes  of  the  tree  frogs, 
or  the  strokes  of  the  castle  clock  ringing  out  th& 
hours  and  their  quarters,  according  to  an  old  Ital- 
ian mode  of  reckoning  which  divides  the  twenty- 
four  hours  into  four  sets  of  six  hours.  We  had 
lovely  views  from  our  windows  looking  over  the  val- 
ley, with  the  rushing  Anio,  and  olive-corered  hills- 
behind.  To  the  end  of  our  stay  we  watched  with 
ever-fresh  delight  the  wondrous  efiFects  of  color- 
ing, the  golden  purple  reflections  of  sunset,  or  at 
night  the  deep  blue-black  of  the  heavens  where 
starry  points  of  light  seemed  to  throb  in  the 
vault  overhead  ;  martins  had  their  nests  under 
the  eaves  and  were  perpetually  flying  in  and  out,, 
steel  blue  and  snowy  white  as  they  flashed  .by  in 
the  sunlight.  The  only  man  of  the  establish- 
ment was  Innocente,  the  house  porter,  whom  we 
found  most  useful  and  obliging,  always  ready  at 
the  entrance  to  carry  up  our  impedimenta  of  pho- 
tographic camera  and  sketching  materials  or  to  go- 
messages.  To  the  Latins  the  town  was  known  a» 
Sublaqueum,  from  Nero  having  built  a  villa  men- 
tioned by  Pliny  and  Tacitus,  and  beneath  it 
dammed  up  the  Anio,  thus  forming  three  artifi- 
cial lakes  where  he  was  wont  to  fish  for  trout 
with  a  golden  net ;  and  here  it  was  that  while 
sitting  at  a  banquet,  by.. the  water  side  a  violent 
thunderstorm  swept  down,. bringing  terror  to  the 
tyrant's  soul,  for  the  lightning  shivered  the  gob- 
let to  atoms  in  his  hand,  an  evil  omen  in  those 
days  of  angury.. 

Now  the  population  numbers  6,000,  and  the 
place  is  very  dirty,  but  intensely  picturesque  ;  for, 
built  on  a  mass  of  projecting  rock,  many  of  the 
streets  are  actually  flights  of  steps.  Each  house 
door  has  a  square  piece  cut  out  of  the  lower  cor- 
ner for  the  convenience  of  the  leathered  inhabit- 
ants, for  human  beings  and  animals  apparently 
share  the  same  dwellings,  the  former  carrying  on 
most  of  the  operations  of  daily  life  in  the  open. 
The  women  are  remarkably  handsome,  with  clear 
olive  complexions,  regular  features,  dark  eyes  and 
magnificent  hair  springing  low  on  their  foreheads 
into  bewitching  waves.  Their  carriage  is  splen- 
did, from  the  habit,  learnt  in  earliest  childhood^ 
of  poising  heavy  burdens  on  their  heads,  necessi- 
tating perfect  balance  and  erectness  of  gait.  As 
they  sit  on  their  doorsteps,  holding  tightly  swad- 
dled babies  in  their  arms,  they  remind  one  forci- 
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biy  of  many  of  Haphaers  Madonnafi ;  while  on 
the  other  haiid  the  old  women  who  sit  spinning 
or  shelling  beans  are  the  most  veritable  hags. 
Subjects  for  pencil  or  brush  meet  one's  eye  on 
every  side :  gloomy  interiors,  where  hand  looms 
are  being  worked ;  dark  archways  with  shrines, 
marked  by  a  twinkling  oil  lamp,  hidden  in  their 
recesses,  leading  to  a  dazzling  patch  of  light  be- 
yond ;  beautiful  gray  oxen,  with  soft,  sad  eyes, 
drinking  at  the  fountain  in  the  piazza,  where 
women  are  also  grouped,  filling  their  copper 
*'  conche,'*  dull  in  color  till  the  sunlight  catches 
them,  then  glowing  like  tawny  gold  as  their 
owners  bear  them  off  on  their  heads  in  uncon- 
sciously graceful  attitudes ;  or  a  contadino  in 
goatskin  jacket  and  trousers  stops  to  kiss  the 
wooden  cross  by  the  roadside  as  he  passes  on  his 
way. 

Though  familiar  with  many  other  parts  of  Italy, 
we  all  agreed  from  the  first  that  the  infantine 
population  of  Subiaco  far  exceeded  that  of  any 
other  locality,  and  on  inquiry  we  ascertained  that 
the  *' trovatelli"  (foundlings)  from  Eome  are 
farmed  to  the  contadini,  many  of  whom,  in  spite 
of  having  large  families  of  their  own,  afterward 
adopt  the  waifs  and  treat  them  very  kindly.  We 
were  invariably  accompanied  by  a  self-constituted 
rear  and  body  guard  of  ragged  boys,  who,  how- 
ever, were  respectful  and  fairly  unobtrusive  except 
when  photography  or  sketching  was  attempted ; 
then  the  circle  closed  in,  and  work  had  to  be  pur- 
sued under  difficulties.  But  the  adults  of  the 
healthy,  sunburnt  population,  whose  staple  food 
consisted  of  maize-flour  porridge  or  bread,  and 
whose  life  is  one  continuous  round  of  toil  and 
hardship,  were  always  smiling  and  good-natured, 
curiously  simple  and  kindly,  ready  to  please,  re- 
sponding with  i*ough  courtesy  to  the  smallest  ad- 
vance. Rush-bottomed  chairs  would  be  produced 
unsolicited,  and  handed  over  the  heads  of  the 
crowd  to  the  spot  where  we  had  stopped  to  sketch, 
often  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  or  pn-lookers 
would  be  warded  off  when  their  eagefuess  to  watch-; 
led  them  to  press  too  much  upon  us ;  good  nature 
and  courtesy  on  our  part  always  met  their  equal 
and  reward.  Many  of  the  children  are  fair-haired 
and  blue-eyed,  with  tanned  complexions,  belying 
their  Southern  origin ;  mostly  barefoot,  they 
Bcranibled  up  and  down  the  rocks  (ind  mountain 
paths  with  the  ease  and  agility  of  goats.  **  Date 
mi  mezzo  baioccho"  (Give  me  a  half-penny),  was 
the  universal  request,  sometimes  with  the  addi- 
tion of  *'Buona  donna"  (good  woman)  or'*'gnor 
donna'';  but  there  was  no  impertinence  in  the 
begging,  and  the  words  were  generally  accom- 
panied by  a  merry  twinkle  of  the  eyes  and  a  spar- 
kle of  white  teeth.     Occasionally  a  bunch  of  pur- 


ple irises  or  sweet  violets  would  be  held  out. with 
a  timid ''Volete  le  viole  ?"  (Will  you  have  the 
violets  ?)  Their  language  was  a  patois  with  many 
Neapolitan  expressions.  Some  of  their  remarks 
upon  ourselves  were  most  entertaining,  such  as 
the  following,  the  upshot  of  a  conversation  be- 
tween two  urchins  who  had  been  discussing  us 
freely,  one  of  whom  ends  up  with,  '*Saranno 
Cristiani  ?"  (Will  they  be  Christians  ?),  to  which 
his  companion  doubtfully  responds,  **  Chi  lo  sa  ?" 
(Who  knows  ?). 

The  Castle  of  La  Rocca,  which  was  built  in  the 
Middle  Ages,  stands  high  above  the  town.  For 
years  it  was  a  summer  resort  of  the  Popes,  and 
one  of  its  towers  still  goes  by  the  name  of  ''  La 
Borgiana,"  in  memory  of  Cardinal  Rodrigo  Bor- 
gia (Alexander  VL),  who  resided  here.  A  broad 
winding  road,  bordered  in  places  by  olive  trees, 
leads  the  visitor  in  about  ten  minutes  to  the  sum- 
mit of  the  rock.  At  intervals  are  marble  seats 
formed  of  most  exquisitely  carved  old  Corinthian 
capitals,  whose  intricate  and  delicate  combina- 
tions of  acanthus  leaves  and  scrolls  would  be 
treasure-trove  to  an  art  designer.  In  the  gray 
stone  walls,  tantalizingly  out  of  reach,  grew  yellow 
wallflowers,  scenting  the  air,  while  the  grass  be- 
neath was  purple  with  violets.  Inside  the  castle 
building  are  suites  of  bare  rooms  with  marble 
floors,  their  only  furniture  a  few  stiff,  high- 
backed  chairs ;  quaint  old  frescoes,  representing 
localities  in  the  neighborhood,  adorn  the  walls; 
the  throne  room  is  hung  with  magnificent  crim- 
son brocade ;  but  all  is  desolate  to  a  degree, 
though  doubtless  gratefully  cool  during  the  three 
months  of  hottest  summer,  when  it  is  occupied 
by  Cardinal  Macchi.  From  the  wind-swept  ter- 
race in  front  there  is  a  splendid  view.  Subiaco 
lies  below,  and  its  sounds  rise  softened  by  dis- 
tance, while  the  eye  rests  upon  ranges  of  hills 
with  exquisite  cloud  shadows  thrown  across  them. 
To  the  east,  where  the  valley  makes  a  sudden 
turn,  nestles  the  Convent  of  Santa  Scolastica. 

The  chief  charm  and  interest  of  the  place  cen- 
tres in  the  Sacro  Speco,  and  the  memories  of  its 
founder,  St.  Benedict,  whose  history  is  thus  sum- 
marized by  Mrs.  Jameson  :  *'  Hither  (to  Subiaco), 
foui*  centuries  after  the  time  of  Nero  (circa  a.  d. 
500),  when  the  recollection  of  his  orgies  had  given 
place  to  silence  and  solitude,  a  young  patrician, 
sprung  from  the  noble  family  of  the  Anicii,  which 
gave  Gregory  the  Great  to  the  church,  and  many 
other  saints  to  the  sacred  calendar,  fied  from  the 
seductions  of  the  capital,  to  seek  repose  for  his 
soul,  with  God  alone  as  his  companion.  The  fugi- 
tive's name  was  Beuedictus,  or  'the  blessed  one.' 
He  was  only  fourteen  when  he  renounced  his  fort- 
une, his  family  and  the  world.     It  was  to  Mento- 
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relln  that  lie  first  fled,  ami  thither  he  was  followed  lent  her  n  stone  eieve  to  make  bread  after  the 

by  his  faithful  nurse  Cyrilia,  who  could  not  bear  manner  of  the  mountain  district ;  she  let  it  fall 

to  think  that  the  child  of  her  nfFections  was  alone  out  of  her  hands,  and  it  ivio  broken  to  pieces. 

and  uncarjd  for,  who  begged  for  him  and   pro-  Moved  by  her  distress,  Benedict  prayed  over  the 

pared  the  small  modicum  of  food  wliicli  lie  could  fragments,  and   tliey  are  said   to  have  instantiy 

be  pravailed  upon  to  take.     Some  iieiglibor  had  joined  togetiier  !    This  was  his  first  miracle.    Tcr- 

riScd  by  the  excitement  it  caused. 


and  at  seeing  the  sieve  hung  up  in 
the  village  church  as  a  relic,  Bene- 
dict evaded  the  solicitude  of  liis 
nurse,  iind  escaped  unseen  by  any- 
one to  the  gorge  of  Subiaco,  where 
lie  fonnd  a  cave  (tho  Sacro  S[>cco) 
in  the  rooks  above  the  Falls  of  the 
Anio,  into  wliich  not  even  a  ray  of 
sun  could  penetrate.  Here  he  lived 
for  three  years,  his  biding  place  nn- 
known  to  anyone  except  to  Ro- 
mauus,  a  monk  who  dwelt  amid  a 
colony  of  anchorites  founded  by  Si. 
Clement  on  the  ruins  of  Nero'a 
villa.  By  him  he  was  provided  with 
a  garment  made  of  tlie  skin  of  a 
beast,  and  each  day  Romanug  let 
down  to  hint  from  the  top  of  the 
vock  the  half  of  his  daily  loaf,  giv- 
ing him  notice  of  its  approach  by 
the  ringing  of  a  bell  suspended  to 
the  same  rope  with  the  food.  .  .  . 
The  fame  of  the  young  saint  now 
extended  through  all  the  country 
round  ;  the  shepherds  and  poor 
villagers  brougjit  their  sick  to  his 
cavern  to  be  healed ;  others  begged 
his  prayers;  they  contended  with 
each  other  who  should  supply  the 
humble  portion  of  food  whicli  he 
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reqnired  ;  and  a  iieigliboring 
■society  of  liertnits  aotit  to  re- 
■qiieat  that  he  vrouk)  place 
himaelf  at  tlieir  head.  Beiie- 
■dict,  knowing  sonietlniig  of 
4,he  moralB  and  matniers  of 
thia  community,  refused  iit 
firat,  and  only  yielded  upon 
-great  pcrsunaion,  and  in  tlie 
hope  tliat  he  miglit  be  able  to 
reform  tlie  abuses  which  hod 
tieen  introduced  into  tiiia 
■monaatery.  But  when  thei'e, 
tho  sti'ictnees  of  hie  life  filled 
thcBe  perverted  men  witli  envy 
Mid  alarm,  and  one  of  them 
attempted  to  poison  him  in  a 
cup  of  wine.  Benedict,  on 
the  Clip  being  presented  to 
liim,  bleseed  it  na  iiBual,  mak- 
ing t!te  sign  of  the  croaa ;  the 
cup  inatantly  fell  from  the 
handB  of  the  traitor,  was 
broken  and  ita  contents  spilt 
on  the  ground.  He  thereupon 
rose  up,  and  telling  the  monks 
that  they  must  provide  tliem- 
selvea  with  another  Superior, 
-left  them,  and  returned  to  his 
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solitary  cave  at  Subiaco,  where,  to  use  the  words 
of  St.  Gregory,  '  he  dwelt  with  himself/  that  is, 
he  did  uot  allow  his  spirit  to  go  beyond  the  bounds 
he  had  assigned  to  it,  keeping  it  always  in  presence 
of  his  conscience  and  his  God.  But  now  Siibinco 
could  no  longer  be  styled  a  desert,  for  it  was 
crowded  with  the  hnts  and  the  cells  of  those 
whom  the  fame  of  his  sanctity,  his  virtues  and 
his  miracl,es  had  gathered  round  him.  At  length, 
in  order  to  introduce  some  kind  of  discipline  and 
order  into  this  community,  he  directed  them  to 
construct  twelve  monasteries,  in  each  of  which  he 
placed  twelve  disciples,  with  a  Superior  over  them. 
Many  had  come  from  Rome  and  from  other 
cities ;  and  amongst  others  came  two  Roman  sen- 
ators, Anicius  and  Tertullus,  men  of  high  rank, 
bringing  to  him  their  sons,  Maurus  and  Placidus, 
with  an  earnest  request  that  he  would  educate 
them  in  the  way  of  salvation.  Maurus  was  at  this 
titpe  a  boy  of  about  eleven  or  twelve  years  old, 
and  Placidus,  a  child  not  more  than  five.  Bene- 
dict took  them  under  his  peculiar  care,  and  his 
community  continued  for  several  years  to  increase 
in  number  and  celebrity,  in  brotherly  charity  and 
in  holiness  of  life.  .  .  .  Toward  the  close  of  his 
long  life  Benedict  was  consoled  for  many  troubles 
by  the  arrival  of  his  sister  Scolastica^'  (at  Monte 
Oassino,  whither  he  had  journeyed,  there  to  found 
the  celebrated  house  of  his  order),  ''  who  had  al- 
ready devoted  herself  to  a  religious  life,  and  now 
took  up  her  residence  in  a  retired  cell  about  a 
league  and  a  half  from  his  convent.  Very  little 
is  known  of  Scolastica,  except  that  she  emulated 
her  brother's  piety  and  self-denial ;  and  although 
it  is  not  said  that  she  took  any  vows,  she  is  gen- 
erally considered  as  the  first  Benedictine  nun.*' 

To  see  this  historic  site  was  the  aim  of  our  trip, 
so  on  the  morning  after  our  arrival  we  set  out 
for  the  Sacro  Speco,  or  holy  cave,  an  hour's  dis- 
tance from  the  town.  As  the  carriage  road  goes 
only  part  of  the  way  we  had  ordered  donkeys. 
The  saddles  were  mere  pack  saddles,  for  here  men 
and  women  alike  sit  astride,  and  we  had  to  bal- 
ance ourselves  as  best  we  could,  without,  how- 
ever, adopting  the  local  fashion.  Leaving  the 
town  behind  us,  we  went  along  a  good  high- 
road for  about  a  mile,  the  Anio  fiowing  in  the 
valley  to  our  right,  past  wayside  shrines  with 
rows  of  tiny  terra-cotta  lamps  of  antique  form, 
fed  with  oil  by  pious  hands.  One  of  them,  known 
as  "  La  Madonna  della  Febbre,*'  is  very  ancient, 
and  specially  interesting  from  having  been  erected 
on  the  spot  once  occupied  by  the  temple  of  a 
heathen  goddess  who  preserved  her  votar.es  from 
attacks  of  fever.  The  fresco  of  the  Virgin  origi- 
nally painted  on  the  rock  is  almost  obliterated  by 
time,  and  has  been  replaced  by  a  modern  picture. 


A  lamp  before  it  burns  night  and  day  ;  hundreds 
of  scapularies  hang  round,  votive  offerings  from 
those  who  have  benefited  by  their  own  or  their 
friends'  intercessions  ,when  fever  has  laid  them 
low.  The  contadini  still  believe  firmly  in  the 
special  virtues  of  the  shrine,  and  may  be  seen 
kneeling  there,  and,  as  they  rise,  dropping  a  coin 
into  the  padlocked  iron  money  box  which  hanga 
on  one  side. 

As  they  pass  these  wayside  sanctuaries,  though 
they  may  not  pause,  the  men  raise  their  hats, 
and  the  women  cross  themselves,  murmuring  an 
"  Ave.'^  Call  it  ignorance,  superstition,  what  you 
will,  the  fact  remains  that  these  people  still  cher- 
ish their  simple,  blind,  unreasoning  faith.  Surely 
it  is  well  that  in  their  colorless  lives,  lived  at 
such  a  low  level,  there  should  be  even  these  re- 
minders of  a  higher  existence,  a  purer  'atmos- 
phere and  a  hope  of  better  things  to  come. 

At  the  foot  of  the  hill,  where  the  Ponte  S. 
Mauro  crosses  the  Anio,  the  highroad  turns  off 
to  Olevano,  and  we  took  the  footpath  np  the 
gorge.    On  the  right  are  the  ruins  of  Nero's  villa, 
mere  masses  of  reticulated  brickwork.     Upward 
winds  the  path,  growing  more  and  more  steep. 
Our  surefooted  donkeys  picked  their  way  amongst 
the  loose  stones,  and  often  as  they  turned  cor- 
ners our  eyes  rested  on  the  precipitous  depths  of 
the  valley,  for  no  parapet  wall  prevented  the  don- 
keys from  following  their  usual  habit  of  walking 
along  the  outside  edge.    Bare  rocks  were  strewn 
around,  and  the  opposite  slopes  of  Monte  Car- 
pineto  were  clothed  with  hornbeams  (carpineto), 
whose  buds  were  just  bursting,  and  the  air  waa 
fragrant  with  the  scent  of  wild  box  which  grew 
profusely  amongst  the  bowlders.     The  monastery 
of  S.  Scolastica  is  reached  first,  a  large  bnilding, 
now  a  seminary,  wliere  young  priests  are  edu- 
cated.    It  was  founded  by  tlie  Abbot  Honoratus, 
St.  Benedict's  successor,  in  memory  of  the  sain t's^ 
devoted    sister  Scolastica  ;    the    Lombards    and 
Saracens  completely  devastated  it  during  one  of 
their  raids,  but  it  was  rebuilt  in  981 ;  since  then 
it  has  been  entirely  modernized,  the  picturesque 
campanile   and  one  of  the  cloisters   (of  which 
there  are  three)  alone  dating  from  1053.  Its  posi- 
tion is  fine,  as  it  occupies  a  rocky  plateau  on  the 
face  of  the  hill,  its  edge  a  precipice,  with  the^ 
Anio  foaming  in  the  gorge  below. 

After  some  further  climbing  in  the  hot  sun 
we  were  thankful  to  enter  the  delicious  shade  of 
the  ilex  grove  which  lies  beneath  the  monastery. 
Since  the  fifth  century  these  gnarled  and. twisted 
trees,  whose  mossy  trunks  are  feathered  with 
ferns,  have  never  been  touched  by  knife  or  prun- 
ing hook.  There  is  no  shade  so  dense  as  theirs, 
no  effect  of  light  more  exquisite  than  when  sun- 
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beams  play  at  hide  aud  seek  through  its  depths. 
At  the  top  of  the  avenue  we  dismounted,  as- 
cended a  narrow  flight  of  steps^  wlien^  lo  and  be- 
hold 1  the  monastery,  hitherto  unseen,  lay  before 
us.  Its  situation  is  unrivaled.  Overtopped  by 
enormous  crags,  it  is  literally  built  in  and  under 
rocks  which  drop  almost  sheer  down  some  two 
hundred  feet  into  the  river  bed.  Not  a  flower 
and  but  few  rock  shrubs  grow  in  the  arid  lime- 
stone to  shelter  the  great  green  lizards  which  bask 
in  the  sun.  Brilliant  butterflies  floated  about, 
pausing  for  a  moment  on  the  box  hedges  of  the 
tiny  garden  where  slender  black  cypresses  taper 
here  and  there  among  a  few  gray  ulive  trees ; 
martins  circled  round  ;  an  eagle,  with  outspread 
pinions,  hovered  in  the  air  above  as  we  gazed. 
The  solitude  was  absolute,  peace  reigned,  and 
the  world's  jarring  voices  seemed  far  away ; 
only  the  deep-toned  bell  of  S.  Scolastica  sounded 
from  below,  its  echoes  borne  up  the  valley  by 
the  midday  breeze,  till  they,  too,  trembled 
away  into  silence.  Far  as  the  eye  could  reach 
ranges  of  hills  intersected  by  deep  valleys  rose 
against  the  blue  background  of  sky,  with  here 
and  there  a  village  or  a  convent  crowning  some 
apparently  inaccessible  peak.  Leaving  the  warmth 
and  brightness,  we  entered  a  passage  where  the 
air  struck  chill,  and  over  the  door  of  which  we 
read  the  following  inscription  :  ''  Here  is  the 
cradle  of  the  Order  of  St.  Benedict,  patriarch  of 
the  monks  of  the  West." 

This  led  us  into  the  upper  church.  A  hush 
fell  upon  us,  for,  coming  out  of  the  external  glare, 
this  unique  sanctuary  struck  us  as  gloomy,  silent, 
yet  intensely  devotional.  On  our  eyes  adapting 
themselves  to  its  twilight  we  became  aware  that 
every  inch  of  wall  space,  ceiling  as  well  as  pillars, 
wa's»  covered  by  curious  old  frescoes,  some  of 
them  dim  and  faded,  but  all  instinct  with  the 
reverence  of  those  days  when  men  painted  upon 
their  knees.  Gradually  out  of  the  darkness  there 
grew  a  glitter  of  mosaic  :  a  golden  aureole  round 
the  stiff  figure  of  a  virgin  or  martyr  with  sweet, 
serious  face  ;  an  angel  head  ;  a  jeweled  robe ;  out- 
spread wings ;  an  uplifted  hand  with  the  marks 
of  the  stigmata ;  a  lamb  wearing  a  crown  ;  mys- 
tic, poetic  forms  and  fancies  such  as  Fra  Angelico 
loved  to*  paint,  rich  in  coloring  and  imagination 
as  the  page  of  some  rare  old  missal.  These  fres- 
coes, than  which  Italy  holds  few  finer,  embrace 
various  styles  and  schools  in  the  history  of  paint- 
ing, from  the  Byzantine  and  Oiottoesque  down  to 
that  of  the  fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries. 
Those  in  the  upper  church  (built  in  1116  to  re- 
semble a  miniature  cathedral)  represent  scenes 
from  the  life  of  our  Lord,  of  which  the  Cruci- 
fixion  is  perhaps  the  finest.     In  it  angels  are 


''catching  the  streams  of  blood  which  flow  from 
the  divine  wounds ;  the  soul  of  Dismas,  the  peni- 
tent thief,  is  received  by  an  angel,  while  that  of 
Gesmas  is  carried  off  by  a  black  demon.''  The 
pulpit  dates  from  the  thirteenth  century,  and  the 
font,  once  the  sarcophagus  of  a  Roman  child,  is 
adorned  in  relief  with  birds  and  flowers ;  the 
background  of  the  high  altar  is  bare  rock,  the 
natural  cavern  producing  a  strange  effect  as  seen 
through  a  triple  arch  and  hanging  lamps.  The* 
four  chapels  are  enriched  with  scenes  from  the 
life  of  St.  Benedict,  portraits  of  his  followers  and 
Ids  sister ;  finally  he  is  represented  lying  on  hi» 
deathbed  in  the  black  robe  of  his  order,  whil» 
from  his  mouth  issues  an  angel  on  a  ray  of  light, 
bearing  the  soul  of  the  saint  in  semblance  of  a 
naked  doll  I  The  angel,  with  his  strictly  Greek 
profile,  almond-shaped  eyes  and  gently  inclined 
head,  evidently  belongs  to  a  period  in  art  long  be- 
fore Giotto's  time. 

Hence  a  flight  of  steps  leads  down  to  the  sec- 
ond church,  whose  walls  are  decorated  with  re* 
markablo  frescoes  by  Concioli  (a  rare  Umbrian 
master  who  lived  in  1219,  before  Cimabue's  day), 
very  hard  to  decipher  owing  to  lack  of  light,  but 
as  far  as  we  could  see  commemorating  the  Death 
and  Burial  of  the  Virgin,  the  Massacre  of  the  In- 
nocents, etc.  Beneath  this  church  is  yet  another, 
reached  by  a  staircase  known  as  '*  La  Scala  Santa," 
because  trodden  by  St.  Benedict,  now  ascended 
by  his  followers  on  their  knees.  On  the  wall  to 
one's  right  on  descending  is  a  strange  fresco 
representing  the  Triumph  of  Death  celebrated  in 
Petrarch's  famous  sonnet.  Death,  a  skeleton  on 
horseback,  holding  a  drawn  sword,  takes  no 
notice  of  the  outstretched  arms  of  the  sick  and 
aged  who  implore  him  to  visit  them,  but,  spring- 
ing across  the  corpses  on  the  ground,  hews  down 
a  young  man  as  he  talks  gayly  to  his  comrades. 
Opposite,  on  the  left,  another  fresco  shows  three 
open  coffins  where  the  corpse  of  a  woman  is  rep- 
resented in  different  stages  of  corruption,  while 
an  old  man  is  pointing  out  this  example  of  the 
evanescence  of  human  beauty  and  preaching  the 
vanity  of  the  world  to  three  handsome,  richly  at- 
tired youths  with  falcons  on  their  wrists,  who 
listen  in  awe  and  fear.  The  painter  to  whom  we 
owe  this  extraordinary  picture  is  unknown,  but  it 
would  seem  to  belong  to  the  time  of  Ghirlandajo. 

Tradition  and  legend  are  so  closely  interwoven 
with  the  life  of  St.  Benedict  that  at  this  date  it 
becomes  difficult  to  sift  truth  from  flction,  but  at 
every  step  we  took  we  were  reminded  of  his 
strange  existence.  The  naked  rock  forms  the 
walls  of  almost  every  chapel,  and  in  one  of  the 
darkest  we  distinguished,  standing  in  startling 
contrast  to  the  dim  surroundings,  a  life-size  statue 
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of  the  Eaint  in  pure  white  murblc.  Fi'om  a  win- 
dow we  looked  down  on  a  narrow  ledge  of 
rock  with  a  little  strip  of  garOea  full  of  care- 
fnlly  tended  roses,  once,  it  is  said,  occupied  by  a 
thicket  of  tlioniB  where  Benedict,  in  excess  of 
zeal,  used  to  roll  hiniself,  tliDS  to  mortify  his 
flesli  !  Seven  liundred  years  later  another  saint, 
Ki-ancis  of  Asaisi,  after  Iiaving  knelt  in  prayer, 
planted  two  rose  trees  on  the  same  spot.  To-day 
the  roses  of  St,  Francis,  tlie  apostle  of  love, 
have  entirely  sujieraeded  the  tliorns  of  St. 
Benedict  t  The  ciiurclics  were  tingnarded,  and 
we  were  left  wholly  to  ourselves,  wandering 
about  as  we  chose,  the  solemn  bennty  of  the 
place  growing  more  and  more  npon  us.  Occa- 
sionally a  biuck-robed  friar  would  glide  noise- 
lesaly  in  and  kneel  before  one  of  tlie  altars; 
lights  glimmered  like  stars  from  dark  corners, 
gleams  of  color  suddenly  appearing  on  hitherto 
unseen  frescoes  as  tlie  sun  rose  high  enough  to 
penetrate  the  interior  through  one  or  other  of 
the  rare  windows.  No  soutid  broke  tlie  still- 
ness but  the  rush  of  tho  distant  Anio,  or  the 
croak  of  the  three  convent  ravens  always  cher- 
ished in  memory  of  tlie  legend  tliat  ravens  car- 
ried oS  tlio  poisoned  loaf  sent  to  the  saitit  by 
an  enemy.  Suddenly,  as  we  stood  in  the  second 
church,  there  burst  upon  usasolemn  "Gloria," 
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echoing  grandly  through  the 
empty  sanctuary  from  the 
monks'  private  cliapel  as  they 
ended  the  chanting  of  the 
morning  psalms. 

Time,  however,  was  run- 
ning on,  and  wc  hml  reluc- 
tantly to  leave  the  twiliglit 
gloom  and  emerge  into  the 
full  blaze  of  the  suu.  Below 
the  churcli  is  a  little  court,  or 
more  correctly  a  passage,  oc- 
cupied by  a  kneeling  statue  of 
tlic  founder,  his  right  hand 
extended  toward  the  huge 
overhanging  brow  of  rock 
(which  seems  about  to  crush 
the  buildings  beneath  it),  in 
remcmbi-ance  of  the  occasion 
when  he  is  said  to  have  ad- 
jured the  rock  thus:  "Stand 
still,  0  rock,  and  do  not  harm 
my  children." 

A  monk  in  his  Wmbre 
h.-ibit,  with  cowl  drawiKover 
his  head,  was  slowly  pacing 
the  terrace,  but  never  raised 
his  eyes  from  his  book.    Still, 
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as  in  tlie  days  of  its 
infancy,  the  Rule  eii- 
forcea  three  virtnea: 
silence,  humility  and 
obedience,  linked 
witU  three  occiipa-  . 
tions,  worship  of  God, 
study  and  mannnl 
labor. 

As  wc  leaned  against 
the  protecting  para- 
pet wall,  with  a  radi- 
ant sky  overhead,  soft, 
balmy  air  caressing 
onr  faces,  and  an 
April  ann  glorifying 
nil  that  wondrous 
view,  wo  could  hardly 
picture  to  ourselves 
another  scene,  wlien, 
in  winter,  the  snow 
spreads  a  white  pnll 
over  the  hillsides,  the 
wind  sweeps  down  the 
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I  icy  blast,  whis- 
lugh  giinnt  trees 
opposite  as  they  rear  their 
leafless  heads  nnder  a  leadori 
sky ;  truly,  it  miiat  be  a  pros- 
pect of  unutterable  desola- 
tion, and  the  sons  of  Bene- 
dict, cut  ofE  as  they  tlien  are 
from  all  communication  with 
the  outer  world,  must  feel  op- 
pressed by  loneliness.  Great 
must  be  the  courage  which 
can  face  the  monotony  of  ex- 
istence under  such  circiim- 
stancea — strong,  however  mis- 
taken, the  faith  which  can 
console  amid  euch  surround- 
ings. Yet  "from  this  wild 
solitude  and  these  arid  moun- 
tains sprang  the  cloisters  from 
wliich  the  monks  in  tlie  dark 
Middle  Ages  spread  the  seeds 
of  learning,  and  in  their 
lonely  cells  svrote  down  the 
chronicles  of  events  which  in 
after  time  helped  to  make  up 
the  history  of  tlie  world." 

In  our  wanderings  about 
Snhiaco  wo  one  morning  de- 
scended to  tlie  pictureaqno 
old  Bridge  ot  S,  Francesco, 
at  the   tvestern  entrance    to 
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the  town.  A  single  arch,  with  a  lichen-covered 
gate  tower,  spans  the  Anio,  on  whose  banks 
women  were  busily  washing  clothes;  the  town, 
crowned  by  its  castle,  rises  behind  a  perfect  ar- 
tistic composition.  Sauntering  further  up  the  road, 
we  passed  through  the  cemetery  into  a  delicious 
macchia  (wood)  where  the  green  grass  was  jew- 
-eled  with  a  wealth  of  blossoms;  crimson  cycla- 
men, starlike  primroses,  periwinkles,  anemones, 
«weet-scented  violets,  hypaticasand  deep  sapphire* 
blue  lithospermum  carpeted  the  ground,  while 
the  liquid  notes  of  nightingales  filled  the  air. 
We  had  picked  as  many  flowers  as  our  hands 
oonld  hold,  and  were  congratulating  ourselves  on 
having  found  such  a  paradise,  when  a  young 
brown-frocked  iF'ranciscan,  with  sandaled  feet  and 
rope-girt  waist,  appeared  from  the  neighboring 
monastery  and  ordered  us  to  quit  forthwith,  as, 
without  a  special  permission  from  the  Pope,  wo- 
men (or  as  he  put  it,  *'  il  sesso  femminile,'')  could 
not  be  tolerated  in  the  wood  guarded  by  the 
sacred  ''clausura,'' added  to  which  were  we  not 
heretics  !  So,  sarcastically  thanking  him  for  his 
information,  and  advising  him  in  future  to  put 
up  warning  notices  at  each  corner  of  the  ground, 
besides  mending  the  many  gaps  in  his  fencing, 
we  leisurely  took  ourselves  off. 

Another  time  we  climbed  up  through  the  town, 
along  the  brow  of  a  hill,  till  we  reached  a  deso- 
late house  standing  in  neglected  grounds ;  the 
glass  was  gone  from  the  windows ;  weeds  grew 
up  to  the  door ;  a  grass-grown  path  led  to  what 
must  formerly  have  been  a  summerhouse,  over- 
looking shelving  precipices  of  rock,  flanked  by 
two  lilac  trees  and  some  bushes  of  rosemary  in 
full  flower ;  on  one  side  the  eye  rested  on  bleak 
gray  hills,  a  very  wilderness  of  stones,  while  on 
the  other  side  of  the  valley  every  inch  of  ground 
was  cultivated,  woods  clothing  the  slopes.  We 
sat  long  under  those  olive  trees,  enjoying  the 
quiet  and  the  delicious  air,  fragrant  with  the 
scent  of  sweet  herbs;  a  vesper  bell  tinkled  in 
the  distance,  for  it  was  a  Sunday,  and  as  we  passed 
back  to  our  quarters,  the  men,  in  clean  shirts, 
blue  cloth  jackets  and  breeches,  felt  hats  and 
knitted  brown  woolen  gaiters,  were  streaming  out 
of  the  church  door,  while  the  women,  with  their 
squarely  folded  white  headdresses,  still  knelt 
within,  on  one  side  of  the  aisle. 

Our  time  admitted  of  only  two  more  excursions, 
one  on  donkeys  (for  there  is  no  carriage  road)  up 
the  gorge  which  runs  below  the  Sacro  Speco  and 
forming  the  bed  of  the  Anio  ;  it  is  a  wild  spot, 
the  path  strewn  with  enormous  fragments  of 
rock  detached  by  weather,  and  in  winter  hurled 
down  by  storms  into  the  valley,  creating  ruin 
and  havoc,  rendering  it  dangerous  and  at  times 


impassable  for  the  charcoal  burners  who  come 
down  from  the  distant  village  of  Yenne,  guiding 
strings  of  mules  or  donkeys  laden  with  sacks  of 
charcoal. 

The  other  was  the  drive  to  Olevano,  two  and  a 
half  hours  from  Subiaco.  Our  smart  little  Cam- 
pagna  horses,  with  their  pretty  heads,  long  tails 
and  jingling  bells,  took  us  over  the  gro^lnd  at  a 
capital  pace,  through  a'mountainous  district  com- 
posed of  limestone  and  sandstone,  dry  and  barren, 
a  very  desert  at  times,  with  no  human  habitation 
in  sight  except  such  extraordinary  villages  as 
Givitella,  which  occupies  an  isolated  peak  exposed 
to  every  wind  of  heaven.  There  was  no  sign  of 
water,  save  at  one  point  where  we  looked  down 
on  a  marsh.  In  winter  the  rains  swell  it  to  a 
lake,  but  at  this  season  it  had  dwindled  to  a  reed- 
fringed  pool.  Flowers  did  not  grow  in  this 
parched  soil  till  we  neared  Olevano,  where  moister 
banks  were  one  glory  of  primroses  and  violets. 
Having  staid  at  Olevano  on  a  previous  occasion, 
we  stopped  short  of  the  town,  taking  shelter 
from  the  blazing  sun  under  some  gigantic  rocks. 
Truly  ''the  shadow  of  a  great  rock  in  a  weary 
land  "  was  grateful,  and  we  wondered  whether  the 
hills  of  Palestine  resembled  these. 

Our  last  day  was  spent  exploring  Subiaco  itself, 
and  visiting  a  convent  of  Benedictine  nuns,  fa- 
mous for  its  manufacture  of  '*  mostacioli,''  a  pe- 
culiar kind  of  cake  made  of  pounded  almonds, 
butter,  eggs  and  sugar.  The  inmates  are  strictly 
cloistered,  as  we  found  when  we  went  to  order 
some  of  their  dainties,  for  instead  of  a  wicket 
with  gratings  we  were  confronted  by  what  seemed 
to  be  a  barrel  mounted  upright  on  pivots.  A 
bell  rope  hung  beside  it.  On  pulling  it  vigor- 
ously we  heard  steps  approaching,  and  at  a  tiny 
hole  in  the  circumference  of  the  barrel  we  saw  a 
pale-blue  eye  appear.  Then  a  muffled,  toothless 
voice  asked  our  business.  The  effect  was  most 
uncanny.  In  reply  to  our  inquiries  the  barrel  re- 
volved, and  a  set  of  shelves  were  disclosed,  on 
which  were  laid  the  cakes  we  sought.  Their  price 
was  mumbled  from  behind,  the  eye  watching  us 
unceasingly  as  we  made  our  selection  and  de- 
posited the  necessary  coin  ;  then  a  turn  was  given 
to  the  barrel  and  its  outside  again  presented  to 
us.  We  prolonged  our  stay  for  two  days  beyond 
our  intended  liftiit,  as  we  heard  that  on  the  15th, 
16th  and  17th  of  April  (deferred  this  year  for 
some  unknown  cause)  the  Festa  of  St.  Benedict 
was  to  be  celebrated,  and  we  hoped  to  see  some 
characteristic  costumes  among  the  contadini,  who, 
we  were  assured,  flocked  down  by  hundreds  from 
the  neighboring  paesi.  In  this,  however,  we  were 
disappointed.  There  was  that  strange  mixture  of 
religion  and  diversion  belonging  to  the  worship  of 
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Southern  nations — dirersion  being  represented  by 
tt  fair  of  cattle  and  goods  ;  by  races,  in  which  the 
horses  were  ridden  barebacked  by  trained  jock- 
•eys  ;  by  a  *^  tombola,"  public  lottery ;  by  bands, 
fireworks  and  illuminations  in  the  evening :  re- 
ligion, by  priests  and  confraternities  carrying  a 
statuette  of  St.  Benedict  in  procession  from  the 
Sacro  Speco  to  the  church  of  Subiaco,  where  it 
rested  twenty-four  hours.  High  mass  was  per- 
formed with  great  pomp  by  a  cardinal  summoned 
from  Rome  ex[>res8ly  for  the  purpose.  Beggars 
oame  in  troops  from  far  and  near,  lining  the 
roadsides.  Church  bells  rang  incessantly,  and 
•crowds  of  contadini  made  pilgrimage  to  the 
«hrine,  mounting  the  Scala  Santa  on  bended 
knee.  Many  of  these  poor  people,  who  had 
walked  seven  hours  from  their  distant  homes, 
afterward  lay  round  the  church  in  a  state  of  ez- 
liaustion  painful  to  witness. 


Throughout  our  stay  we  had  perfect  weather, 
but  one  afternoon,  preceded  by  a  hot,  snnny 
morning,  a  dark  cloud  suddenly  came  down 
through  the  valley  and  resolved  itself  into  a 
whirling  snowstorm.  Thick  and  fast  the  great 
flakes  fell  for  half  an  hour,  blotting  out  the  en- 
tire landscape ;  but  oh,  the  beauty  when  it  cleared, 
with  the  range  of  hills  clothed  in  stainless  white ! 
The  hornbeams  sparkled  like  frosted  silver,  and 
the  olives  rivaled  the  wild-cherry  trees  which 
stood  **  in  the  white  array  of  angels,  lovely  be- 
yond words,"  against  a  soft  blue  sky,  unlike  the 
usual  deep-toned  indigo  vault  of  the  Italian 
heavens. 

From  our  windows  we  watched  more  than  one 
gorgeous  pageant  of  sunset  and  wondrous  cloud 
effect,  and  when  we  left  the  "  Vallo  Santa,"  as 
the  district  is  commonly  called,  we  carried  away 
with  us  many  a  tender  memory. 


KOSCIUSKO'S   WELL. 


By  Minna  Irving. 


The  dews  had  spread  a  silTer  net 
On  winding  ix-alk  and  parapet, 
The'  mellow,  magic  moonlight  lent 
New  whiteness  to  each  snowy  tent. 

The  drum  was  still,  the  bugle  slept, 
His  patient  watch  the  sentry  kept, 
When  past  the  summer  camp  I  crept 
To  Kosciusko's  well. 

On  mossy  bowlders  far  below 

The  Hudson  flung  its  wreaths  of  snow. 

The  pebbly  path  a  turning  made 

And  led  me  into  blackest  shade. 
The  ivy  by  the  stony  stair 
Beached  oat  and  caught  my  flowing  hair, 
'Twas  chilly  in  the  midnight  air 
By  Kosciusko's  well. 

Where  ancient  branches  interlock, 

Between  the  river  and  the  rock, 

IVithin  an  alabaster  cup 

Its  thousand  diamonds  bubble  up. 
A  star  upon  its  bosom  gleamed « 
The  moon  across  the  marble  streamed, 
The  while  I  waited  and  I  dreamed 
By  Kosciusko's  well. 


A  crackling  twig,  a  stone  displaced. 
Foretold  a  foot  in  eager  haste^ 
And  down  the  granite  steps  he  came. 
In  his  dark  eyes  a  lover's  flame — 

A  youth  of  Poland's  princely  race, 
With  all  its  pride  and  all  its  grace. 
He  clasped  me  in  a  close  embrace 
By  Kosciusko's  well. 

Our  mated  souls,  for  bane  or  bliss, 

Were  wedded  in  a  fiery  kiss. 

He  lifted  from  the  basin's  brim 

A  goblet  with  a  broken  rim ; 

With  falling  jewels  all  a-drip 
He  held  it  to  my  happy  lip, 
And  bade  me  of  the  crystal  sip 
From  Kosciusko's  well. 

Not  by  the  hedge^s  tangled  screen, 
Nor  'mid  the  guns  of  Lovers'  Green, 
Nor  yet  Flirtation's  classic  boughs. 
But  there,  we  vowed  over  deathless  vows. 
For  doubly  strong  are  true-love  ties, 
A  deep  enchantment  in  them  lies. 
When  welded  under  starry  skieo 
By  Kosciusko's  welL 


THE    DIVINE    PRESCIEN'CE. 


On  Mary's  lap,  as  tbe  Christ-Child  slej.t. 
Glad  TisioDs  lighten<-d  the  uiitch  nhe  kept- 
She  crowned  with  her  kisses  Hii  briHv  nnd  head  ; 
'■They  will  ctonu  Theu  king  ia  Judea,"  she  suid. 

■■  And  to  Thee,  O  Chilil '.  from  the  bounds  of  the  B 
Shnll  the  gatheriHK  of  the  peoples  be." 
Jlut  ahe  ret-ked  not  then  of  the  thorns  presseil  doivn. 
Or  tbe  blood  drops  gemming  Ihiit  bitter  crowu. 

She  kiKBed  His  pnlnm  nith  her  kiturs  Iour  : 
•■To  Thee.  0  Child!  shall  t lie  world  lielotiL-. 
The  sceptre  of  Jiid;ih  Thy  hnuds  bIihH  bold  — 
These  tender  fingers  thnt  mine  enfold." 


Nor  ever  she  saw  tliem  stretched  in  pain 
And  the  nnil  heads  piercing  their  criiuson  stain. 
She  held  His  feet,  and  kissing  the:n.  eniiled  — 
'■Kings  Bhnll  kneel  at  Thy  throne,  O  Child! 

"  Tliey  Bhnll  come  from  the  isles  nt  the  gates  of  daim. 
To  the  bri({htnes9  of  Thy  rising  drawn. 
They  shall  eleavc  nnto  Thee,  as  the  prophets  tell— 
Thou,  the  Shiloh  and  Emmanuel!" 

She  eloHjied  His  feet,  nor  wist  of  the  morn 
When,  high  on  the  wood  of  the  Cross  upborne, 
The  blood  should  run  from  each  naked  wound. 
And  the  anus  of  JIagilalene  wreathe  them  round. 


But  ever  hhe  crooned  this  cradle  song — 

"To  thee,  my  Babe,  sbnll  the  world  belong!"— 

And  whiln  she  s.tnfc.  by  her  love  beguiled. 

The  Chriat-Child  dreamed  of  His  Crosu,  and  smiled. 


JUST   WHAT    HE    MIGHT    HAVE    EXPECTED. 


I?Y  M.  Leigh. 


I. 


tiful 


N  a  drawing  room  filled  with  tlio 
Bcent  of  manv  flowers  and  suffused 
with  the  soft  glow  of  candles,  shin- 
ing through  pale  rose-tinted  shades, 
sat  two  women.  Neither  was  bean- 
;  both  were  that  far  better  thing, 
charming.  Dressed  in  the  extreme  mode, 
which,  however,  their  dressmakers  liad 
contrived  to  make  seem  the  most  becom- 
ing  of  all  possible  fashions,  and  show- 
ing that  exquisite  care  of  the  body  which  for 
want  of  a  better  name  we  call  **  well  groomed," 
each  was  a  perfect  example  of  the  modern  woman 
of  the  world,  as  evidenced  by  a  certain  rich,  np- 
to-date,  supremely  luxurious  typo  belonging  usu- 
ally to  the  smart  set  of  society  rather  than  to 
the  more  cultured  or  exclusive  sets. 

Extremely  intimate,  each  was  too  wise  to  either 
give  her  unreserved  confidence  or  imagine  she  re- 
ceived her  friend's. 

The  little  Dresden  china  clock  on  the  mantel 
chimes  out  the  hour — quarter  of  six.  The  after- 
noon is  cold,  the  wood  fire  pleasant,  and  five- 
o'clock  tea,  from  the  daintiest  (and  most  expen- 
sive) of  tea  equipages,  a  crowning  attraction  ; 
the  hostess  being  no  less  a  personage  tiiau  Mrs. 
Marie  Frothingham,  childless  widow  of  the  late 
John  B.  Frothingham,  the  three-times  million- 
aire, whilst  her  guest  is  Miss  Hildegardo  Beau- 
champ,  sister  of  Herbert  Beauchamp,  whose  en- 
gagement to  Mrs.  Frothingham  has  just  been  an- 
nounced. 

*'  She's  the  best  wc  can  do,  Mario.  Herbert 
says  she  sings  well  ;  indeed,  he  seemed  quite  en- 
thusiastic :  quite  glared  when  I  asked  him  if  she 
was — well — presentable." 

Hero  the  speaker  threw  a  rapid  glance  in  her 
friend's  direction,  and  smiled.  Herbert  is  un- 
doubtedly fast,  and  the  widow,  mindful  of  her 
fortune  and  his  debts,  is  inclined  to  be  exacting. 

*^  Of  course  we'll  say  she's  perfection,  but  hero 
I've  asked  a  lot  of  people — this  visiting  duke,  who 
dotes  on  music,  among  them — to  hear  Mme.  Diva 
sing,  and  she,  wretched  creature,  falls  ill  about 
twenty-four  hours  before  the  evening.  This  girl's 
absolutely  unknown.  Suppose  she's  a  failure, 
then  what  ?  I'll  feel  like  a  fool,  that's  what. 
Every  mortal  soul  anybody's  ever  hoard  of's  en- 
gaged, at  this  time  of  year,  days  ahead."  &he 
pauses  an  instant,  but  Iliidegarde's  quick  ear 
catches  the  subtle  change  in  her  voice.  ''  How 
does  Herbert  come  to  know  her  so  well  ?" 
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**  Why,  my  dear,  you  know  he  holds  some 
stock  in  the  company  controlling  the  Interna- 
tional Theatre — he's  director,  or  something — con- 
sequently he  sometimes  comes  in  contact  with 
the  various  members  of  the  opera  compjiny  there. 
Her  father's  been  first  violin  in  the  orchestra 
ever  since  the  theatre's  been  in  existence  ;  now 
she's  beginning  her  career.     See  ?" 

*'  OU  !'*  said  the  widoAv,  vaguely.  *'  Yes,  of 
course." 

**  Yes,  and  now  I  must  be  going,  dear  ;  it's 
quite  six,  and  I've  a  dinner  on  to-night." 

*'  Will  you  tell  Herbert  I  want  to  see  him  this 
evening  early  ?  I'm  not  going  out  at  all.  I  want 
to  save  myself  for  to-morrow.  I've  a  lot  to  attend 
to.  Then  I  can  decide  about  this  young  woman 
— oh,  what's  her  name  ?" 

**  Lazar,  I  believe — Antoinette  Lazar.  I'll  tell 
Herbert.     Good-by.     I  hope  for  your  sake  it  will 


be  all  right." 


II. 


**  Darlikg,  I  advise  you  by  all  means  to  ac- 
cept." 

**  Herbert,  I'm  afraid.  Among  all  those  rich, 
fashionable  people  who  will  go,  expecting  to  hear 
Mme.  Diva  sing,  I  shall  fail  ignominiously. 
Then  you  will  feel  ashamed  of  me." 

Behind  the  scenes  of  the  International,  screened 
from  observation  by  elaborate  stage  settings,  these 
two  people  are  to  all  intents  and  purposes  entirely 
alone.  The  man  is  in  many  respects  just  the  usual 
sleek,  well-dressed,  blase  man  about  town.  An 
expression  of  extreme  reserve  and  a  certain  air  of 
savoir-faire  make  him  to  women  an  "interesting 
man."  The  young  woman  is  the  embodiment  of 
tender,  trusting  womanhood.  Below  medium 
height,  her  figure  is  of  an  adorable  roundness, 
without  a  hint  of  unwelcome  plumpness.  Her 
complexion  has  that  rare  beauty  which  is  the  re- 
sult of  perfect  health  of  body  and  mind.  Her 
chestnut-brown  tresses  wave  enchantingly  over 
her  dainty  head  ;  her  eyes  are  blue  as  the  skies  of 
summer  should  be,  whilst  the  gracious  curve  of 
the  lips,  the  firm  round  chin,  show  the  womanly 
strength  of  her  nature.  Though  through  with 
her  part  for  the  evening,  she  is  still  attired  in  all 
her  comic-opera  magnificence. 

The  man  answers  quickly  ; 

'•'  You  will  not  fail.  I  could  never  be  ashamed 
of  you.  I  want  you  to  have  this  opportunity  to 
see  some  of  my  friends." 

*' Herbert,   do  you   know  this  Mrs.  Frothing- 
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ham  very  well  ?    You  seem  to  go  there  a  good 
deal." 

At  this  question  the  man's  eyes  fell. 

**Mr8.  Frotliiugham's  a  great  friend  of  my  sis- 
ter's, Antoinette,"  he  replies,  evjisively.  "I 
wanted  you  to  sing  there.  You'll  meet  my  sister 
— you  know  you've  always  wanted  such  an  oppor- 
tunity. Still,  if  you  don't  want  to" — this  reluc- 
tantly— "of  course  I  can't  insist." 

Here  Beauchamp  makes  an  elaborate  attempt 
to  suppress  a  sigh. 

A  short  silence  ensues.  Antoinette  gazes  into 
space,  then,  with  a  little  shake,  cries,  gayly : 

"ni  sing,  dear.  I  can't  resist  that  poor  little 
strangled  sigh."  Then,  more  seriously  :  **  I'll 
sing,  Herbert,  and  I'll  make  yon  proud  of  me. 
Dearest,  I  appreciate  the  difference  in  our  posi- 
tions. You  belong  to  a  sphere  in  life  where  the 
men  are  brave  and  honorable — where  the  women 
seem  as  angels  to  the  men  who  love  them.  I  am 
a  singer  in  comic  operas.  My  only  ancestor,  who 
is  also  my  fatlier,"  she  laughs,  softly,  **  is  first 
violin  in  an  orchestra.  But  I  love  you,  and  I'll 
be  worthy  of  you.  Oh,  I  pray  I  may  be  worthy 
of  you  !" 

H;id  not  her  own  emotion  blinded  her  she  must 
have  noticed  the  look  of  shame  on  his  face  as  he 
drew  her  to  him,  holding  her  as  if  against  the  op- 
position of  the  world.  There  was  complete  si- 
lence for  a  moment,  then  he  said,  huskily  : 

"Antoinette,  dear  heart,  I'm  not  good,,  but  1 
love  you — always  remember  that  I  love  you  ;  and 
tell  me,  Antoinette,  if  — if  you  should  ever  find  I 
had — I  had  deceived  you No,  no,  that's  non- 
sense, of  course." 

He  stopped  as  if  horrified. 

Slowly  she  raises  her  head.    Her  face  is  ghastly. 

**  Herbert,"  she  cries,  breathlessly,  "  I  could  not 

live ;  I Oh,  Herbert,  why  did  you  ever  say 

so  hideous  a  thing  ?" 

She  draws  away  from  him,  and  leaning  against 
the  wall,  sobs  in  a  frightened,  hopeless  fashion 
indescribably  pitiful. 

Beauchamp  seems  beside  himself,  crying  out, 
desperately  . 

"Antoinette,  darling,  stop — oh,  do  stop  !  I'm 
an  infernal  fool !  I  only  wanted  to  see  how  much 
you  love  me  !  But  for  God's  sake  don't  cry  like 
that !  There,  my  girl,  that's  better.  Forget  all 
about  it,  won't  you  ?     Love  me  much  as  ever  !" 

He  kisses  her  again  and  again,  as  if  to  stifle  any 
word  of  reproach  she  might  utter.  But  he  need 
not  have  feared  ;  at  almost  his  first  word  her  sobs 
ceased,  and  her  faith  became,  for  the  moment  at 
least,  absolute  as  before. 

"You  frightened  me,"  she  said.  "Don't  ever 
do  it  again — will  you  ?"    She  smiled  bravely,  but 


she  had  been  too  profoundly  shocked  to  at  once 
recover  her  usual  air  of  almost  childlike  gayety. 
"Some  things  are  too  terrible  to  even  imagine, 
and  that's  one  of  them.  See,  you  naughty  boy, 
the  opera's  nearly  over  ;  father  will  soon  be  wait- 
ing, and  we've  not  made  any  arrangements  for 
to-morrow  night." 

"Yes,  yes  !"  he  cried,  feverishly  anxious  to  get 
away  from  his  unhappy  slip,  to  wipe  out  whatever 
impression  his  irrepressible  outburst  had  made. 
"Sig.  Campani  was  to  have  played  Mme.  Diva'd 
accompaniments.  He  will  yours — there's  no  one 
better." 

"What,  Campani!  my  dear  old  teacher,  fa- 
ther's old  friend  !  Oh,  I'm  so  glad  !  He'll  give 
me  courage ;  he's  known  me  all  my  life,  since  I 
was  so  high  ;  and,  sir,  he  adores  me  !"  She  mim- 
icked the  extravagant  Italian  manner.  ^*  He  would 
die  for  me  !"  •^'l  . 

"  Well,  at  present  we'll  only  ask  him  to -piaj 
for  you.  Mrs.  Frothingham  has  set  eleven  to- 
morrow morning  for  a  little  rehearsal  at  l>er 
house.  She  can't  be  there  herself,  but  her  com- 
panion, Mrs.  Donaldson,  the  dearest  creature, 
will  receive  you  instead.  Then,  about  nine- thirty, 
the  carriage  will  call  for  you  here.  I'm  sorry" — 
again  his  eyes  cannot  meet  hers — "  I'd  like  to  come 
for  you,  but  I  promised  my  sister  I'd  take  her 
over.  You  understand,  don't  you,  dear?" — this 
last  entreatinsrlv. 

"  Certainly,  Herbert,  dear  ;  I  prefer  to  go 
alone — I  am  bnxions  to  do  what  will  be  most  dis- 
creet. Good  night,  dear.  I  must  hurry.  That's 
the  finishing  chorus." 

Again  he  embraced  her  passionately  ;  then  they 
parted,  she  slipping  away  to  her  dressing  room ; 
while  he,  as  he  went  away  with  his  heart  full  of 
bitterness  and  raging  against  fate,  muttered  to 
himself  : 

"  I'm  a  fool — an  infernal  fool — to  risk  it,  but  I 
want  to  see  her  for  once  holding  her  own,  as  she 
will,  like  a  little  queen.  But,  God,  if  anything 
should  be  discovered  !    If  that  jealous  devil  should 

take  it  into  her  head  to  suspect Oh,  Toinette, 

shall  I  ever  be  able  to  give  you  up,  to  live  with- 
out you  ?' 

111. 

Eleven  o'clock  tho  next  evening,  and  Mrs. 
Frothingham's  splendid  musicale  is  a  magnificent 
success.  The  unknown  singer  has  come^  has 
been  seen,  and  has  conquered.  Her  dress  of  soft 
clinging  black  lace,  with  here  and  there  a  bit  of 
fine  jet,  throws  into  brilliant  relief  the  beauty  of 
her  coloring.  She  carries  an  immense  bouqnct 
of  violets — Beauchau nip's  gift. 

After  her  last  encore,  as  she  stood  for  a  momeut 
gathering  up  her  music,  Mrs.  Froth iugliam  ap- 
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proacfaed,  saying,  in  her  smooth,  high-bred  voice, 
which  somehow  to  Antoinette's  ears  sounded  cold 
and  hostile,  in  spite  of  the  cordial  words  and 
manner  : 

'^  Miss  Lazar,  accept  many,  many  thanks  for 
the  pleasure  you  have  given  us.  You  have  a 
most  delicious  voice  ;  it  should  insure  you  a  brill- 
iant future.  Ah,  Mr.  Carroll,  you,  too,  are  anx- 
ious to  congratulate  this  young  lady  ?  Miss  Lazar 
— Mr.  Carroll,  a  musical  enthusiast.  But  don't  for- 
get supper,  young  people.  You  must  be  hungry. 
Miss  Lazar.'* 

She  turned  away  just  in  time  to  intercept  Her- 
bert and  prevent  his  joining  Antoinette,  who, 
poor  child,  felt  so  keen  a  pang  of  disappointment 
wlieu  she  saw  them  leave  the  room  together  that 
for  a  moment  she  almost  forgot  the  music- mad 
young  swell  standing  patiently  by  her  side.  Then 
pride,  that  blessed  gift  to  women,  came  to  her  aid, 
and  she  said,  with  a  smile  : 

**  Forgive  me.  I  am  tired.  I  believe  I  should 
like  an  ice,  of  all  things;  my  throat  is  parched, 
the  room  is  warm,  and  tiien  I  was  so  frightened 
at  first." 

In  the  supper  room  were  tables  arranged  for 
four.  At  one  of  these  sat  Mrs.  Frothingham  and 
Herbert,  with  Hildegarde  and  Hildegarde's  most 
important  admirer.  As  Antoinette  and  Carroll 
passed  the  two  ladies  exchanged  glances  of  scorn- 
ful amusement. 

The  only  vacant  table  was  just  at  Herbert's 
back.  Antoinette  was  thus  unable  to  see  that  he 
ate  nothing  and  was  moody  and  extremely  irrita- 
ble. She  could  merely  observe  Mrs.  Frothing- 
ham's  exquisite  costume,  note  the  charm  of  her 
manner,  and  think  jealously  it  was  not  strange 
Herbert  should  seek  her  societv. 

At  hist  slie  could  endure  it  no  longer,  and  rose 
from  the  table,  saying  to  young  Carroll : 

**I  am  completely  tired  out,  and  Sig.  Campani 
seems  to  have  forgotten  all  ahout  me.  I  think 
I'll  go  to  that  dear  little  nook  just  back  of  the 
drawing  room — you  know  which  it  is  ? — and  wait 
th»  re  till  he  comes  to  fetch  me." 

Siie  really  wanted  to  give  Herbert  the  chance 
to  follow  her ;  then  they  could  have  a  moment's 
quiet  chat,  and  he  could  tell  her  how  proud  her 
success  had  made  him.  So  she  sent  her  compan- 
ion away  and  established  herself  comfortably  on 
a  divan  placed  under  some  spreading  palms  and 
hidden  from  view  by  a  large  screen. 

The  cooler  air,  the  quiet  and  the  pleasantly 
softened  lights  were  just  beginning  to  soothe  her 
into  a  less  intense  and  unhappy  mood,  when  the 
portiere  was  thrust  aside,  two  ]>o<)ple  entered,  and 
the  drapery  pulled  in  place  again.  Antoinette,  ris- 
ing hastily  to  leave  her  retreat,  is  startled  out  of 


all  consciousness  of  eavesdropping  by  the  sound 
of  Herbert's  voice — harsh,  violent,  yet  in  a  sullen 
sort  of  fashion  intensely  conciliatory. 

'*  Marie,  how  many  protestations  must  I  make  ? 
What  have  I  done  ?  Suppose  I  did  look  at  her; 
so  did  everybody  else,  so  did  you,"  says  this  **  man 
of  honor"  and  **of  high  ideals." 

"  No,  my  dear  Herbert ;  that's  your  mistake. 
I  didn't  look  at  her — I  looked  at  you,"  sneers  Mrs. 
Frothingham.  *'  Your  face  was  as  an  open  book. 
You'd  forgotten  your  role  for  a  moment,  or  else 
thought  yourself  unob*?erved.  It  all  lies  in  a  nut- 
shell. You  aroused  my  suspicions  last  night  when 
you  asked  me  to  treat  her  as  a  friend  and  guest 
rather  than  as  a  professional  singer,  and  by  other 
things  besides.  I  granted  that  request  to  have 
the  better  opportunity  to  discover  your  little 
game.  All  this  evening  before  her  arrival  you 
are  absorbed  and  moody ;  nothing  interests  you. 
She  comes;  you  become  radiantly  good-humored. 
Yon  think  yourself,  as  I  said  before,  unobserved. 
Your  eyes  follow  her  everywhere.  Once" — here 
the  widow's  breath  comes  pantingly — ''your  eyea 
met  hers ;  then  I  was  not  suspicious,  I  was  sure. 
It  is  quite  insult  enough  that  you  brought  her 
here  at  all ;  even  the  most  careless  man  rarely 
brings  his — mistress  to  the  home  of  the  woman 
he  wishes  to  some  day  marry ;  but  you  shall  not 
show  her  one  single  courtesy  while  she  is  in  my 
house.  That  is  all,  excepting  this — to-morrow 
you  take  your  choice,  make  your  decision.  I  go 
shares  with  no  one.  And  I  shall  want  good  proof 
that  you  have  really  broken  with  her." 

She  stopped  speaking. 

Ou  the  other  side  of  the  screen  Antoinette, 
crouched  down  as  one  upon  whose  head  a  heavy 
blow  has  fallen,  experienced  a  sensation  of  in- 
tensest  relief  when  that  cruel,  gently  modulated 
voice  ceased.  Now  Herbert  would  acknowledge 
her  ;  he  would  never  allow  that  horrible  aspersion 
to  go  unchallenged.  Had  he  not  often  called 
her  **wife"? — sworn  a  thousand  times  to  legalize 
their  union  as  soon  as  he  had  even  in  a  measure 
retrieved  his  unfortunate  financial  position  ? 

Poor  betrayed  one,  your  perfect  faith  had  for 
its  foundation  shifting  sand  ! 

**  Oh,  come,  Marie*!  You  put  it  a  little  too 
strong.  Don't  call  such  beastly  names.  Hurry 
up  the  wedding.  Let's  get  away  from  the  whole 
lot.     That's  square  enough,  isn't  it  ?" 

A  perfect  rage  of  hatred  and  disgust  lay  under- 
neath the  words,  which  threatened  every  moment  to 
break  forth  into  such  plain  speech  as  the  fair  Marie 
had  seldom  listened  to.  Then,  before  he  can  utter 
another  sound,  a  gasping  moan  is  heard,  and 
Antoinette  gropes  blindly  from  behind  the  screen 
over  to  where  Herbert  stands.     At  sight  of  her 
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Bonticliamp  blanches,  aad  even  Mrs.  Frotliing- 
lintn  startH  tinensilj. 

"Oh,  Herbert,  Ucibert,  for  God's  Bake  don't 
desert  me  !"  She  falls  nt  his  feet.  "  Kill  mc,  but 
don't  desert  me  !     I  eonldii't  bear  it.     I " 

Again  the  porliire  is  thrown  aside,  and  Sif;. 
Oampani,  truest  o(  friRnds,  enters.  Atitoinetto'e 
despair  Bccma  for  a  moment  to  confound  him  ; 
then,  like  a  tender  father,  he  raises  her,  and 
tiirninjr  to  the  others,  suys: 

"  What  does  this  mean  ?  Is  my  poor  child  ill, 
or "     He  pauses  expressirely. 


At  Mrs.  Frothinghnm's  request  to  Herbert  she 
starts  forward,  and  with  eyes  full  of  ngonized 
cutrenty  awaits  the  ontcomc. 

Bcaucl)an)p  has  been,  from  the  moment  An- 
toinette pushed  aside  the  screen,  in  a  maze  of 
conflictiiig  emotions.  One  moment  determined 
to  do  what  honor  and  liis  passionate  Iotc  for  An- 
toinette demand,  and  then  a  vision  of  Mrs.  Froth- 
ingham's  fortune  and  those  awful  debts  slint 
out  every  nnsclfisli  or  honorable  intention.  Fi- 
nally he  decides  npon  a  compromise.  Mrs,  Frotli- 
ingham  must  imagine  she  is  to  hare  her  own  way. 


Herbert,  looking  liko  a  beaten  dog,  his  face 
crimson,  starts  to  reply,  but  is  silenced  by  a  gest- 
ure from  Mrs.  Frothiiighnm,  who  speaks,  the 
tremble  in  her  nsnally  clear  voice  betraying  the 
emotion  she  is  trying  to  conceal. 

"Sig.  Gainpani,  Mile.  Lazar  is  ill.  The  even- 
ing has  been  a  trying  one.  To-morrow,  after  a 
good  night's  rest,  slio  will  find  herself  quite  re- 
covered ;  at  least  I  hope  so.  Herbert,  will  you 
take  me  to  my  guests  ?" 

Antoinette  has  for  the  last  few  moments  lain 
motionless  in  Sig.  Gampani's   protecting  arms. 


On  tho  morrow  ho  will  go  to  Antoinette  and  gain 
in  some  way — any  way — her  forgiveness,  never 
doubting  but  that  her  great  lore  would  plead 
BuccCBsfully  in  his  behalf.  So,  when  called  npou 
by  the  widow  to  escort  her  from  tho  room,  he 
starts  at  once  to  comply. 

As  the  door  is  reached,  however,  he  exclaims, 
hurriedly : 

"I  must  speak  to  her,  Mario — it's  for  the  last 
time,  you  know  !"  And  before  she  can  object  he 
has  rushed  back  to  the  woman  whose  broken  heart 
has  closed  forever  against   him.     "To-morrow, 
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Antoinette — to-morrow,  my  darling— tliia  is  all  a 
most  horriblo  mistake — to-morrow  I'll  explain!" 

She  raised  liur  eyes.  How  large,  haggard, 
hopeless  tliey  looked,  and  liow  deathly  white  she 
was  !     liveu  her  lipa  ivcic  colorlees. 

"  No,  don't  come  lo-morrow,  Herbert — don't 
ever  come  again.  You've  made  your  choice,  chosen 
what  yon  wanted  most.  For  mo  "■ — just  for  an  in- 
stant the  low  voice  broke,  then  weut  steadily  on 
again — "  I  shall  try  not  to  feel  this,  or  think  about 
It  anymore  than  I  can  help;  but  yoti've  killed 
all  happiueas  for  me  forever.  Peace  and  tran- 
quillity are  all  tho  years  can  bring  me.  Do  mc 
the  one  kindness  now  iu  your  power — don't  ever 
try  to  see  mo,     Good-by." 

"Antoinette,  you  cannot  I"  Bcanchamp  ex- 
claims, hotly.  But  with  a  sign  to  Cumpani  she 
passed  liim,  and  was  gone — out  of  his  Hfo  forever. 

And  then  ?  AVell,  Mrs.  Frothiugham  was  for 
days  a  most  unpleasant  person  to  bo  with,  and 
Herbert's  life  was  almost  unendurable.  How  bit- 
terly ho  cursed  himself  and  her,  his  fate  and  all 
things  else !    Too  grossly  sclQsh  a  man  to  be  either 


humbled  or  purified  by  such  an  experience,  bo 
merely  became  more  bitter  and  cynical  than  ever, 
and  chronically  peevish. 

Antoinette  took  up  tho  burden  laid  upon  lier, 
went  away  to  a  quiet  place  by  tho  sea  and  thero 
fought  out  ber  battle.  Times  were  when  victory 
seemed  impossible  and  but  of  little  moment. 
These,  however,  passed,  as  must  all  times,  both 
good  and  ill.  When  she  finally  returned  to  tho 
haunts  of  men  she  threw  herself  heart  and  soul 
Into  her  profession,  and  as  the  years  rolled  on 
found  Iji  her  art  something  to  fill  lier  life. 

Mrs.  Frotliiugham,  as  Mrs.  Herbert  Beau- 
champ,  became  a  "society  leader."  She  is  per- 
fectly satisfied,  very  rich,  very  successful,  and  very 
watchful  over  Herbert.  Should  anyone  over  tell 
her  that  upon  one  occasion  sho  behaved  in  a 
disgustingly  selfish  and  an  unwomanly  fashion, 
she  would  no  doubt  be  genuinely  astonished.  As 
for  a  certain  unfortunate  occurrence  which 
marred  one  of  her  most  successful  imtsicales,  it 
was,  RB  she  frequently  tell8_Herbert,  "j'tist  what 
he  might  have  cjtpected." 


THE  OLD  AND  THE  NEW  IN  JAPAN. 

Bv  Ernest  W.  Clement. 


THE  TOKUOAWA 


MHS  is  pre-eminently  a 
transition  period  in 
Japan.  It  ni  ay  bo 
truo  that  in  Yoko- 
hama, Tokyo,  Kobe 
and  a  few  other  places 
the  new  things  are  so 
fnshioDubIc  that  an 
old  resident  may  be 
allowed  to  speak,  as 
Prof.  Chamberlain,  of 
the  Imperial  University,  Tokyo,  speaks,  in  his 
"Things  Japanese," of  having  "VwtHlhrojKjh  the 
transition  stage  of  Modern  Japan."  In  the  capi- 
tal and  the  open  ports  it  may  he  true  "  old  things 
pass  away  between  a  night  and  a  morning";  but 
in  tho  interior  the  change  has  been  much  le^s 
rapid,  and  is  yet  far  from  completed. 

There  are  undoubtedly  many  places  where 
"old  Japan  is  dead";  but  there  are  also  spots, 
and  not  a  few,  where  old  Japan  etlU  survives,  not 
merely  in  mind  and  heart,  but  in  bodily  form, 
sido  by  side  with  the  new  Japan.  Such  a  jilaco 
is  the  city  of  Mito,  situated  about  seventy  miles 
northeast  from  Tokyo,  in  tho  old  geographical 
province  called  Hitachi,  and   the  new  political 


division    named    Ibaraki   Ken.      Here,    in   very 

truth,  "the  old  and  the  new  will  be  found  cheek 
by  jowl";  here,  in  the  gradual  development  of 
civilization,  the  change  is  still  going  on  from  the 
ancient  Oriental  existence  to  the  modern  Occi- 
dental  life. 

Thero  are  in  Japan  perhaps  few  localities  richer 
in  historical  associations  than  Mito.  In  Japanese 
annals  it  holds  no  insignificant  place,  and  for 
250  years  wielded  great  influence  in  literary  and 
political  affairs.  Its  name  means  "  water  door," 
and  was  given  probably  to  perpetuate  a  geological 
fact,  that  the  Nuka  River,  now  emptying  into  the 
Pacific  Ocean  seven  miles  farther  eastward,  once 
found  its  "  door  "  of  entrance  into  the  sea  at  Mito, 
The  place  first  began  to  come  into  notice  in  the 
early  part  of  tlie  fifteenth  century,  and  wai 
brought  into  great  promiueuce  by  tho  princes  of 
the  Tokugawa  family,  into  whose  bands  it  fell 
in  1602.  Soon  after  the  famous  lyeyasu  had  ob- 
tained for  himself  the  authority  of  Shognn,  or 
Taikun  ("Tycoon"),  he  mado  ono  of  his  sons 
Prince  of  Mito,  and  established  that  family  as 
ono  of  the  t/o-snjike,  or  "three  honorable  houses" 
(Kii,  Owari,  Mito),  from  which  alone,  if  the 
direct  line  should  fail,  could  euocessors  to  the 
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Shoganato  be  chosen.  And  it  is  an  interesting 
fitct  to  notice  in  passing  that  but  otice  did  n  Mito 
man  attain  to  that  poeition,  and  lie  (Keika)  waa 
the  one  wlio,  by  the  Itevolution  of  1SG8,  was  com- 
pelled to  resign  his  power  to  tlie  Emperor. 

Of  tlie  Toiiagawa  Piincea  of  Mito  two  especiiilly 
attained  to  mnch  more  than  n  merely  local  fame, 
and  have  been  called  "the  briglit  flowers  of  Jap- 
anese feudalism."  The  second  pnncc,  Mitstikuni 
(1638-1700),  a  grandson  of  the  great  lyeynsu, 
occupies  a  very  honorable  place  in  Japanese  his- 
tory. Being  a  man  given  to  a  quiet  life  and  to 
literary  pursuits,  he  accepted  witli  nnfeigneJ  re- 
luctance the  government  of  his  clan,  and  was 
^uite  willing,  ten  years  before  bis  death,  to  ab- 
dicate in  favor  of  his  nephew  and  lieir,  and  to 
live  in  retirement  in  liis  mountain  summer  resort. 
He  was  not  only  a  scholar  himself,  but  also  a 
great  patron  of  literature,  and  has  been  styled 
"the  Japanese  Miecenas."  It  was  under  his  su- 
pervision that  a  large  and  valuable  library  was 
collected,  and  that  many  scholars  engaged  in 
writing  Dai-Nihon-Sht  ("Great  Japanese  Ilia- 
tory"),  which  remains  to  this  day  the  standard 
authority  in  national  history.  The  ninth  prince, 
Kariaki  (1S0O-18CO),  was  an  intelligent,  able  and 
ambitious  man,  who  has  figured  chiefly  in  Japa- 
nese history  as  tlie  leader  of  the  ji)!,  or  auti-for- 
eign  party.  But  it  seems  very  likely  that  he, 
like  the  Princes  of  Satsuma,  Chosliiu,  Tosa, 
Hizen,  Ecbizen,  etc.,  took  that  aide,  not  so  mncli 
because  they  were  opposed  to  foreign  intercourse, 
ns   because   it  afforded  them  ft  convenient   and 


popular  rallying  cry  against  the  Shogun,  and 
was  a  policy  more  likely  to  gain  tlie  success  whicli 
was  realized  in  the  Revolution  of  1868. 

Sncb  a  famous  and  historic  spot  is,  perhaps, 
worth  a  visit,  and  may  be  reached  from  Tokyo  by 
two  loading  routes.  The  straight  road  is  the  nM 
highway  traversed  so  often  by  tiie  princes  and 
their  cavalcades  when  going  to  and  from  Veiio. 
If  you  like  to  travel  hy  pn-rxki-Khn,  the  Japanese 
"pull-mau  car,"  and  are  willing  to  spend  the 
best  parts  of  two  days  en  roii/e,  yon  miglit  fiud 
it  interesting  to  take  tliat  fainons  old  road.  But 
if  you  have  no  leisure  to  use  in  that  manner  you 
will  deem  it  quite  convenient  to  go  by  tlie  "iron 
road,"  as  the  Japanese  appropriately  call  the  rail- 
road, and  clianging  cars  only  once,  to  reach  ililo 
witliin  five  hours  from  the  metropolis. 

If,  just  before  the  train  stops  at  the  station, 
you  look  out  on  your  left,  you  will  see  a  flight  of 
steps  leading  upa  bill.  On  the  summit  is  an  old 
Shinto  temple,  dedicated  to  lyeyasn,  the  founder 
of  the  Tokngawa  dynasty  of  Siinguns,  and  the 
ancestor  of  the  family  that  ruled  Mito  for  nioie 
than  250  years.  Tliis  temple,  once  replendent 
with  gold  and  red  lacquer,  is  decorated  here  and 
there  with  the  three  aearum  leaves  which  form 
the  trefoil  crest  of  the  Tokugawa  family. 

When  jon  have  alighted  from  the  train  and 
passed  throngh  tlie  gate  at  the  station  you  will 
surely  wonder  where  the  city  of  Mito  ia  to  be 
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found.  Around  jou  there  are  only  a  few  bnild- 
ings,  chieflj  freight  or  express  offices  and  tea- 
houses or  hotels,  and  directly  in  front  of  yon  is  a 
bill.  But  if  you  go  out  to  the  broad  street  at  the 
foot  of  the  hill  and  turn  to  the  right,  you  will 
soon  come  to  shimo-ichi,  or  "the  lower  town," 
where  you  can  see  much  more 
of  the  "old"  than  of  the 
"new."  If,  however,  you  are 
to  accept  my  guidance,  I  shall 
aak  you  to  turn  to  the  left, 
and,  by  a,  smooth  and  gradual 
ascent,  to  climb  the  hill  to 
kami-ichi,  or  "the  upper 
town," 

Ab  Mito  is  such  an  historic 
spot,  let  us  visit  first  the  old 
castle  grounds,  which,  located 
on  the  eustern  edge  of  the 
plateau,  are,  as  Ccesar  would 
Bity,  "admirably  fortified  by 
tlie  nature  of  the  place," 
These  grounds  are  divided  by 
moats  into  three  "circles" — 
the  eastern  circle  {higaihu 
maru),  the  true  circle  {hotr- 
niaru)  and  the  western  circle 
(nishi-viaru).  The  eastern 
circle  was  the  location  of  the 
moat  ancient  castle,  of  which 
not  a  single  vestige  now  re- 
mains. When  we  went  to 
Mito  in  1887  parts  of  the  bar- 
racks and  of  some  of  the  gates 
were  still  standing  ;  but  they 
haTfl  since  been  destroyed, 
either  by  fire,  or  by  the  icono- 


clastic hand  of  "  mod- 
ern improvements."  I 
was  fortunately  able 
to  obtain  a  nnmber 
of  photographs  shov- 
ing the  position  of 
some  of  those  old 
buildings.  The  gate 
which  stood  at  the 
south  side  of  the  moat 
between  the  eastern 
circle  and  the  tine 
circle  bos  been  repair- 
ed, and  now  poses  as 
the  front  gate  of  Gov- 
ernor Yasnda's  new 
mansion.  The  moat 
has  been  partially  fill- 
ed up,  BO  that  we  can 
pass  across  on  a  cul- 
vert, throngli  which  the  railroad  track  has  beeu 
extended  to  the  Naka  River,  and  freight  trains 
pass  daily  in  the  prosecution  of  their  prosaic  busi- 
ness. That  moat,  once  almost  impassable  to  the 
bravest  samurai,  is  "  opened  for  tr.iffic,"  and  has 
become  the  highway  of  the  Rsh  vender  and  the 
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merclmnt,    once    scorned 
by  thoEO  proml  knights. 

Ill  the  Itoio-maru  wna 
located  the  castle  of  thti 
Tokiigiiwa  dynasty.  It 
\vii8  bniit  in  the  early 
]i;iit  of  the  seventeenth 
CL'iitury,  and  having  been 
once  destroyed  by  fire  and 
rebnilt,  was  finally  de- 
stroyed, perhaps  by  an 
incendiary,  in  1873.  This 
ensile  was  one  of  those 
sirongholde  with  which 
lycyasu,  when  he  became 
Shoguu,  engirdled  his 
capital  city  of  Yodo  by  as- 
signing the  neighboring 
fiefs  to  his  own  family 
and  friends.  The  only 
bntlding  now  remaining 
is  the  old  watclitower ; 
and  even  that  has  been 
repaired  and  converted 
into  a  Btorehouse  and  li- 
br.try.      On  thut  historic 

ground  now  stand  the  modern,  foreign -style, 
brick  buildings  of  the  Iharaki  Normal  School  and 
an  educational  museum,  all  of  which  point,  not 


to  the  paet,  but  to  the 
present  and  the  future. 
In  architecture,  in  accom- 
modations, in  teaching, 
it  is  suggested  lh:it  Ori- 
ental stagnation  has  given 
way  to  Occidental  devel- 
opment. Pupils,  most  of 
them  clad  in  European 
garb,  are  injtrncted  by 
teachers  similarly  dressed, 
and  are  trained  in  a  cotirfo 
of  study  arranged  chiefly 
along  Western  lines. 

In   fact,  except  as  llio 
Chinese  language,  litera- 
ture  nnd   history  are 
taught  ill  the  school,  there 
is  nothing  especially  like- 
ly to  suggest  memories  of 
ft  Chinaman.    It  is,  never- 
theless, true  that  a  Clii- 
nose  refugee,  named  Shin- 
yetsu,  was  given  a  home 
within    those   castle 
grounds,   and    became 
priest  of  the  Oion  (Buddhist)  temple  in  another 
part  of  the  city.     When  he  died  ho  was  buried 
within  the  precincts  of  that  temple  under  a  very 
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pluiti  granite  slab  (see  piigo  680),  contiiiiiiiig  the 
stinple  inacrintjoii :  "The  tomb  of  tito  great 
priest  Shin,  (pi<sliiiimoiiBlj  calle<])  Jiislio,  tlie 
opener  of  the  iiiKimtftiii  temple."  In  th«  t«mp]e 
tliHt  old  Chinese  prieet  left  some  very  niicient  rel- 
ics, siicli  jia  BtriiigH  of  beatis,  ii  wnnd,  incense  box, 
bronze  mirror,  ihreo  kai-oiioHO,  nn<l  tlie  gold  seal, 
about  1,000  (?)  years  old,  of  Kiingn,  a  fanioua 
Chinese  wiirrior.  The  nccoinpanyir.g  illnstratioii 
{see  page  C78)  represents  «n  impressi'in  made  by 
the  original  seal,  within  a  drawing  of  tlie  pagoda- 
like  box  in  which  the  seal  is  kept. 

As  nc  pass  out  of  the  hom-iiiani  of  the  castle 
ive  cross  the  bridge  and  enter  the  gate  shown  on 
this  page.  This  gate  brings  up  sad  memories  of 
tlie  civil  war  which  rent  the  Mito  clan  in  twain 
and  drained  the  lifeblood  of  its  young  and  strong 
men.  Right  here  was  fought  the  last  battle,  an 
episodic  also  in  the  Revolutionary  War.  The 
Imperialists  were  stationed  within  the  castle 
grounds  ;  their  enemies  were  opposite,  and  at- 
tacked fiercely,  but  were  repulsed.  Tb©  timbers 
of  the  gate  of  tbo  Kodokwait  contain  bullet  holes 
made  in  that  battle  of  almost  a  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury ago. 

The  cherry  tree  which  we  ace  at  the  right  jnst 
after  we  culcr  the  gate  is  a  siioot  from  a  tree 
planted  by  Mitsukuni  about  300  years  ago.  The 
parent  tree  stands  near  the  entrance  of  the  rerne- 
tery  of  the  Mito  family  at  Ziiiryn,  about  fiFtt'cn 
miles  north  of  Mito,  and  is  called  "the  Hag- 
cherry." 

The  building  in  the  front  of  this  inolosuro 
(which  is  now  a  public  park)  is  the  only  one  re- 


maining of  n  school  estab- 
lished by  th«  faTTKMia  Prince 
Nariaki,  who  wm  the  most 
powerful  il/itiuyo  ot  iaa  (imci>. 
This  school,  called  Kodok- 
wan  ("School  for  Propagat- 
ing Truth"),  was  opened  to 
give  instruction  to  tli«  Mito 
xamnrni,  in  military  science, 
CliincEC  chiRsicB,  Oonfucian- 
iam  and  Sliintoism.  Xowtlie 
building  is  used  for  ttachera' 
coiiventioiiB,  evening  parties 
anil  such  purposes,  but  espe- 
cially for  a  kindergarten, 
miMleied  as  far  u  possible 
after  the  approved  Western 
methods.  Thus  the  place  for- 
merly S!icre<l  to  the  edncatiou 
of  the  two-swonied  f/iniurai, 
before  whom  all  had  to  bend, 
is  now  the  schoolroom  of  Utile 
boys  and  girls  of  all  classes, 
from  the  son  of  our  cook  up  to  the  heir  of  the 
chief  secretary  of  the  province. 

A  small  (cmple  in  this  same  park  reminds  na 
that  the  Mito  princes  were  earnest  disci^es  of 
Confucianism  ;  and  etill  another  temple  forcibly 
Guggests  the  power  of  Shinto,  that  national  cult, 
whose  origin  is  buried  out  of  sight  in  the  incredi- 
ble tales  of  Japanese  history.  This  is  a  branch 
of  the  great  and  ancient  temple  of  Ktishinia,  situ- 
ated about  thirty-five  miles  aouth  of  Mito,  and 
famous  for  the  ICnnowe-ishi,  or  "pivot  stone," 
which  figures  extensively  in  Jupane^e  mythology. 
There  is  one  tradition,  that  the  god  of  Kashima 
made  a  pillar  of  this  stone,  which  rose  from  the 
centre  of  the  earth,  and  to  this  pillar  bound  Jii- 
pan  with  the  roots  of  the  wistaria  ;  and  hence  in 
poetry  Japan  is  often  called  "the  country  of  the 
wistaria  roots."  Tiic  pivot  stone  above  ground  is 
but  four  inches  high  and  about  a  foot  in  diameter, 
yet  is  so  immense  under  ground  that  Mitsukuni 
with  men  digging  seven  days  and  aeven  nights 
was  unable  to  dig  around  it.  Another  trailition 
states  that  thia  stone  holds  down  the  head  of  the 
enormous  catfish  "  whose  contort  ions  are  the  cause 
of  eartliqiiakps,"'  For,  just  as  the  giant  Euceia- 
dus  was  supposed  to  be  buried  nuderiieath  Mount 
Etna,  and,  "as  often  as  be  changes  bis  we.iiy 
side,  to  make  all  Trinacria  tremble,"  so  a  hngfl 
catfish  is  fabletl  to  belying  under'tT?iM|jMd8  of 
Japan,  and,  as  often  as  it  moves,  to  makeST^^^,-, 
pon  tremble.  "^ 

Just  beyond  the  Confucian  and  Sliinto  temples 
mentioned  above,  but  still  within  "the  western 
circle,"  are  the  Kencho  (Prefectural  Office)  an^ 


THE   OLD    AND    THE  NEW  IN  JAPAN. 


tlio  Saibaiislio  (Courthouse).  Tlie  affaira  of  Ib- 
nraki  Prefecture  are  managed.  Recording  to  for- 
eignized  methods,  under  a  local  self -government 
system  borrowed  from  Cei'many.  The  present 
Governor  of  Ibaraki  is  Mr.  Siulanori  Ynsuda,"  of 
the  famous  SuEsumH  clan.  He  lias  traveled  in 
En  tope  anil  America,  and  is  a  progressive  official. 
He  hoe  n  phaeton  and  barouche,  the  only  ones  in 
tlie  city,  and  two  fine  horauB,  one  of  which  ia  an 
offspring  of  the  steed  which  General  Grant  pi-c- 
Ecuted  to  the  Emperor  of  Japan.  When  General 
<irant  visited  Japan,  Govenior  Vueuda,  then  an 
official  in  the  Hokkaido  (Yezo),  had  the  honor  of 
entertaining  him  in  Sapporo.  lie  still  points  out 
witii  pride  the  chair  in  which  our  famous  warrior 
fiat,  and  relates  with  great  gnsto  how  much  the 
ex-Presideut  enjoyed  eating  American  corn  from 
the  cob! 

That  town  bell  which  tells  the  lioui's  by  day 
and  by  night  is  not  bo  nninteresting  as  it  appears. 
It  Bei-vea  to  remind  us  of  anotlicr  Chinaman  who 
found  a  home  in  the  Mito  clan.  He  was  a  Ka- 
vauf  who,  when  the  native  Ming  dynasty  was 
overtlirown  by  the  present  Mnnchurian  dynasty, 
fled  for  refuge  to  Japan.  Ho  became  the  teacher 
and  adviser  of  Mitsuknni ;  and,  tlioiigh  he  never 


lived  in  the  city  of  Mito,  ho  vas,  however,  hon- 
ored with  n  burial  at  Zuiryn.  He  it  was  who, 
when  Mitsuknni  hung  up  that  bell,  wrote  for  it 
an. inscription,  winch,  now  scarcely  legible,  is  ex- 
tremely simjile  and  quaint  in  its  conceptions. 

If  we  now  pass  along  the  streets,  especially  the 
wide,  clean  main  business  street,  we  cannot  full 
to  notice  here  and  there  evidences  of  the  odd 
mixture  of  ancient  and  modern,  of  Japanese  and 
foreign,  in  mercantile  affairs.  Japanese  foods  and 
foreign  bread  and  meats  ;  Japanese  ."nice  and  for- 
eign boor,  ale  and  wino  ;  JupancBepipes  and  for- 
eign cigars  and  cignreites;  Japanese  shoji  and 
foreign  glass  windows  ,  Japanese  Jubacbi  and  for- 
eign stoves  ,  Japanese  lalami  and  carpeted  floors 
with  cliuirs;  Japanese  kosa  and  foreign  um- 
brellas ;  Japanese  iabi  and  foreign  stockings ; 
Japanese  ge/n  and  foreign  gaiters ;  Japanese  kt- 
niono,  haori,  liakatim  and  foreign  suits;  foreign 
shirts,  collars,  cuffs,  neckties  and  kid  gloves; 
bare  heads  or  foreign  hats  and  caps  ;  bare  legs  or 
trousered  legs.  These  are  not  all,  but  samples 
only,  of  the  "mixed"  views  which  greet  us  ou 
this  Japanese  street  in  a  provincial  city. 

And  if  we  pause  to  look  more  closely  into  some 
of  the  stores  we  may  find  other  striking  instances 
of  the  juxtaposition  of  the  old  and  the  new. 
Here  is  an  old  Japanese  who  in  the  former  dajs 
knew  Hot  the  value  of  time,  aud  took  account  of 
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Tiothing  less  than  an  honr, 
sitting  in  JapanoBO  fashion 
on  tiis  matted  floor -iimong 
Ilia  stock  of  clocks  and 
watches,  ivhicli,  ticking  tlio 
ininntes  and  seconds,  te.icli 
him  the  modern  iden  that 
"time  is  money  "and  mo- 
menta are  rahiable.  Or  wo 
ni;iy  step  into  "  Ilan.iwa'e 
Branch  Store,"  and  seat 
onrgelves  on  the  stools  in 
front  of  the  matted  floor, 
where  clerks,  dressed,  sit- 
ting, smoking,  serving  ten, 
in  native  fashion  aronnd  the 
hibachi,  will  show  na  foreign 
dry  goods,  hats,  caps,  nm- 
brellas,  canes,  furnishing 
goods,  etc.;  take  an  order 
for  a  dress  snit  to  ho  made 
np  in  Parisian  style;  and  then  lignro  ont  the  aneso  tile  roof;  has  glass  windows  with  Japanese 
amount  of  tlio  bill  by  means  of  tiio  soroban  sliding  doors;  and  bears  a  sign  with  n  donbla 
(abacus).     This  store  is  built  of  brick,  with  Jap-     (Cliincso  and  English)  inscription.     On  another 
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street  Mr.  lluiiuwu  Ims  a  purely  JiL|»iiieso  ilry- 
goods  store  with  roeidenco  attaclieil ;  nml  in  the 
Humo  eompoiiiid  is  a  small  two-slory  brick  house, 
uitli  only  a  receptiun  room  below  nnd  ft  bedroom 
above,  all  ftirnishol  iit  tlio  liiiest  foreign  style, 
but  kept  principnlly  for  orn.iment, 

AVhile  nre  are  resting  at  "llnnnwa's  Hntiich 
Store  "  a  group  of  young  men  \i\\aa  niong,  just  in 
time  to  furnish  il  conoroto  illuEtrniion  of  tho 
above  abstnict  description  of  tlic  mixinre  of  the 
old  and  the  now,  the  Japanese  uml  the  European, 
styles  of  costnnies.  Such  sights  are  retnindors  of 
what  Mr.  Percivjil  Lowell  einv  on  ]iis  wny  to 
"  Noto,  an  Unoiplored  Corner  of  Japan, "'  He 
writes : 

"  These  fellow  iiiuweiigera  fully  made  op  for  the  niom 
Uiuy  took  by  tLeir  vhIhb  as  scieulific  Rpeciroens.  I  nould 
ivilliDgly  have  cLlorofoTiiied  Ihciit  all.  uikI  prfBcnted  tbem 
iiu  pinH  to  HDiue  Kicturiol  niuseiitii ,  for  eucb  typiSed  a 
8'itRe  iu  a  ceitaiu  naiqua  proreiu  oi  evolution,  ni.  prrBt^nt 
tho  JupnneBe  cr.ize.  Thoy  were  JDst  bo  many  Biuuples  of 
uUDntiirul  deTplopment  in  (IreaH,  from  the  native  JapaneBe 
to  the  iiritiiteit  Enropean.  The  costuiue  usanlly  began 
with  a  pot  bnt  nnd  cuileil  in  extreme  cosee  with  congress 
boots.  But  e^irb  luiiu  eihibited  a  vnrions  phase  of  it  ac- 
cor<liiig  to  liU  atilf-eiuanoipHtion  from  former  etiqiielle 
Somelimes  o,  iDOKt  dUrepnlable  detby,  painfully  reiuiuis- 


oetit  of  better  bygone  days,  found  itself  in  oom- 
pany  with  a  refined  kimimo  tind  a  apoUesa 
cloven  Bock.  Sometruits  the  meTaniarpboBis 
embraced  the  body,  and  fvea  eitended  down 
the  legs,  bnt  Imil  iiot  yet  attiirkod  the  feet,  iu 
its  creeping  piiralysis  of  imitation.  In  anotbec 
comer  a  collatless,  cravnllcsa,  sf  mi -flannel  ahirt 
bad  taken  Ibe  place  of  Ihe  under  tacic.  to  the 
iTorBe  than  loss  of  looks  of  ita  wearer.  Oppodto 
tbis  type  Eat  the  aapreuie  variety  which  eti. 
(leatly  prided  itseU  upon  its  height  of  fashion. 
In  him  Ihe  change  had  gone  so  fur  as  to  recall 
the  East  End  longh  bU  over,  an  illnaion  dis- 
pelled only  by  the  innocence  of  bis  face." 


If  we  happen  to  turn  off  to  a  sltle  street 
and  call  at  one  of  the  ya.'ihiki  where 
naed  to  dwell  the  retatneis  of  tbe  Mite 
princes  we  may  find  an  old  samurai, 
who  was  01ICC  proud  of  lii^  kami-ghiwo 
drcasand  two  swords,  ;ind  scorned  those 
who  had  to  work,  engaged  in  tho  pje- 
beinn  occupation  of  raising  fancy  breeds 
of  imported  ponltry,  such  oe  Leghorns, 
Brahmas,  Plymouth  Rocks,  etc.  Or  if 
perchance,  tired  with  pedestrian  ezcnr- 
BJon,  we  now  have  recourse  to  riding, 
and  c&Wjin-riJii-sha,  the  stalwart  cool- 
ice  who  pull  lis  about  may  hate  been  in 
feudal  days  hanghty  tamuiai,  Am\ 
when  later,  having  finished  our  sight- 
seeing, we  repair  to  tho  home  of  the 
foreigner  (ijin),  one  of  the  samurai 
class,  formerly  so  hostile  to  "barbari- 
and  so  eager  to  drink  foreign  blood  with 
swords,  will  cook  for  ns  our  dinner  of 
foreign  food,  and  have  never  a  thongitt  of  poison. 
But  whatever  may  have  been  tbe  previous  con- 
dition of  our  kxruinaya,  with  fleet  steps  they 
wheel  ns  lo  the  western  edge  of  town  and  of  the 
plateau,  where  lies  the  "Evergreen  Park"  of 
Mito.  This  was  laid  out  in  1839  by  Prince  Ka- 
riaki/iind  became  his  resort  after  he  was  com- 
pelled by  the  Shogiin  to  abdicate  in  favor  of  liis 
son.  This  spot  has  not  been  much  altered  by  the 
ravages  of  time  and  the  new  civitizutiou.  Except 
that  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  runs  the  Mito  Rail- 
way ;  except  that  the  shrill  whistle  of  n  locomo- 
tive so  often  pierces  tho  air  ;  except  that  foreign 
feet  have  deliled  the  sucredness  of  the  once  pri- 
vate mansion  of  the  most  jioweifnl  lord  of  his  day, 
with  but  few  exceptions  everything  about  tho 
park  still  suggests  the  old  Japan. 

Here  are  the  torii  (arch)  and  the  stone  lantern 
in  front  of  the  Shinto  temple,  in  which  both  Mit- 
Buknni  and  Nariaki  (or  Giko  and  Itekko,  as  they 
are  posthumously  called,)  are  enshrined  for  wor- 
ship. Here  is  one  of  the  cannon  which  Nariaki. 
in   anticipation   of   the    arrival    of   Commodore 


their 
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Perry,  liad  molOed  from  the  bells  of  BudJliiat 
temples  for  the  purpose  of  resisting  the  "  iriva- 
aioD  "  of  foreigners.  Here  are  Btill  left  many  of 
the'thousand  plum  treos  which  the  same  prince 
^rdeted  planted  in  this  "garden,"  Hero  is  stuiid- 
ing'yet  the  stone  on  whicli  he  had  carved  his  own 
iDBcription  giving  tlio  reasons  why  he  ostablislicd 
this  park,  and  on  tlie  reverse  of  which  are  in- 
scribed the  "  restrictions,"  or  "  riilea  and  regula- 
tions." The  inscription  is  quaint  and  interest- 
ing, hut  abounds  in  nnintelligible  allusions  ;  the 
"  restrictions,"  however,  are  worth  tranacrihing  : 
"It  is  forbidden  to  enter  tbe  parlc  before  six 
o'clock  in  the  morning  or  after  ten  o'clock  in  the 
evening.  Tbe  two  sexes  are  forliiddon  to  take 
recreation  together.  Intoxication,  disorderly  con- 
duce and  vulgar  music  are  prohibited.  It  is  for- 
bidden to  pick  theftowers  and  frniCs  of  the  plum 
trees  in  the  park.  It  is  forbidden  to  anyone  cx- 
oept  a  Mck  person  to  ride  in  a  kuyo  iu  the  park. 
The  regulations  conceruiug  fishing  and  hunting 
must  not  be  violated." 

In  this  park  are  two  little  stone  tables,  about 
ten  inobes  high  and  fifteen  inches  square,  and 
marked  with  lines — one  as  a  board  for  shoffi  (chess), 
aiid  the  other  as  a  board  for  go  (a  very  intricate 


game  slightly  resembling  checkers).  On  stone 
seats  at  the  sides  of  these  boards  the  old  prince 
and  his  companions  would  sit  and  spend  many  ah 
hour  in  those  recreations.  Just  below  the  spot, 
and  part  way  down  the  hill,  is  set  up  a  stone  to 
indicate  that  it  is  the  best  point  of  view  from 
which  may  be  seen  "  Tbe  Evening  Snow  of  Lako 
Suinba,"  one  of  the  "Eight  Views  of  Mito."  In 
iuiitatioii,  probably,  of  a  Chinese  custom,  eight 
views  are  selected  in  the  vicinity  of  many  a  prom- 
inent locality  as,  according  to  some  nnknouii 
standard,  the  most  worthy.  Tbese  hakkei  are  al- 
ways the  same,  and  include  such  a  strange  variety 
of  sights  atid  sounds  as  "The  Autumn  Moon," 
"Tbe  Evening  Sunset,"  "Tlie  Homeward-bound 
Sails," "The  Calm  Breeze  and  Clear  Sky,"  "The 
Descent  of  the  Wild  Oeese,""Tbe  Evening  Bell" 
(of  a  temple),  "Tbe  Night  K.iin  "  and  "The 
Evening  Snow."  Of  all  these  views,  three  (tlie 
fifth,  sixth  and  seventh)  are  denominated  "sad  " 
by  tile  Japanese  ;  almost  all  of  them  lue  evening 
or  night  views,  and  the  exceptions  are  to  be  wii- 
ueBsed  late  iu  tbe  afternoon. 

But  while  we  are  dreaming  of  the  past,  of  feud- 
alism and  impcrialiBm  in  old  Japan,  the  shriek 
of  a  loooDiotive  and  the  rattle  of  the  afternoon 
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train  from  Tokyo  rudely  avaken  us,  and  remind 
lis  to  turn  homeward.  Tliroiigli  narrow  laiiea 
liardl;  touched  by  modern  improveiiientB,  and 
through  buaiiiess  streets  with  the  mixture  of  tlie 
old  and  the  new  ;  tlirough  the  qtmrtcrs  of  the 
getsha,  tlie  pretty  and  graceful  dancing  girls, 
wliose  reputation  is  not    immaculate  ;    past    tl)0 


TOUKO  AND  OLD  JAPAN 

theatre,  wheie  the  life  of  old.  Japan  can  beat  be 
studied  in  these  iconoclastic  dijs  wo  hasten  to 
the  foieigners'  home  In  the  evening  some  natne 
friends  call  and  by  a  mixture  of  Jupancse  bowing 
and  foreign  liand  si  aking  and  n  confusion  of 
various  social  forms  nntiie  and  Liiropcan  indi 
cate  to  us  that  even  the  manners  and  customs  of 
Japan  are  to  some  extent,  undergoing  transforma 


tion.  Or,  if  we  pick  up  a  Japanese  newspaper,  or 
even  book,  we  see  that  the  same  tendency  has  in- 
vaded language  and  literature  ;  for  Roman  letten, 
Arabic  numerals  and  foreign-stylo  cnts,  cartoons 
and  illustrations  will  be  found  in  tlie  columns  of 
a  daily,  or  on  tlie  pages  of  a  novel.  And  if  wo  are 
at  all  familiar  with  the  language  and  literature  of 
to-dny  we  ninst  know 
tJmt  both  vocabulary 
and  style  Iiave  been 
greatly  nlTected  by 
Western  i  n  flu  ences. 
We  have,  moreover, 
already  seen  that  tlic 
educational  system  it 
largely  modeled  on 
foreign  methods;  but 
wo  must  also  bear  in 
mind  that  the  old 
Chinese  methods  have 
not  been  entirely  dis- 
carded. We  should 
likewise  take  notice 
that  in  religious  mat- 
ters the  old  Shinto- 
ism,  Buddhism  and 
Confucianism  are  con- 
tending side  by  aide 
with  the  new  Christi- 
anity. 

We  may  observe, 
then,  in  conclusion, 
that,  not  merely  in  Hie 
provincial  city  of 
Mito,  but  in  general 
throughout  Japan, 
there  is  now  a  transi- 
tion period,  in  wliicli 
tlie  old  and  the  new, 
the  Oriental  and  the 
Occidental,  are 
"  check  by  jowl  "  in 
many  lines  and  as- 
pects. This  is  notice- 
able in  modes  of  trav- 
eling, in  trade  and 
"-  commerce,    in    arclii- 

tectnre,  in  food  and 
drink,  in  manners  and 
customs  in  language  and  literature,  in  education, 
lu  arms  and  militaiy  tactics,  in  religion.  The 
historic  spots  are  bemg  marred  by  the  destructive 
demands  of  modern  improvements ;  and  the  old 
associations  aie  being  rudely  dispelled.  It  is  al- 
ways so  in  the  progress  of  civilization.  Aptly 
has  it  been  said  Old  Japan  was  like  an  oyster 
— to  open  it  was  to  kill  it." 
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Chaptee  III.— (Continued). 

TEACHER  in  Mies  Bow-  -of  Jasper  Hading.  Miss  Bowdoin  assures  me  that 
doiii's  school  I"  Puulette  it  is  useless  to  qnestion  them.  She  has  tried  to 
said.  Badly;  "a  drudg-  do  so,  and  failed  utterly.  Tliey  are  very  silent 
ing,  ill- paid  teacher  I  men,  who  know  how  to  keep  secrets  and  repel 
And  you  ought  to  be  a  curiosity.  That,  I  snppose,  is  part  of  their  pro- 
queen  I  But  I  respect  fession.  I  am  burdened  witii  a  lieary  debt,  Paii- 
Tonr  resolution.  Laurel,  lette,  and  I  must  work  till  I  have  canceled  it," 
Jasper  Hading  has  treat-  Paillette  beamed  unspeakable  sympathy  on  her 
ed  yon  badly.  Your  friend.  She  respected  the  pride  that  forbade 
pride  suffers  when  you  Laurel  to  accept  as  a  free  gift  Jasper  Hading's 
think  of  him.  Four  bounty,  and  she  couid  not  wonder  that  the  high- 
years  since  you  left  Texas,  and  he  has  never  once  spirited  girl  chafed  under  the  obligations  thai 
tried  to  see  you  !"  rested  njion  her. 

Laurel  drew  a  long  breath.  "  But,"  she  groaned,  "  Miss  Bowdoin  pays  such 

"  When   my  visit  to  Dole  Haven  is  over,"  she  meagre  salaries  to  her  under  teachers,  dear  !  and 

answered,  "  I  mean  to  go  straight  to  Deepford —  four  years'  expenses  at  the  scliool  must  foot  up  a 

the  place  is  not  far  from  Boston— and  interview  pretty  sum  I     Why,  you  will  be   half  a  lifetime 

Jiispcr   Hading,  willing  or   unwilling.     He  has  paying  the  debt.     Oh,  I  do  hope  that  some  un- 

clioseu  to  surround  liimself  with  mystery.    I  shall  foreseen  orent  may  make  the  matter  easier  for 

penetrnto  it,  and  demand  my  accounts,  and  when  yon  !     Perhaps  when  you   talk  witii  your  uncle 

they  are  settled  I  will  cry  quits  with  my  father's  you  may  find  that  yon   have  n  clear  right  to  hie 

unnatural  brother."                                     '  help  and  need  not  pay  him  at  all." 

"  I  used  to  tliink  that  he  was  playing  a  rather  "  Perhaps,"  replied  Laurel,  incredulously, 

interesting  r61e,"  said  Paulette,  "  bnt  now  I  am  Such  a  thing  was  in  nowise  probable, 

weary  of  it,  and  I  pronounce  the  man  detestable.  All  the  morning  the  girls  dawdled  about  the 

All  the  money  that  he  has  spent  upon  you  cannot  veranda  and  garden,   talking  of  various  things, 

excuse  his  rudeness,  his  neglect,  the  manner  in  They  dined  early  with  Mrs.  Minto.     Afternoon 

which  you  have  been  repulsed.    Don't  seek  a  per-  came.    Captain  Davy  had  not  returned.    Paulette 

aonal  interview.  Laurel — don't  trust  yourself  for  grow  restless  ;  but  Laurel  Hading,  soothed  by  the 

a  moment  under  his  roof.     Transact  all  business  slnmberoua  airs  of  the  Cape,  sank  in  a  deep  chair 

with  him  through  his  favorite  medium,  the  law-  under  the  vines  of  the  veranda  and  drifted  uwsy 

yers,  dear."  to  dreamland. 

"The  lawyers,"  sighed  Laurel,  "refuse  to  apeak  "She  looks  like  the  Sleeping  Beauty,  awaiting 
Vol.  XXXVIIL,  Ko.  C— 41.                 *  Btgon  iu  the  November  number. 
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the  Prince/'  tlirmght  Panlette,  as  she  gazed  down 
upon  her  frieml'a  pearl-white  face  and  the  black 
semicircles  of  her  fallen  lashes.  **  Now  that  Mrs. 
Miuto  is  busy  with  the  servants,  how  am  I  to  em- 
ploy myself  ?" 

The  arch  enemy  of  mankind,  who  is  said  to 
find  mischief  always  for  idle  hands,  must  have 
whispered  something  in  Panlette's  ear.  She  im- 
mediately tiptoed  up  the  staircase,  donned  a 
round  hat  and  coquettish  little  jacket,  drew  on  a 
])jiir  of  long  gloves,  and  made  her  way  softly  to 
the  stable.     Zeke  was  there,  polishing  a  harness. 

**  I  really  cannot  breathe  indoors  this  afternoon, 
Zeke,''  she  began,  in  a  coaxing  tone.  ''  I  am  go- 
ing for  a  ride — a  very  short  ride — on  the  most  fre- 
quented roads.  Put  my  pony  in  the  carriage  at 
once." 

Zeke  frowned. 

**I  misdoubt,  miss,  if  the  captain  would  like  to 
have  ye  venture  out  to-day,  with  that  dauged 
Portuguese  loose  in  the  woods " 

'•Woods  ?  Nonsense  I  I  am  not  going  to  the 
woods.  I  shall  keep  strictly  to  the  highroad, 
Zeke.  Hurry,  please  !  I  am  absolutely  fainting 
for  my  daily  airing.  All  the  Portuguese  on  the 
Cape  shall  not  keep  me  indoors  a  moment  longer." 

Her'  imperious  manner  overawed  Zeke.  He 
knew  right  well  that  his  master's  daughter  ruled 
Dole  Haven.  He  flung  the  harness  on  the  pony, 
and  Paulette,  jubilant,  seated  herself  in  the  pretty 
carriage,  gathered  np  the  reins  and  drove  smartly 
out  of  the  stable  yard,  and  away  from  Dole  Haven. 


Chapter  IV. 

The  pony  was  fresh.  He  clattered  off  at  a 
good  pace  along  the  sandy  road. 

From  head  to  foot  Paulette  was  consumed  with 
curiosity  to  see  the  cranberry  bog,  where  the 
Portuguese  had  knifed  his  comrade.  She  knew 
the  region  fairly  well.  In  ten  minutes  she  was 
reining  her  pony  at  the  bog — a  trim,  rectangular 
clearing,  in  the  heart  of  a  swamp,  level  as  a  floor, 
and  matted  with  vines.  She  looked  around  and  saw 
the  usual  trenches,  the  dike,  and  the  brook  with 
gates,  by  which  the  land  could  be  **  flowed,"  as  a 
l)rotection  from  insects  and  frosts,  but  nothing 
more  was  visible.  If  Paulette  had  thought  to  find 
on  the  ground  any  token  of  the  late  stabbing  af- 
fair she  was  disappointed.  The  cranberry  pickers 
had  vanished.  Deep  silence  reigned  in  the  viny 
clearing  and  the  adjacent  swamp.  The  only  liv- 
ing thing  in  sight  was  a  marsh  quail — the  only 
sound  to  be  heard,  the  whir  of  the  wind  in  the 
thicket. 

*'Go  on.  Nixie,"  said  Paulette  to  the  pony. 
And  Nixie,  nothing  loath,  went  on. 


For  a  space  the  road  ran  along  beside  old  fields, 
inclosed  in  mossy  stone  walls,  and  given  over  to 
daisies  and  golden-rod.  A  man,  with  a  stout 
stick  in  his  hand,  vaulted  suddenly  over  one  of 
these  barriers  and  motioned  Paulette  to  stop. 

"Beg  pardon,  miss,"  he  said.  *' Perhaps  you 
won't  care  to  go  further  on  this  road  when  I  tell 
you  we've  tracked  the  Portuguese  to  the  wood 
yonder.  The  officers  of  the  law  are  watching 
about  here.  I  recognized  Captain  Dole's  pony 
carriage  and  thought  I'd  make  bold  to  warn  you." 

'*  Thank  von,"  said  Paulette. 

The  man  seemed  to  be  acting  as  a  patrol.  He 
went  back  to  the  field.  The  road  was  very  nar- 
row— Paulette  could  not  turn  the  carriage  there. 
She  must  certainly  go  on  for  a  space.  To  tell 
the  truth,  she  was  burning  to  go  on. 

**  A  rosebud  set  with  little  willful  thorns," 

Paulette  never  accepted  advice  when  she  could 
avoid  it.  Her  own  sweet  will  seemed  ever  the 
best.  Nixie  trotted  forward  till  he  reached  a 
path  that  plunged  straight  into  a  dense  woods. 

**I  dare  say  this  unofficial  cart  track  will  lead 
us  to  Dole  Haven,  Nixie,"  said  Paulette.  And 
she  turned  the  pony  fearlessly  into  it.  "Oh,  how 
delightful  !"  she  murmured,  as  the  green  boughs 
brushed  her  softly  on  either  side,  and  met  above 
her  head  in  one  emerald  arch.  **  It  is  like  ridiog 
into  a  vast  bower.  There  was  never  anything  so 
lonely  and  wild  as  a  Cape  God  forest !  Oh,  here 
is  a  Maryland  yellowthroat !"  as  strange  wings 
flashed  across  her  way.  "  One  meets  rare  birds  ^ 
among  these  pines.  Papa  says  the  Cape  is  a  rest- 
ing place  for  many  Southern  species  that  wander 
North  in  summer." 

She  hud  a  dryad's  fondness  for  the  woods.  The 
gummy  odors,  tlie  cool  dim  vistas,  the  green  twi- 
light, the  murmur  of  hushed  winds  in  the  leaves, 
charmed  her.  Deeper  and  deeper  grew  the  silence 
and  the  shadows.  In  the  open  fields  the  sun  was 
still  shining  brightly,  but  in  that  solitude  night 
seemed  already  gathering.  Mile  succeeded  mile. 
There  was  no  change  in  tlie  road.  The  swart 
boughs  cdn tinned  to  brush  the  carriage  closely, 
and  the  arch  overiiead  darkened  and  thickened. 
Every  person  familiar  with  a  Cape  forest  knows 
in  what  serried  ranks  its  trees  grow.  Little  light 
can  penetrate  them  at  any  hour,  and  the  sileuct; 
is  deep  and  oppressive.  Presently  a  vague  un- 
easiness began  to  creep  over  Paulette. 

**  There  is  really  no  end  to  these  pines.  Nixie," 
she  said  to  the  pony.  "  Pruy  m«ke  haste  out  of 
them." 

But  Nixie,  instead  of  making  haste,  evinced  :i 
desire  to  stop  altogether,  and  crop  the  fern  and 
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berry  buBhes  in  the  undergrowth.  Panlette  grew 
nervous.  She  had  lost  her  bearings.  That  cart 
track  would  never  lead  to  Dole  Haven.  It  was 
impossible  to  turn  about,  and  exceedingly  rash  to 
goon.  Odd  sounds  assailed  her  ears.  She  had 
heard  Captain  Davy  say  that  wild  creatures  still 
.  roamed  in  the  )in fenced  Cape  wood — deer,  mink, 
raccoon,  fox — ^slie  wondered  if  these  things  were 
snapping  the  dry  twigs,  or  was  the  dreadful  Por- 
tuguese near  ?  Even  as  that  fear  beset  her  Pau- 
lette  heard  a  sudden  rustle — a  hoarse,  panting 
breath.  A  thicket  crashed  under  flying  feet. 
Some  dark  object  burst  into  the  narrow  road, 
*  close  to  Nixie's  head.  The  pony's  nerves  could  not 
stand  the  shock.  He  swerved  so  violently  that  the 
carriage,  flung  out  of  the  deep  rut,  went  crashing 
up  against  a  pine  trunk.  Paulette,  hurled  over 
the  wheel,  fell  headlong  into  the  tangled  under- 
growth. There  she  lay  for  several  moments,  with- 
out breath  or  motion. 

When  she  opened  her  eyes  again  Captain  Davy's 
daughter  found  herself  still  stretched  on  the 
earth,  but  not  among  the  fern  and  blueberry 
bushes.  She  had  been  conveyed  to  an  open  space, 
where  a  brush  Are  was  burning,  and  placed  on  a 
bed  of  dry  pine  needles.  Somebody  bent  over 
her.  The"  rim  of  a  silver  flask  touched  her  lips 
find  left  upon  them  a  fiery  liquid. 

**Do  you  feel  better  ?"  asked  a  voice. 

Paulette  stared  at  the  speaker — a  young  man, 
dressed  in  immaculate  gray,  wearing  in  his  but- 
tonhole a  rose,  and  grasping  in  one  hand — great 
.  Heaven  ! — a  long,  glittering  knife  !     The  Portu- 
guese ! 

**  For  a  cranbcirry  picker  and  a  murderer,  how 
good-looking  !*'  thought  Paulette,  illogically. 

**I  asked  if  you  were  more  comfortable  ?*'  per-. 
818 ted  the  young  man,     ''  You  see,  I  took^  the 
liberty  to  right  your  carriage  and  bring  you  to* 
this  fire." 

Paulette  had  read  somewhere  that  nerve  and 
courage  were  the  first  requisites  in  successfully 
dealing  with  bad  people.  She  raised  herself  to  a 
.  Bitting  posture.  A  terrible  pain  stabbed  through 
her  right  arm,  but  she  did  not  mind  that.  She 
fixed  a  stern  and  steadfast  eye  on  her  captor. 

''Put  down  that  knife,  sir  !"  she  commanded. 
He  obeyed  promptly.  *'  Have  you  any  more 
weapons  about  you  ?"  she  asked.       .   . 

**Noue,  I  assure  you." 

"  Do  you  carry  pistols,  sir  ?" 

**Not  as  a  rule " 

But  the  girl,  with  her  curly  hair  rising  in  ter- 
ror, and.  the  frightened  voice  which  she  tried  to 
make  bold,  put  on  an  inexorable  air. 

**Turn  your  pockets  inside  out,  sir — of  course, 
I  cannot  believe  you,"  lie  turned  put  his  pockets 


obediently.  They  appeared  to  hold  only  a  purse 
and  a  handkerchief.  Pauline  pointed  like  an  ac- 
cusing angel  to  the  purse.  *'Did  you  steal  that 
from  your  comrades  down  in  the  bog  ?  Of  course 
you  did  !  I  have  only  one  thing  more  to  say — 
take  to  your  heels,  and  lose  no  time  about  it — 
half  the  town  is  after  you " 

*'  Indeed  !" 

*'  I  know  I  ought  not  to  warn  you,  but  I  cannot 
help  it.  My  sympathy  is  always  with  the  under 
dog,  papa  says — I  would  even  tell  you,  if  I  could, 
how  to  get  out  of  these  woods,  but  I  am  lost  my- 
self. By  the  way,  you  speak  absurdly  good  Eng- 
lish—  is  that  language  much  used  in  Portugal  ?" 

**  Portugal !"  with  a  peal  of  laughter  that  could 
no  longer  be  restrained.  **  Why,  I  thought  we 
were  standing  on  the  sandy  soil  of  Cape  Cod  !" 

Paulette  sprang  to  her  feet.  She  looked  at  the 
brush  fire,  the  knife  on  the  ground,  the  young 
man  in  gray,  and  an  enormous  doubt  chilled  her. 

**Are  you  not  Manuel  the  Portuguese,  that 
stabbed  somebody  or  something  in  the  cranberry 
bog  yesterday  ?"  slie  demanded. 

He  bowed  politely. 

'*  I  am  not.  My  name  is  Coxheath,  and  I  am 
looking  for  an  old  friend — a  certain  Captain 
David  Dole,  who  is  living  in  this  vicinity." 

Paulette  seemed  turning  to  stone. 

**0h,"  she  stammered,  **how  could  I  make 
such  a  blunder  ?  Pray  pardon  me,  Mr.  C'oxheath. 
I  am  Captain  Dole's  daughter,  and  I  knew  that 
papa  was  expecting  you  at  Dole  Haven  to-day.'^ 

''It's  all  right," said  Coxheath  ;  and  then  both 
burst  into  a  merry  laugh. 

''At  the  station  where  I  alighted,"  explained 
the  young  man,  "  I  could  find  no  conveyance — 
no  person  who  would  consent  to  drive  me  to  Cap- 
tain ^Dole's  house.  So  I  started  on  foot  to  find  it. 
A  native  directed  me  to  take  a  cross  cut  through 
-the  woods.  A  few  moments  ago  I  blundered  upon 
this  fire,  and  upon  a  man  who,  at  sight  of  me, 
dropped  a  knife  with  which  he  was  whittling 
sticks  and  ran  into  the  thicket.  Then  I  heard 
you  cry  out,  and  your  carriage  crash  against  a 
tree.  I  found  you  senseless  on  the  ground,  and 
brought  you  to  this  spot.  I  had  picked  up  the 
knife  to  examine  it,  when  you  revived.  The  sight 
of  a  fitranger,  with  such  a  weapon  in  hand,  nat- 
urally led  you  to  wrong  conclusions." 

"It  was  the  Portuguese  that  crashed  through 
the  thicket  and  frightened  Nixie,"  said  Paulette, 
in  a  mortified  tone.  "How  stupid  of  me  to  mis- 
take you  for  him  !  But  I  thought  I  saw  murder 
in  your  eye." 

Then  both  laughed  again,  and  all  barriers  be- 
tween them  seemed  at  once  to  fall. 

"The  fellow  has  made  off  into   the  woods," 
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said  Coxheath,  when  slio  had  told  him  Manuel's 
story.  *•'  He  will  not  be  captured  to-night.  I  will 
never  mention/' gayly,  "  that  you  were  quite  will- 
ing to  aid  his  escape.'' 

Then  he  saw  that  she  had  grown  pale,  and  that 
her  lips  were  pressed  tightly  together. 

"  You  are  hurt.  Miss  Dole  !"  he  said,  in  alarm. 
"  Yon  are  suffering  !" 

**  There  is  something  wrong  with  my  arm,"  she 
stsunniered  ;  **it  seems  full  of  hot  needles." 

**Lct  me  examine  it — I  know  a  little  surgery." 

She  drew  up  her  pink,  beribboned  sleeve  from 
an  elbow  as  round  and  white  as  a  baby's. 

**  It  is  a  sprain," announced  Coxheath.  **  I  will 
improvise  a  sling." 

lie  drew  a  silk  handkerchief  from  his  pocket, 
knotted  it  about  her  neck*,  and  placed  the  injured 
member  in  the  support. 

**  In  payment  for  this  service,"  said  Paulette, 
sweetly,  **I  will  permit  you  to  ride  with  me  to 
Dole  Haven.  To  be  sure,  I  do  not  know  the  way, 
but  by  combined  efforts  wo  can,  perhaps,  find  it." 

The  pony  carriage  had  sustained  no  injury. 
Coxheath  lifted  Panlette  to  a  seat  in  the  vehicle, 
then  picked  up  a  gray  overcoat,  and  a  walking 
stick  from  a  tree  trnnk  near  by,  and  followed  her. 

"  You  will  have  to  drive  Nixie,"  she  sighed. 
''It  is  rather  mortifying  to  go  back  to  the  house 
in  this  dilapidated  condition.  But  I  suppose  I 
ought  to  be  thankful  that  I  was  not  cut  in  bits 
by  the  Portuguese." 

**  It  was  exceedingly  rash  of  you,"  he  answered, 
gravely,  "to  venture  into  the  woods,  knowing 
that  such  a  person  was  at  large  in  it." 

**  Don't  scold,"  said  Paulette,  wrinkling  her 
ivory  brows  at  him.  **  When  I  reach  home  I  shall 
have  quite  enough  of  that  from  Laurel,  Mrs.  Minto 
and  papa." 

They  were  driving  smartly  away  on  the  narrow 
cart  track.  It  was  very  dark  among  the  pines — 
daylight  had  well-nigh  gone ;  but  Paulette  no 
longer  felt  fear. 

**  Who  is  Laurel  ?"  asked  Chester  Coxheath,  as 
though  the  name  impressed  him. 

**  A  school  friend  of  mine,  who  is  staying  at 
Dole  Haven,  and  quite  the  loveliest  girl  in  the 
world — La  Reine  Bkmche,  I  delight  to  call  her." 
**  You  speak  with  enthusiasm.  There  arc  many 
lovely  women  in  the  world,"  answered  Coxheath, 
with  an  audacious  look  straight  into  Paulette's 
own  limpid  dark  eyes. 

"None  like  Laurel,  I  am  sure,"  she  replied, 
with  a  positiveness  that  made  him  smile. 

Nixie  carried  the  pair  safely  out  of  tlie  woods. 
On  its  border  they  met  a  number  of  the  Portu- 
guese's pursuers,  and  Coxheath  gave  information 
of  the  brush  fire,  and  the  glimpse  which  he  had 


obtained  of  the  man,  and  in  return  received 
proper  directions  for  reaching  Dole  Ilavcii. 
Through  the  gathering  twilight  the  two  rolled 
homeward.  As  they  neared  the  house  Panlette 
espied  Captain  Davy  and  Laurel  on  the  deep 
veranda.  The  captain  had  a  glass  iu  hand  and 
seemed  searching  the  landscape  in  every  direc- 
tion.    Paulette  waved  her  sound  arm  cheerfully. 

**  I  am  safe — quite  safe  !"  she  cried,  as  the  pair 
came  hurrying  down  the  garden  walk  to  meet  her. 
**And  I  have  brought  Mr.  Coxheath  with  me. 
Don't  mind  my  arm — it  is  sprained,  nothing  more 
— all  the  work  of  the  Portuguese." 

Greetings  and  exclamations  followed.  Captain 
Davy  gripped  Coxheath's  hand  in  hearty  sailor 
fashion. 

**  Welcome  to  Dole  Haven,  lad  !"  he  cried,  with 
a  merry  twinkle  in  his  eye.  "  I  am  always  glad  to 
meet  an  old  shipmate.  How  has  the  world  treated 
you  since  the  Saucy  Sally  sailed  into  port  with  a 
jury  rig  ?" 

**  Indifferently  well,"  Coxheath  answered.  "You 
see  that  I  could  not  forget  you,  even  at  the  end 
of  ten  years.  I  had  a  little  difficulty  in  hunting 
you  up  ;  but  some  shipowners,  friends  of  my  late 
father,  put  me  on  the  right  track." 

Then  he  looked,  and  saw  Laurel  Hading  mov- 
ing toward  him  down  the  garden  walk.  All  iu 
white  from  head  to  foot,  with  only  her  golden 
crown  glistening  in  the  sunset  light,  the  fairness 
of  the  young  Texan  girl  was  almost  unearthly. 
It  seemed  to  strike  Coxheath  dumb.  When  Cap- 
tain Davy  presented  Ihim  he  bowed  profoundly, 
but  uttered  not  a  word. 

"Ah!  what  did  I  tell  you  ?"  whispered  the 
mocking  voice  of  Paulette  by  his  side. 

Captain  Davy's  daughter  failed  to  appear  at 
table  that  night.  Slie  had  discreetly  retired,  with 
her  sprained  arm,  to  her  own  room. 

"See  how  that  gypsy  obeys  my  commands!" 
said  the  captain,  in  feigned  wrath.  "  She  is  a 
born  mutineer,  and  now  she  must  suffer  for  it." 

At  table  the  grizzled  sea  dog  and  Coxheath 
talked,  and  Laurel  and  Mrs.  Minto  listened.  Tbe 
Texan  girl  was  critically  observing  Captain  Davy's 
latest  guest.  He  appeared  to  be  a  vital,  magnetic 
person,  as  thorougiily  groomed  as  an  Englishman, 
and  with  irreproachable  manners.  His  thick, 
closely  cropped  hair,  his  oval  cheek  and  beard, 
seemed  to  all  blend  together  in  one  sunny  brown 
color.  As  for  his  eyes,  they  were  uncompromis- 
ing gray,  hard  as  steel  one  moment,  and  the  next 
merry  as  a  schoolboy's.  His  nose  was  straight; 
his  chin,  perfectly  molded.  Mr.  Coxheath  would 
have  passed  anywhere  as  an  uncommonly  good- 
looking  man. 
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"After  the  wreck  of  the  6^flMcy  5a//y,"CaptftiTi     fortunes  crushed  the   life   ont   of  him,   mid  be 
D.I vy  was  snying,  "I  took  cominaud  of  a  trans-     died." 
atiantic  steamer,  and  saw  no  more  of|yonr  fa- 
ther ;  but  I  well  remember  his  sterling  worth 
mail,  and  liis  joy  in  finding  yon,  his  only  son, 


cured  of  your  infatuation  for  the  s< 
"My  father  met  with  r 


a  laat  days, 


Captain  Davy  looked  shocked. 
"And  you,  with  your  inheritance  gone — what 
(vro  yon  doing  now,   lad  ?" 

A  hard,  proud  gleam  shot  into  Coxlieath'a  eyes. 
"Earning  my  bread  as   a  clerk   in  an  office 


answered  Coxheath,  in  a  low  voice,  "and  died    where  my  father  was  once  sovereign.' 


[  ABROAD  BARLT,  MISB  DOLB,'  SAID  COXHBATH. 


poor,     I  fear  I  was  no  more  comfort  to  liii 
land  than  1  should  have  been  on  sea." 

"Died   poor?"   echoed   the   captain,     "Good 


TJie  captain's  face  expressed  his  honest  indigna- 
tion. 

"Your  father  had  scores  of  friends.     Was  ni> 


Heaven  !  wlien  I  commanded  the  Saucg  Sally  he    hand  extended  to  help  his  son  in  the  time  of  mis- 


was  a  millionaire  thrice  over.' 

"  Yes.  But  he  speculated  largely  and — lost.  I 
tried  to  save  him — I  fliing  myself,  body  and  soul, 
into  the  breach,  but — I  failed.     The  wreck  of  his 


fortune  ?" 

Coxhcath  drew  his  brows  together  unpleasantly. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  in  a  cold,  reluctant  tniip. 
and  with  a  sneer  upon  his  lip.     "A  hand  was 
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extended,  and  I  took  it — much  to  my  own  detri- 
ment and  subseqnant  regret.  It  is  often  better 
for  a  man  to  meet  misfortune  witliont  help/' 

Captain  Davy  perceived  that  he  had  touched  a 
disagreeable  subject,  and  made  hasto  to  change 
the  conversation.  Tlie  party  arose  from  table 
and  went  back  to  the  well-lighted  parlor.  A  salt 
wind  was  sighing  in  from  sea.  Owls  hooted  in 
the  pines.  On  the  beach  below  the  garden  small 
waves  murmured.  Laurel  went  over  to  the  piano 
to  adjust  a  shade  on  the  tall  lamp  beside  it,  and 
Coxheath  followed  her. 

"You  sing,  I  know/*  he  snid. 

*'  How  do  yon  know  ?"  she  answered,  smiling. 

'*  Because  your  whole  personality  breathes 
music.  Here  is  a  ballad  that  I  have  not  heard 
for  years.*'  He  took  a  sheet  from  the  music  rack. 
*'  I  used  to  like  it  in  my  boyhood.** 

She  lifted  her  handsome  brows  as  she  glanced 
at  the  piece. 

'^  ^  Auld  Robin  Gray'  went  cat  of  fashion  ages 
ago.'* 

"Yes,  but  you  will  sing  it  for  me,  will  yon 
not  ?'*  in  a  deeply  persuasive  tone. 

Laurel  seated  herself  at  the  piano,  and  in  a 
voice  thoroughly  cultured  and  divinely  sweet  she 
sang  the  ancient  song.  Panlette  Dole,  curled  up 
on  a  couch  in  a  chamber  overhead,  heard,  and 
tossed  about  with  uneasy  jerks. 

"  Laurel  is  singing  to  him  !**  she  said  to  her- 
self, hiilf  indignantly.  "  Her  voice  is  inneh  nicer 
than  mine.     Of  coarse,  he  is  leaning  over  her. 


ii 


'  Drawn  with  the  power  of  a  heart-robbing  eye. 
And  wrapt  in  fetters  of  a  golden  tresa.* 


I  Jcnnio  he  admires  blondes.  Well,  why  Bhouldn*t 
he  ?  It  is  no  concern  of  mine — I  am  an  enviona 
little  beast.  Laurel  is  worthy  of  any  mtu/s  ad- 
miration. I  am  sure  I  love  her  next  to  paf»a. 
Now  the  music  has  ceased.  Perhaps  she  has  gone 
out  with  him  on  the  veranda.  I  wonder  if  Laurel 
can  flirt  ?  Of  course,  all  women  know  the  art  by 
instinct.  Oh,  my  poor  arm  I  I  wish  I  had  not 
gone  out  riding — I  wish  Mr.  Coxheath  would 
more  farther  away,  where  I  could  not  hear  his 
voice.  I  am  actually  growing  jealous  of  dear 
Laurel.  Ob  !  oh  !  suppose  we  should  hvth  fall  to 
flirting  with  that  one  man — suppose  we  should 
both  learn  to  like  him  a  little — a  very  little  !'* 

For  some  time  longer  the  murmur  of  voices  be- 
low stairs  went  on.  The  windows  were  open, 
and  the  breeze  that  stirred  their  muslin  draperies 
bore  to  Paulette's  car  laughter  and  snatches  of 
ronversatiou — Mrs.  Minto's  thin  treble,  Captain 
Davy's  deep  baps. 

*'  You  see,  the  doctors  recommended  Cape  Cod 
as  a  proper  place  for  me,  Coxheath,**  she  heard 


her  father  say.  '^  I  came  down  here,  stumbled  on 
this  house,  bought  it,  and  christened  it  Dole 
Haven.  It  is  only  a  summer  place — with  the 
winter  I  shall  look  about  for  new  quarters.  My 
daughter  is  now  seventeen — she  mast  have  her 
glimpse  of  life,  her  taste  of  pleasure,  like  other 
girls.'* 

"  Have  you,  then,  left  the  sea  forever,  sir  ?*' 

"  How  can  I  tell  ?"  answered  the  captain, 
sadly.  ''Like  Dean  Swift,  I  am  decaying  at  the 
top,  lad.  If  I  could  find  the  lotus  and  the  poppy 
for  my  sleepless  nights  I  might  hope  to  cruise 
about  the  world  again.  But  God  alone  knows 
how  that  will  be.** 

Presently  the  door  of  Paulette's  room  opened, 
and  Laurel  entered.  Her  eyes  were  shining  Hke 
stars,  and  her  cheeks  showed  a  faint  flush. 

"Are  you  asleep,  Panlette  ?**  she  inquired, 
softly. 

For  answer  Captain  Davy *s  daughter  put  up  her 
sound  aroi  and  drew  her  friend  down  to  the  sofa. 
A  suspicions  moisture  glistened  on  her  lashes. 

**  Oh,**  said  Lanrel,  eenccience-smitten,  **  it  was 
cruel  of  me  to  leave  yon  so  long  alone  !  How  for- 
lorn you  look,  dear  !    Is  your  poor  arm  aching  ?" 

*' Horribly  r*  answered  Paulette,  with  a  sniff. 
''Have  yon  had  a  pleaaant  evening.  Laurel  ?'* 

''  How  could  it  be  really  pleasant  without  you, 
dear  ?**  cooed  tlie  elder  maid.  \ 

'*  You  find  Mr.  Gdxlieath  an  agreeable  person  ? 
You  think  him  handsome,  60  you  not.  Laurel  ?** 

''I  am  no  judge  of  inaecaliue  beauty,**  replied 
Laurel,  evasively.  •  ^ 

Paulette  arc^  on  her  sound  elbow. 

''He  is  hmdsosie  !*'^e  declared,  stubbornly. 
"His  eyes  are  superb — ^you  cannot  deny  that." 

"  I  have  never  observed  Mr.  Coxheath*s  eyes." 

"Oh,  Laurel,  that  is  very  dull  of  you  !  When 
he  looks  at  me  I  seem  turning  to  fire  and  then  to 


ice. 


M 


"  How  very  uncomfortable,  dear  !'* 
"Don*t  laugh.     I  am  giving  3'ou  my  own  im- 
pressions.    He  may  not  affect  you  in   the  same 
manner,**  said  Paulette,  meekly. 

"  Forbid  it.  Heaven  !'*  Then  a  sudden  gravity 
appeared  on  Laurel  Hading's  face.  "Dearest 
Paulette,"  she  said,  in  an  altered  tone,  "  it  will 
require  nerve,  will  it  not,  to  flirt  with  the  owner 
of  such  eyes  ?"  

Chapter  V. 

A  WEEK  of  golden  weather  followed  the  arrival 
of  Chester  Coxheath  at  Dole  Haven. 

Cloudless  sunshine  steeped  the  pine  bluffs  and 
the  bay.  All  nature  was  propitious.  That  large- 
hearted,  free-handed  sailor,  Captain  Daw,  could 
not   do   enough   for   the  comfort    and    pleasure 
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of  bis  guest.  The  days  were  filled  with  rowing, 
sailing  and  fishing  on  the  bay,  long  rides  over  the 
wild  Cape  roads,  long  hours  of  ease  on  the  deep 
Teranda,  excellent  dinners,  song,  laughter  and 
delight.  Laurel  Hading,  with  her  blond  face  and 
high-bred  repose,  was  always  near,  and  Paulette, 
bright,  restless,  beautiful,  her  arm  freed  from 
the  sling,  a  creature  of  moods,  changeful  as  the 
sea,  and  possessed  of  a  very  demon  of  coquetry, 
smiled  and  frowned  bv  turns  on  her  father's 
guest — allured  and  repelled  him,  as  the  wliim 
seized  her. 

Jjounging  with  these  girls  on  the  veranda  of 
Dole  Haven,  or  strolling  with  them  through  the 
pines  and  the  well-kept  garden,  Coxheath  forgot 
many  things  that  he  ought  to  have  remembered. 
Laura's  voice  was  fit  to  sing  the  heart  out  of  a 
man.  Panlette's  odalisque  eyes  brimmed  with 
sorceries.  With  the  selfish  indulgence  of  youth, 
Coxheath  seized  on  the  pleasure  of  the  passing 
hour — plunged  like  a  bee  into  the  sweets  that  he 
had  found,  or,  to  use  his  own  language,  "let  him- 
self go." 

One  morning  Paulette,  standing  at  the  window 
of  the  breakfast  room,  saw  whitecaps  dancing 
wildly  in  the  bay. 

"  Let  us  ride  to  the  lighthouse,  papa,'' she  said. 
'*  Perhaps  Laurel  and  Mr.  Coxheath  would  like  to 
see  the  ocean  from  that  point." 

Captain  Davy,  haggard  from  his  nightly  strug- 
gle with  insomnia,  answered  : 

*'  Very  well.  Laurel  learned  to  ride  in  Texas. 
Coxheath,  too,  is  at  home  in  the  saddle.  Let 
them  go  together,  and  you  and  I  will  follow  in 
the  carriage." 

Paulette's  face  fell,  but  she  said  nothing.  Ar- 
rangements were  quickly  made.  Captain  Davy 
and  his  daughter,  in  a  strong  carriage,  constructed 
for  the  sandy  Cape  roads,  set  forth  behind  a  pair 
of  blacks,  and  Coxheath  and  Laurel,  well  mounted 
and  in  exuberant  spirits,  cantered  after. 

The  wind  was  blowing  clean  across  the  Cape. 
Conversation  and  laughter  enlivened  the  outset  of 
the  journey,  but  as  the  way  grew  bleak  and 
strange,  silence  fell.  They  were  moving  through 
a  barren  land.  Dwarfed  pines  arose  from  the 
wiiite  sand.  A  few  crows  cawed  over  the  lonely 
stubble  fields.  The  trees  were  twisted  into  gro- 
tesque shapes  by  the  steady  blowing  gales.  Here 
and  there  patches  of  corn,  pale  and  scanty,  strug- 
gled for  life  in  a  soil  hopelessly  poor.  Through 
gaps  betwixt  the  sand  hills  the  tearing,  squally 
sea  thrust  itself  continually  upon  their  vision. 

"This  coast,"  said  Captain  Davy,  ** is  famous 
in  the  history  of  marine  tragedy.  Many  a  good 
ship  has  been  pounded  to  pieces  on  its  sands. 
Stories  of  disaster  haunt  every  beach." 


^' It  is  the  abomination  of  desolation,"  mut- 
terred  Coxheath,  with  a  sudden  shadow  on  his 
face.     "  It  oppresses  one  like  nightmare." 

"None  should  come  here  but  happy  people," 
said  Paulette.  "A  melancholy  mind,  caught  in 
these  wastes,  with  the  clouds,  the  gales,  the  Hying 
spume,  would  go  mad  at  once." 

"  I  believe  you  !"  murmured  Coxheath. 

Captain  Davy  pointed  with  his  whip. 

"  On  that  beach  yonder,  a  hundred  years  ago, 
a  pirate  ship  was  wrecked  in  a  tempest.  Scores 
of  bodies  drifted  ashore — Spaniards,  blacks,  all 
sorts  of  fellows — with  puncheons  of  rum,  small 
arms,  gold  and  silver  lace,  bales  of  broadcloth 
and  pieces  of  brocade — the  spoils  of  a  Dutch 
merchantman  which  the  pirate  had  plundered  a 
few  days  before." 

They  came  out  on  an  undulating  waste,  where 
patches  of  moss  and  mock  cranberry  grew.  Clouds 
trailed  low  in  the  sky,  the  huge  tower  of  the 
lighthouse  loomed  white  against  the  gloom.  At 
the  weather-beaten  telegraph  station  Laurel  Had- 
ing was  glad  to  slip  out  of  her  saddle. 

"I  feel  as  though  I  was  all  in  pieces," she  said, 
laughing.  ^*How  the  wind  blows  hero  !  I  could 
hardly  keep  the  saddle — I,  who  learned  to  ride  on 
a  Texas  ranch." 

These  two  had  outstripped  the  captain's  cnr- 
riage,  and  were  now  alone  in  the  riot  and  hubbub 
of  the  elements.  The  Atlantic  roared  in  their 
ears ;  the  gale  seemed  striving  to  hurl  thotn 
bodily  over  the  cliffs.  Miss  Hading's  blue  cloth 
habit  was  all  awry,  and  the  wind  had  torn  her 
hair  from  under  her  cap  and  flung  it  loose  on 
her  shoulders.  She  sat  down  on  a  bench  by  the 
telegraph  station  and  tried  to  arrange  it. 

"  Let  me  take  your  gloves  and  whip,"  said  Cox- 
heath. 

She  gave  them  quietly  into  his  keeping.  The 
soft  gauntlets  were  faintly  perfumed  with  violet 
and  warm  from  the  pressure  of  her  hands.  A 
small  boy  that  Coxheath  had  discovered  near  the 
station  held  the  two  horses. 

Coxheath  stood  and  watched  Laurel,  as  by  a 
deft  turn  of  her  white  wrist  she  twisted  up  her 
yellow  mass  of  tresses.  In  the  teeth  of  the  wind 
the  task  was  not  easy,  but  she  did  not  fidget,  or 
grow  embarrassed,  as  another  woman  might  have 
done. 

"Since  you  were  born  in  Texas,"  said  Cox- 
heath, '*  this  ocean  savagery  must  be  new  to  yon. 
Miss  Hading." 

"I  was  not  born  in  Texas," she  corrected,  "but 
I  lived  there  many  years.  Yes,"  gazing  thought- 
fully off  on  the  black  leagues  of  tossing  brine, 
"it  is  all  new  and  strange,  and  I  think,"  with  a 
slight  shudder,  "that  I  like  the  prairie  better." 
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Round  a  corner  of  the  station  the  captain's  car- 
riage appeared. 

'•'  Oh,  we  seem  to  liavo  reached  the  end  of  the 

world '*  Panlette  began   to   shont,  and  then 

stopped  short  at  the  sight  before  her. 

Laurel  there  on  that  bench  by  the  wall,  pinning 
np  her  coils,  and  Coxheath  standing  by  her  side, 
watching  with  undisguised  admiration  the  white 
hands  struggling  with  the  wealth  of  hair.  A 
great  pang  stabbed  through  Paulette's  heart. 

**  How  like  a  lover  he  looks  !"  she  thought. 

Coxheath  advanced  to  the  vehicle,  and  assisted 
Miss  Dole  to  alight. 

'*  You  are  as  pale  as  a  ghost,'*  he  said,  with  a 
quick  glance  into  her  piquant  face. 

"  The  breath  is  quite  blown  out  of  mo,"  she  an- 
swered, in  a  frigid  tone.  **  What  a  picture  Laurel 
is  making  of  herself  ! — quite  like  a  mermaid  on 
the  rocks,  charming  wrecked  seamen." 

She  ran  to  the  edge  of  the  cliff.  Coxheath  fol- 
lowed. 

"  Look  at  that  ship !"  she  cried,  indicating 
with  her  pretty  belaced  sunshade  a  passing  vessel. 
"How  near  she  is  sailing  to  the  shore!  One 
could  throw  a  stone  on  her  deck." 

**  Ocean  distances  are  very  deceitful,"  answered 
Coxheath,  dryly.  '*  That  ship  is,  at  the  very 
least,  five  miles  away.  Pray  move  back  a  few 
steps  from  this  verge.  Miss  Dole — you  might  slip 
over." 

He  touched  her  arm  authoritatively.  She 
turned  with  a  flash  in  her  big  eyes. 

"I  can  take  care  of  myself  very  well," she  said, 
with  freezing  hauteur.  '*  Go  back,  Mr.  Coxheath, 
and  hold  Miss  Hading's  gloves  !" 

She  plunged  down  a  zigzag  path — a  mere  thread 
on  the  cliff's  side — and  there  vanished.  Coxheath 
sprang  after  her. 

The  path  proved  to  be  both  difficult  and  dan- 
gerous. Coarse  clay  and  sand  rolled  from  under 
his  feet  and  soiled  his  fashionable  trousers.  The 
steepness  would  have  startled  a  chamois.  There 
was  not  even  a  twig  to  cling  to.  More  than  once 
he  slipped,  and  barely  saved  himself  from  crash- 
ing headlong  downward. 

"  Confound  that  girl !"  he  muttered,  angrily. 
'*  She  is  a  delusion  and  a  snare  !" 

Far  below  on  the  beach  Panlette  was  waving 
her  hand  in  derision  to  her  exasperated  pursuer. 
Panting  and  gloomy,  he  reached  her  side  at  last.' 

"You  have  led  me  a  pretty  chase  !"  he  Eaid, 
sulkily. 

"Why,  then,  did  you  follow  ?"  she  mocked. 

"  Because  I  could  not  help  it." 

"  Dear  me  !  how  cross  you  look  !  I  cannot  en- 
dure ill-natured  people." 

She  turned  from  him  and  leaned  on  some  ribs 


of  wreck  protruding  from  the  sand.  Ho  shook 
the  dirt  from  his  garments,  and  immediately 
seated  himself  on  an  old  boat,  turned  bottom  up, 
at  a  little  distance  from  her. 

The  tremendous  sea  rolled  wave  over  wave, 
league  over  league,  before  the  pair.  Above  their 
heads  the  shriek  of  the  wind' on  the  cliffs  sounded 
like  muffled  thunder.  A  few  sails  staggered  by. 
Not  a  word  was  sjioken,  not  a  look  exchanged. 
Man  and  maid  seemed  absorbed  in  thoughts  that 
had  no  reference  to  the  other.  Goxheath's  face 
kept  its  sulky  expression.  Pauletto's,  partly  con- 
cealed by  her  pretty  hat,  told  no  tales. 

Suddenly  the  girl  straightened  her  lithe  figure. 

"  This  Quaker  meeting-  is  ended  !"  she  said, 
laughing.  "For  monotony,  Mr.  Coxheath,  yoa 
cannot  be  excelled  !  I  am  sure  that  Laurel  and 
papa  are  wondering  at  our  sudden  disappearance. 
Shall  we  go  back  to  the  lighthouse  ?" 

He  arose  and  moved  toward  her.  Her  eyes 
were  shining  softly ;  a  smile  curled  her  lips. 

"Take  my  hand,"  she  coaxed,  "and  I  will 
guide  you.  I  am  like  a  goat — I  can  climb  anj 
steep  !" 

Eagerly  he  grasped  the  small,  soft  hand  which 
she  extended.  They  began  the  ascent  together. 
Ho  slipped  again  and  again,  but  she  held  him 
faithfully. 

"What  a  dreadful  scramble  yon  make  of  it!" 
she  said,  sweetly.  "I  never  saw  a  person  quite 
as  clumsy  ;  but,  since  I  led  you  astray,  of  course, 
I  must  somehow  get  you  back  to  safe  ground 
again." 

"I  can  never  go  astray  in  following  you,"  he 
answered,  recklessly,  "let  the  way  lead  where  it 
may." 

When  they  reached  the  cliff  top  she  released 
her  hold  of  him. 

"  Now  I  wash  my  hands  of  you,"  she  said,  and 
hastened  to  the  telegraph  station,  where  Laurel 
was  looking  at  a  distant  ship  through  the  cap- 
taints  glass. 

"Papa,"  said  Panlette,  in  a  bored  tone,  "wo 
have  now  seen  everything — let  us  go  homo.  Mr. 
Coxheath  has  spoiled  his  trousers,  and  I  have 
been  obliged  to  drag  him  up  the  cliff  by  main 
force.  If  we  stay  here  longer  wo  shall  be  blown 
like  kites  to  the  other  verge  of  the  Cape." 

But  Captain  Davy  was  already  on  his  way.  to 
the  lighthouse,  with  Laurel  in  his  wake. 

"  You  had  better  go  with  them,  Mr.  Coxheath," 
said  Panlette,  as  she  sank,  with  an  air  of  real  or 
assumed  fatigue,  on  tlie  bench  by  the  station. 
"You  will  probably  find  the  tower  stair  quite  as 
easy  as  the  path  up  the  cliff." 

Uer  laughing  eyes  said  "Stay!"  though  her 
lips  bade  him  go. 
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For  a  moment  lie  etood  aa  tbongli  etniggliug 
witii  himscH ;  then  lie  turned  on  liis  lieel  and 
strode  off  after  Laurel  nnd  the  captain.  Panlctte 
was  left  on  the  bench  nione. 

Siie  sat  quite  still,  the  tears  gathering  nnder 
her  laelice.  Cliffs,  rnging  waters,  brown  teJo- 
grnph  station,  all  danced  coufnecdly  before  tlio 
vision, 

"  What  an  idiot  I  am  !"  she  muttered,  as  she 
dasbed   the    telltale   drops  away.     "He  thinks 


off  Prince  Charming  and  leaves  her  brnnctte  rival 
desolate  and  despairing. 

The  moments  dragged  Jieavily.  The  wild  grnnd- 
cnr  of  the  sccno  chilled  I'aulette  to  the  heart. 
She  arose  and  tramped  np  and  dowu.  She  tried 
to  slug  a  little  aria,  but  her  Toice  was  blown  off 
hor  lips.  Preseutlyshe  heard  them  coming  back. 
Coxheath  and  Laurel  were  walking  side  by  side. 
Punlette  ran  to  her  fatlier. 

"What  an  interminable  while  you  have  been, 


only  of  Laurel.  And  why  should  he  not  ?  She 
is  lovelier  tJian  I — a  queen  lily  nnd  rose  in  one  ! 
;  Who  would  look  at  me  when  she  was  near  ? — who 
would  wish  to  stay  by  me  when  it  was  possible  to 
follow  her  ?" 

She  took  a  novel  from  the  Boston  bag  which 
she  had  brought  with  hor,  and  tried  to  read  ;  but 
the  letters  mingled  in  a  hopeless  blur.  He  would 
assist  Laurel  np  the  tower  stair.  Perhaps  her 
hair  would  fall  again,  in  a  long,  writhing,  yellow 
mass.     In  romance  the  blond  giil  always  carries 


papa  !  The  horses  aio  lery  restive  I  really  hope 
there  is  nothing  more  to  see  here  ' 

"We  will" be  oil  at  once     said  the  captain 

She  would  not  look  when  Coxheath  helped  Miss 
Iladiug  into  the  saddle,  nor  when  the  two  rode 
away.  Captain  Davy  gazed  after  thcni,  however, 
and  expressed  his  mind. 

"  Tiiat's  a  striking  pair,  Paiilette." 

"Yes,  papa." 

"A  matchmaker  w.otild  say  that  Coxheath  and 
your  friend  were  born  foi  each  other." 
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'•Exactly,  pa])a/'  replied  the  brave  little  voice 
at  Ills  side  ;  "  and  I  think — I  feel  sure — that  thev 
are  approaching  the  same  conclnsion  themselves." 

"  Ha  I  I  sn  spec  ted  as  much.  Well,  few  objec- 
tions cnn  ho  rai8e<l  to  snch  a  match/' 

•*  Q  lite  true,  papa." 

Cup  tain  Davy  tightened  the  reins  over  the 
l^acks  of  his  horses. 

**  I  am  fond  of  Coxhenth,  but  there  is  some- 
thing about  him  that  I  do  not  understand.-  I 
fancy  he  is  in  money  difficulties — maybe  his  fa- 
ther left  debts  tliat  he  is  trying  to  pay.  At  any 
rate,  he  is  fnll  of  anxiety.  He  tries  to  disguise 
it,  hut  I  know  men  and  their  moods." 

Pan  letters  heart  thrilled.  Coxheath  anxious, 
troubled  ?  More  than  once  she  had  surprised  a 
look  on  his  face  that  filled  her  with  the  same  sus- 
picion. 

''  He  always  changes  countenance,  papa,  when 
the  mail  is  brought  in,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice, 
"and  he  has  many  letters.  Last  night,  as  he 
opened  the  newspaper,  I  saw  his  hand  shake.  He 
seemed  searching  for  some  particuhir  piece  of 
news,  and  I  do  not  think  he  found  it.  Yes,  it 
must  be  that  the  affaii's  of  his  l&te  father  harass 
him." 

Paulette  had  a  vague  impression  that  the  mas- 
culine mind  could  be  serionsly  affected  only  by 
money  matters.  Perhaps  Coxheath  also  felt  the 
disturbing  influence  of  a  great,  dawning  passion. 
Laurel  was  not  the  girl  to  make  easy  the  lot  of  a 
wooer — she  did  not  wear  her  heart  on  her  sleeve. 

That  evening  a  cold  mist  swept  in  from  sea, 
and  a  log  fire  was  lighted  in  the  hall  at  Dole 
Haven.  Round  it  the  family  and  the  guests  of 
the  house  gathered.  All  were  fatigued.  Con- 
versation flagged.  Laurel  aloue  retaine<}  her 
buoyancy,  and  sang  two  or  three  songs  with  good 
effect. 

As  Paulette  started  to  climb  the  stair,  bearing 
her  bedroom  candle,  Coxheath,  who  had  been  left 
alone  by  the  fire,  arose  qnickly  from  his  chair. 

"Stay  a  moment  I"  he  pleaded,  his  gray  eyes 
all  lunnnous.  "Are  you  angry  witli  me.  Miss 
Dole  ?" 

She  paused,  with  her  taper  held  lightly,  and 
her  rich  lovelocks  tumbled  about  her  beautiful, 
sleepy  face. 

"  No,"  she  answered,  smiling  down  on  him  in 
a  sad,  sweet  way.     "  Wliy  should  I  be  angry  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,"  he  said,  in  an  anxious  voice  ; 
"but  you  have  not  looked  at  me  twice  this  even- 
ing." 

"  Have  I  not  ?     How  very  odd  !" 

"That  is  my  own  opinion.  Sliake  hands,  will 
you  not,  in  token  of  your  amicable  feelings  ?" 

»She  leaned,  and  over  the  railing  of  the  staircase 


extended  her  hand  to  him.  He  held  it  one  mo- 
ment in  a  warm,  firm  clasp,  then  laid  his  bearded 
lips  upon  it.  With  her  heart  throbbing  in  her 
throat,  Paulette  tore  herself  free  and  fled  ap  the 
stair. 

She  did  not  sleep  well  that  night.  Dawn  had 
barely  reddened  the  east  when  she  arose,  dressed 
and  stole  out  of  the  silent  house,  and  down 
through  the  dew-wet  garden.  As  she  reached  the 
gate  she  found,  it  already  open. 

"Some  one  is  abroad  before  me,"  she  thought; 
"papa,  most  likely.  He  never  sleeps,  like  other 
people,  poor  dear !" 

She  stepped  out  oa  the  beach.  An  unspeaka- 
ble beauty  and  loneliness  reigned  there.  The  bay 
lay,  like  a  mirror  of  shifting  lights,  under  a  sky 
all  dappled  with  fluffy  little  clouds,  like  rose-col- 
ored feathers.  The  pines  on  the  bluff  stood  up 
sombre  and  stiff  in  the  opaline  dawn.  No  living 
thing  moved  anywhere,  save  a  few  sandpipers 
running  about  in  search  of  breakfast. 

The  receding  tide  had  left  bare  a  wide  stretch 
of  beach,  fnll  of  salt  pools  and  weedy  rocks.  The 
freedom  and  solitude  tempted  Paulette.  Moved 
by  a  hoydenish  impulse,  she  cast  off  her  Oxford 
shoes  and  silk  stockings,  and  began  to  dance  on 
the  wet  sands  in  the  wake  of  the  sandpipers.  At 
heart  she  was  still  a  child,  and  loved  childish 
things.  It  was  good  fun,  she  thought,  to  race 
about  the  beach  with  the  birds,  while  Laurel  and 
Coxheath  and  the  rest  of  the  household  slept. 
She  felt  like  a  naiad.  A  little  memory,  curling 
round  her  heart,  made  it  warm.  He-  had  kissed 
her  hand  there  on  the  stair  last  night  I  Of  course 
it  was  a  foolish  thing  and  meant  nothing,  yet  her 
cheeks  burned  as  she  thought  of  it.  Would  Lau- 
rel care  if  she  knew  ?  And  just  then  Paulette 
turned  her  charming  head,  and  saw-^horror ! — 
Coxheath  himself  advancing  around;  a  bend  iu 
the  shore. 

There  was  no  time  to  draw  on  the  discarded 
shoes  and  stockings.  The  only  refuge  at  hand 
was  a  rock,  left  bare  by  the  tide — a  horrid  little 
slippery  ledge,  all  wet  with  messy  seaweed.  Down 
Paulette  sank  upon  it,  drawing  her  skirts  hur- 
riedly about  her.  Oh,  would  that  she  could  bury 
her  white  naked  feet  as  deep  as  Captain  Kidd^s 
treasure  !  Did  the  approaching  figure  observe  lier 
movements  ?  No  ;  his  eyes  were  on  the  ground  ; 
his  whole  air  betokened  a  man  deep  in  medita- 
tion. He  had  almost  reached  the  rock  before  he 
discovered  the  petite  figure  sitting  thereon  as 
quiet  as  a  mouse,  her  face  turned  to  the  sea. 

"  You  are  abroad  early,  Miss  Dole,"  said  Cox- 
heath. 

She  gave  him  an  ungracious  nod.  To  her  dis- 
may, he  came  eagerly  forward,  and  paused  by  tlio 
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rock.  She  wondered  if  he  could  Bee  the  Oxford 
shoes  that  she  had  carefully  tucked  under  her 
skirts.     Her  color  came  and  went  nervonslv. 

**  Had  I  known  you  were  on  the  beach/'  con- 
tinned  Coxheatli,  with  boyish  brightness,  *'  I 
would  not  hav-e  wasted  my  opportunities  up  there 
on  the  bluffs. '^ 

No  answer. 

the  sun  was  rising — the  bay  had  turned  to 
molten  gold  before  their  eyes. 

**  Look  V*  said  Coxheath  ;  "  is  not  this  a  morn- 
ing to  fix  in  one's  memory  ?  I  shall  see  it  again 
when  I  am  far  from  Dole  Haven.*' 

*' We  are  profuse  with  our  promises  of  remem- 
brance/'scoffed  Piinlctte,  "but  we  usually  for- 
get,  do  we  not  ?  We  love,  and/'  with  a  mocking 
smile,  *'we  ride  away." 

He  shook  his  head,  and  quoted,  softly : 

*•  *  I  shall  remember — 
I  Bhall  not  quaff 

The  waters  of  the  immemorial  weU 
That  darkly  langh. 
Throwing  oblinons  spell. 
The  cnp  of  memory  I  shall  bear— shaH  drain 
Again — again — again. ' 

Have  yon  been  sitting  here  long.  Miss  Dole  ? 
This  rock  is  very  wet — let  us  walk  down  the 
shore,  and  improve  the  golden  moments." 

''  Ira|K)ssible  !  I  cannot.  That  is,"  stiffly,  *'  I 
prefer  to  remain  as  I  am." 

He  looked  disappointed. 

"  If  yon  do  not  care  to  walk,  the  captain's  boat 
is  moored  near  by,  and  the  oars  are  in  it.  Let 
me  row  you  across  the  bay.  All  last  night  I 
dreamed  that  you  and  I  were  wandering,  ship- 
wrecked, on  a  shore  like  this." 

Tears  of  vexation  filled  her  eyes. 

"  I  cannot !     I  flo  not  c.ire  for  rowing." 

His  face  fell.     AVhat  had  come  over  her  ? 

**  You  mean  that  you  do  not  care  to  row  with 
me,"  he  said,  in  a  mortified  tone. 

She  was  dumb.  A  great  sunbeam  darted  across 
the  water,  and  fell  lovingly  on  her  rumpled  curly 
head  and  dejected  little  figure. 

"It  is  seldom  that  I  can  find  you  alone,"  he 
pleaded.  *'  Mrs.  Minto'is  always  with  you  or  your 
friend,  Miss  Hading.  And  timt  boat  is  just  largo 
enough  for  two  persons.  AVhy,  only  yesterday  I 
beard  you  s:iy  that  a  row  across  the  bay  was  de- 
liglitfnl •' 

**  I  do  not  like  to  be  reminded  of  yesterday's 
sayings,"  she  interrupted,  crossly.  *'  One's  tastes 
change,  or  are  controlled  by — by — circumstances." 

He  grew  absolutely  pale. 

"  I  fear  that  vou  find  me  a  bore." 

'*  Not  a  bore  but — but— rfe  trop." 
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**  Yon  are  frank,  at  all  events. 

She  saw  that  he  was  angry.    Her  heart  swelled. 

*'  Mr.  Coxheath,"  she  faltered,  in  a  miserable 
tone,  and  then —  i 

Bang  I 

The  report  of  a  gun  rent  the  air  in  close  prox- 
imity to  the  two.  Unperceived  by  either,  Zeke 
had  come  down  to  tlio  beach  to  shoot  birds  in  the 
early  morning.  Panic-stricken,  thrown  off  her 
guard.  Pan  let  te  leaped  up  from  the  rock  and 
stood  with  her  bare,  dazzling  feet  revealed  in  the 
sunshine. 

Then  Chester  Coxheath  understood  why  she 
had  clung  like  a  limpet  to  that  abominable  ledge, 
and  a  gleam  of  unholy  mirth  ^shot  intoJiis  gray 
eyes.  Paulette  did  not  wait  to  see  it,  but  turned 
and  fled  with  unshod  feet  to  Dole  Haven. 

Whistling  softly,  Coxheath  picked  up  the  small 
shoes  and  silk  stockings  which  the  fugitive  had 
left  by  the  weedy  rock,  and  followed  her  buoy- 
antly-to  the  big  yellow  honse. 


Chapter  VI. 

*'I  MUST  leave  the  Cape  to-morrow,  sir,"  said 
Chester  Coxheath. 

The  family  were  seated  at  the  breakfast  table, 
and  the  announcement  fell  in  their  midst  like  a 
bomb.  Paulette  changed  color  ;  Laurel  Hading 
stared  blankly  at  the  cloth.  Mrs.  Minto,  watch- 
ing the  two  girls,  was  dismayed  to  see  that  both 
seemed  equally  affected. 

"  My  dear  boy,"  remonstrated  the  captain,  '*  you 
have  been  with  us  hardly  a  fortnight  I" 

Coxheath  made  his  excuses  glibly.  He  must 
go  baick  to  his  desk  at  the  office ;  his  leave  of  ab- 
sence had  expired.  He  belonged  to  the  workaday 
world.  Captain  Davy  sighed.  He  felt  that  his 
young  guest  had  wearied  of  the  place  and  must 
be  allowed  to  take  his  departure. 

The  remainder  of  the  day  was  dull  enough.  A 
cloud  seemed  to  fall  on  Dole  Haven.  Coxheath 
held  stubbornly  aloof  from  the  ladies  and  at- 
tached himself  to  Captain  Davy.  Not  a  word  did 
Laurel  and  Paulette  exchange  on  the  subject  so 
near  to  both  hearts.  For  once  in  the  history  of 
their  intimacy  the  two  girls  avoided,  rather  than 
sought,  each  other. 

That  evening  in  the  parlor  Coxheath  took 
formal  leave  of  the  ladies.  The  first  morning 
train  would  carry  him  from  the  Cape.  His  man- 
ner was  friendly  and  courteous — nothing  more. 

**  lie  has  been  thrown  for  a  fortnight  with  two 
born  beauties,"  thought  Mrs.  Minto,  in  astonish- 
ment, "and  yet  he  goes  from  us  heart-whole  I* 

Paulette  wished  him  a  pleasant  journey  and 
vanished  out  of  the  room.     Laurel  Hading  sang 
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his  favorito  songs  for  the  last  time,  sustained  her 
part  in  the  general  conversation,  and  betrayed 
neither  by  word  nor  look  that  her  heart  was  aching 
miserably. 

"6ood-by,  Miss  Hading,"  ho  said,  politely,  as 
they  parted  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase. 

"  Good-by/'  she  answered,  in  a  tone  that 
matched  his  own,  and  she  barely  touched  with  her 
cool  finger  tips  the  hand  that  he  stretclied  out. 

Silence  fell  on  the  house.  The  lights  vanished 
in  the  upper  rooms — all  save  Captain  Davy's, 
which  usually  burned  straiglit  on  till  dawn.  A 
Dutch  clock  in  the  hall  was  striking  twelve  when 
the  main  door  swung  noiselessly  on  its  hinges, 
and  Chester  Coxheath  stepped  forth  into  the 
night. 

Like  Macbeth,  he  had  murdered  sleep,  and  he 
wanted  to  be  out  under  the  sky,  where  he  could 
breathe  freely  and  give  rein  to  the  restlessness 
that  possessed  him. 

The  night  was  very  still,  and  full  of  stars ;  even 
the  waves  had  forgotten  to  murmur.  He  was  go- 
ing. Before  darkness  gathered  again  he  would 
be  far  from  Dole  Haven. 

**  I  came  here/Mie  muttered,  looking  up  at  the 
sky  gemmed  with  constellations,  'Uo  seek  diver- 
sion while  my  fate  was  trembling  in  the  balance. 
It  was  a  bad  move  altogether.  I  should  have  re- 
mained where  I  belonged — in  the  thick  of  the 
fight.  I  had  no  business  to  step  aside,  even  for  a 
moment.  Now,  please  God,  I  will  go  back  to  my 
place  and  face  the  final  issue  like  a  man." 

The  hoot  of  an  owl  sounded  on  the  bluff.  It 
was  like  a  voice  deriding  him.  Ah,  well !  all 
danger  was  virtually  over.  Of  late  he  had  more 
than  once  found  himself  on  the  verge  of  saying 
things  that  were  better  left  unsaid  ;  but  now  he 
felt  that  he  was  master  of  himself  and  the  situa- 
tion. His  honor  was  saved.  Ho  would  not  out- 
rap^e  the  ethics  of  friendship  by  remaining  longer 
under  the  roof  of  that  brave  and  generous  sailor. 
Captain  Davy.  He  must  make  a  complete  re- 
nunciation of  the  selfish  hopes,  the  unuttered  de- 
sires that  were  driving  him  mad.  Thus  medi- 
tating, Coxheath  approached  the  gate  at  the  end 
of  the  garden.  Something  was  leaning  upon  it, 
white  and  motionless.  A  late  moon,  climbing 
the  east,  showed  him  the  slight  figure  of  a  girl, 
with  a  white  wool  wrap  huddled  about  her  shoul- 
ders, and  her  head  uncovered  to  the  chill  night 
dews.  i 

"  Plainly  the  captain's  insomnia  is  infections," 
thought  Coxheath.  And  then  he  stopped  aghast, 
for  at  sound  of  his  step  the  figure  started  and 
turned,  and  he  saw  the  face  of  Paulette  Dole,  wan 
iis  the  moon  that  was  shining  upon  it,  and  drenched 
with  tears. 


One  stride  forward,  and  he  was  at  her  side. 

'*  Paulette  !  Great  God  !  what  is  this  r  he 
said,  in  a  suffocating  voice.     *'Are  you  ill  ?" 

**  No,"  she  stammered,  recoiling  as  he  advanced. 
^'  I  am  not  ill — I  am  quite  well.  Is  the  hour 
late  ?" 

''Twelve  o'clock  has  just  struck,"  answered 
Coxheath. 

"  Possible  ?  One  forgets  time  when  one  ii 
alone.  I  suppose  papa  sent  you  to  bring  mo 
in  ?" 

"No  one  sent  me.  I  felt  some  mysterious 
power  drawing  mo  out  of  doors — heard  a  voice 
calling — was  it  yours,  Paulette  ?'' 

She  tried  to  pull  herself  together. 

"  You  are  the  very  last  person  that  I  cared  to 
see,"  she  replied,  coldly.  "Perhaps  you  have 
mistaken  me  for  Laurel." 

The  girlish  jealousy  in  her  tone  kindled  a  sud- 
den fire  in  Coxheath's  sombre  face. 

"  I  could  not  mistake  you  for  any  woman  in 
the  universe,"  he  answered,  "for  there  is  none 
like  you,  Paulette — none  !" 

She  lifted  a  pair  of  great  sad  eyes,  still  wet 
with  foolish  tears. 

"I  wish  you  would  not  jest,"  she  began,  petu- 
lantly, and  made  as  if  to  turn  away ;  but  hia 
hands  closed  promptly  npon  hers,  and  held  her 
fast. 

f' Jest !"  he  echoed,  with  a  bitter  despair  in  his 
voice.  "Unfortunately,  I  am  in  dead  earnest. 
Wait,  Paulette — listen  to  me — I  love  you — I  love 
you  !" 

She  trembled  in  his  grasp. 

"  You  love  me — me — not  Laurel  ?"  faintly. 

The  pressure  tiiat  he  had  lately  put  npon  him- 
self gave  way  suddenly,  like  a  dam  before  a  flood. 
He  snatched  her  to  him — strained  her  with  fierv 
greed  to  his  plunging  heart. 

"  I  have  never  given  a  thought  to  Laurel.  Oli, 
my  darling !  my  darling  !  Let  him  who  can  take 
you  from  me  now  !" 

"  Yet  you  planned  to  go  away  in  the  morning 
without  a  word  !"  she  sobbed. 

For  a  moment  he  seemed  confused. 

"As  a  suitor  for  your  hand,  Paulette,  I  have 
little  to  recommend  mo  'to  Captain  Davy,"  lie 
stammered.  "  My  inheritance  is  gone — I  am  jis 
poor  as  a  church  mouse,  and  should  I  live  to  the 
age'of  Methuselah  I  am  not  likely  to  make  a  stir 
of  any  sort  in  the  world." 

Her  soft  arm  crept  about  his  neck. 

"  For  what  do  you  take  papa  ?' 

"  For  a  hero  and  a  gentleman. 

"But  he  cares  nothing  about  money — sailors 
never  do.     He  only  wants  me  to  be  happy." 

"  Will  he  trust  your  happiness  to  me  f" 
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"  Wliy  not  ?  Yoii  two  are  very  old  friends. 
Did  not  pajw  cure  you  of  your  first  lo^e  ?" 

Ho  gnvo  a  start. 

"My  first  love !" 

"I  mean  tlie  sea,  of  course,"  said  Patilette, 
with  a  happy  little  laugli.  "  Yon  did  not  sup- 
pose that  I  was  tbiukitig  of  a — a  womaii  ?" 

Hie  brows  contracted  gloomily. 


"On  the  contrary,  it  is  very  likely.  I  must 
know  the  ground  beneath  my  feet.  Can  I  depend 
on  your  fidelity,  darliug  ?  In  case  you  are  com* 
niaiided  to  give  me  up  will  you  refuse  to  do  so  ?" 

"Chester  !" 

He  moved  uneasily. 

"  You  think  that  I  am  prompting  yon  io  some 
undutiful  course  of  action  ?     Quite  true  !     Being 


"  As  Gt>il  heai'B  mo,  yon  are  the  fii^t  aud  only    a  very  selfish  fellow,  I  can  accept  no  second  place 
woman  to  whom  I  ever  talked  of  love,  Faulette  1    iu  your  thoughts — I  must  be  first,  or  nothing. 


[  will  interview  Captain  Davy  in  the  morning. 
Aud  now  look  me  in  the  face.  Perhaps  your 
father  will  forbid  our  marriage." 

Iler  big  eyes  met  his,  brimming  with  astonish- 
ment, 

"  Ob,  impossible  !" 


How  much  do  yon  love  me,  Paulette  ? 

"  With  my  whole  heart,"  she  answered,  her 
soft  breath  fanning  tlie  hollow  of  his  thrr,at  as  he 
bent  above  her. 

"Then  swear  to  marry  me,  oven  though  the 
whole  world  should  try  to  thrust  us  apart." 


702 


HIGH   TIDES. 


Paalette  trembled  and  wiu  eilent. 

"Ah^"Baid  Coxheath,  **jou  do  not  love  me 
enovgh  to  take  the  oath  V' 

The  young  girl  raised  her  spirited  head  from 
his  shoulder. 

"I  do — I  do!"  she  protested.  '*I  swear  to 
marry  you,  though  all  the  world,  should  oppose 
me ;  but  at  the  same  time  I  must  say  that  you  are 
very,  very  absurd  to  require  such  a  promise.  I 
know  papa,"  loftily.  '^  He  is  not  the  man  to 
snub  an  old  friend  just  because  he  Itas  lost  a 
fortune." 

He  leaned  and  kissed  her  again.  As  her  lissom 
body  palpitated  in  his  encircliug  arms  Coxheath 
was  filled  with  a  fury  and  fear,  an  ecstasy  and 
desperation,  such  as  lie  had  never  known  before. 

*'  Remember,"  he  said,  with  assumed  playful- 
ness, **  your  oath  is  registered,  Panlette.  Wiien 
the  crisis  comes  I  shall  hold  yon  to  it.  Now  let 
ns  walk  on  a  little — you  will  take  cold  standing 
here,  with  only  this  thin  wrap  around  yon.  The 
whole  world  is  asleep.  AVe  can  fancy  ourselves 
another  Eve  and  Adam,  and  this  garden  our 
Eden." 

"  Without  the  serpent  ?" 

"There's  a  serpent,  seen  or  unseen,  in  every 
garden,  but  we  will  not  look  for  him  here,  dar- 
ling."  ■ 

They  went  off  down  a  neighboring  path.  Half 
an  hour  passed.  Captain  Davy's  hall  clock  stnick 
one.  Then  Paulette  parted  with  her  lover  in  the 
dim  veranda,  and  crept  into  the  honse,  and  up 
the  stair,  trembling  deltciauaiy  at  the  latetiMS  of 
the  hour  and  the  secret  which  she  carried.  As 
she  reached  the  landing  she  espied  a  ray  of  light 
shining  from  under  Laurel  Hading's  door.  Paa- 
lette approached  and  knocked.  Her  heart  beat 
so  madly  that  she  wondered  the  very  walls  did  not 
hear  it. 

"  Come  in,"  called  the  culm  voice  of  the  Texan 
girl. 

Pan  let  to  pushed  back  the  door,  and  found  her 
friend  sentcd  at  a  little  table,  writing  lettecs.  She 
was  dressed  in  a  spotless />^«^/20?r,  and  her  won- 
derful luiir  fell  in  ropes  down  her  shoulders  and 
lay  like  heaped-up  gold  on  her  white  lap.  Pan- 
lette knelt  at  her  side. 

*•  Laurel,"  slie  whispered,  softly — "  oh.  Laurel, 
he  loves  me  !" 

Her  face  was  hidden  in  Laurel's  abundant 
tresses;  therefore  she  did  not  see  the  sudden  pal- 
lor that  overspread  the  cheek  of  the  elder  girl. 
Laurel's  pen  fell  npon  the  table. 

**He  loves  you,  Paulette,  and  he  has  told  vou 
of  it  ?" 

''  Yes.  He  will  not  leave  Dole  Haven  in  the 
morning,   and  oh.    I  am  happy — happy  beyond 


Words  to  express  !     And  all  the  time,  Lanrel,  I 
fantiied  it.  was  yeu  whom  he  eared  for." 

Miss  Hading  never  lost  composure,  like  other 
women.     She  smiled,*  and  said,  sweetly  ; 

*'  Foolish  child  !  How  did  such  a  fancy  enter 
your  head  ?  I  wisli  ygu  joy — great  joy,  Paulette. 
Does  th.e  captain  knp>v  ?" 

Paulette  lifted  her  pretty,  blushing  face. 

*•  Not  vet.  And  Chester  has  doubts  about 
papa's  approval.  He  is  sure  that  we  shall  be  torn 
asunder.  He  even  insisted  that  I  should  pledge 
my  word  to  marry  him,  in  spite  of  the  paternal 
opposition.  To  calm  his  perturbed  spirit,"  with 
a  gay  little  laugh,  '*  I  took  the  oath.  Don't  look 
8o  grave.  Of  course  it  was  absurihfe.  Tell  me, 
Lanrel,  do  you  think  that  papa  can  object  to  my 
anion  with  Chester  Cox  heath  ?" 

For  years  Paulette  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
pouring  all  her  affairs  into  her  friend's  ear. 
Laurel  was  an  ideal  confidant — sympathetic,  si- 
lent and  true.  Now,  however,  she  seemed  a  trifle 
disturbed. 

**  Object  ?  Certainly  not.  Captain  Davy  has 
a  paternal  affection  for  his  hero  of  the  iceberg. 
I  cannot  imagine  why  Mr.  Cox  heath  should  take 
that  view  of  the  case,  unless " 

She  stopped  short,  biting  her  lip. 

*'Go  on,"  urged  Paulette,  her  eager  eyes  search- 
ing the  other's  face.  "Speak  your  mind  freely, 
Ijaurel." 

"I  was  about  to  say,  unless  Mr.  Coxheath  had 
something  in  his  past  life  to  conceal,"  concluded 
Lanrel,  nervously.  "  But,  of  course,  that  cannot 
be.  He  is  the  soul  of  honor.  The  loss  of  the 
family  wealth  has  probably  made  him  oversensi- 
tive." 

"  Yes,''  said  Paulette,  thoughtfully.  '*  He  laid 
particular  emphasis  on  the  fact  that  he  was  poor. 
As  though  /cared  for  riches  !"  with  the  fine  scorn 
of  youth  and  ignorance.  "I  love //?«/ — not  his 
poasesaions — and  I  always,  always  thought  that 
love  in  a  cottage  must  be  the  very  height  of 
efuthly  bliss.  Laurel,"  she  rubbed  her  soft  cheek 
against  the  other  girl's  arm,  ''you  really  believe 
I  will  be  happy,  do  you  not  ?" 

"  Yes — indeed,  yes !  And  mark  my  words, 
Paulette,  your  lover  will  find  Captain  Davy  ready 
and  willing  to  bestow  his  blessing  on  your  union. 
Go  to  sleep  in  peace,  dear,  and  dream  only  of 
pleasant  things." 

Paulette  looked  wistfuUv  at  her  friend. 

"  To  whom  are  you  writing  at  this  unearthly 
hour.  Laurel  ?" 

"  To  Miss  Bowdoin — would  you  like  to  read 
mv  letter  ?" 

'*  No,  thank  you."  She  rose  up,  flushed,  beau- 
tiful, blissful.     "I   am   so  full  of   my  own   af- 
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fairs  to-night  that  I  fear  I  cannot  fix  my  atten- 
tion on  poor  tiresome  Miss  Bowdoiu.  Do  you 
mijii]  if  I  ask  you  to  wish  iiic  joy  again,  Lanrel  ?" 

Tlie  two  girls  fell  into  each  other's  arms. 

"  Miiny,  many  times  over  I  wish  you  joy,  Pau- 
lette  !"  said  Laurel  Hading,  fervently.  "Since 
the  night  of  my  arrival  at  Miss  Bowdoin's  school 
— a  forlorn,  lonely  creature  from  the  wilds  of 
Texas — you  have  been  the  dearest  thing  in  the 
world  to  me.  The  man  who  makes  you  happy  I 
will  bless  with  my  whole  heart ;  the  man  who 
brings  you  sorrow " 

"Oil,  Cliester  Coxheath  will  nevei'  bring  me 
sorrow  !"  interrupted  Paulette,  quickly.  "  Ho 
lovee  mo  too  well  for  that.  Tliere,  kiss  me  once 
more,  dearest  Laurel,  and  good  night." 

The  door  closed.  Lanrel  was  again  alone.  She 
finished  the  letter  to  Miss  Bowdoin,  and  rising 


from  the  table,  went  to  a  window  opening  sea- 
ward and  looked  out  on  the  night. 

She  was  very  pale.  A  sudden  great  augui^h 
filled  her  tearless  eyes. 

"  He  will  never  know,"  she  murmnrod.  *' Pau- 
lette will  never  know  !  The  secret  is  with  God 
and  my  own  heart." 

She  leaned  her  blond  head  against  the  window, 
and  with  the  moonlight  fulling  in  a  silver  bap- 
tism on  throat  and  brow  and  pallid  cheek  she 
fell  to  musing  in  this  wise  : 

"  Why  is  he  afraid  that  his  suit  will  not  prosper 
with  Captain  Davy  ?  Why  did  he  bind  Panletto 
by  an  oath  to  marry  him  against  all  opposition  ? 
Ah,  there  is  surely  a  seciet  in  Mr.  Chester  Cox- 
heath's  post  life^he  is  hiding  soniethiDg  very 
unpleasant  from  tlie  girl  that  he  protends  to 
adore  !" 


(To  be  eontinrifd.) 
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Into  ttie  lilesaad  Chriatmaa  time 
(Witli  n  lily  for  love  ami  n  rose  for  rhyme) 
I  aenA  yoii,  sirectest,  tlie  fairest  things 
Tliut  ever  the  Oliristmas  greeiing  brinKs— 
Love  aud  bflief  itDd  faith  iu  the  rigbt 
I  give  to  yun,  darliog,  this  Christmas  alght. 

luto  the  gludueBS  of  Chris! ma<<  days 
(With  a  tily  for  love  and  a  rose  fur  praise) 
I  t»aA  to  you  viHioiifi  that  flash  from  afar : 
Of  thp  Child,  of  the  glory,  the  magical  star! 
And  n  voiee  riuRs  luit  od  tbe  air  again 
That  luensugc  of  jieace  aiid  good  will  toward  aiei 


Into  the  muuo  of  ChriBtmai  bells 
(With  a  lily  (or  love  and  a  rose  tlint  tells) 
Its  wondtrful  legends  that  Porndise  lies 
All  ronnd  abunt  him  nliose  spirit -touched  eyes 
Caudisceru  tbat  Iho  life  vitonght  in  beaut;  aud  1 
Makes  on  earth  the  same  heaveu  we  drenni  of  ahi 

Into  this  glory  of  Chrisliuas  daivu 

(With  a  lily  for  love  and  a  rus,'  for  soug) 

I  Bead  yon  greeting  nud  gladness  and  flcuvcni; 

J  commend  you  to  all  of  the  heavenly  ixiwera 
That  slill  nearer  may  draw  in   tliiK  ClirislmHs  ti 
With  a  lily  for  love  and  a  ro»?  for  iliyiue. 


CltniSTUAS  IN  SFAIN.— etNGINO  IlYMHa  AT  BAL.\>IANCA.— DRAWN  B«  VIEUOt 
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We  were  five  comrndeB,  seated  on  !i  circular 
divan  nroutid  a  riclily  served  tabic.  A  jiilc  of 
cushions  was  nt  tlie  diapoeal  of  cadi,  a  circum- 
stance wliicli,  joined  to  tlio  unusual  width  of  the 
divan,  tended  to  favor  at  need  a  complete  hori- 
zontal position. 

The  windows  of  the  aparLtnont,  which  was  eit- 
nated  in  tlie  second  story  of  the  Uonlevard,  were 
framed  by  the  delicate  verdure  of  acacias,  while 
tlic  whole  front  of  tlte  opposite  lionse  seemed 
lighted  lip  by  the  reflection  of  the  snn,  wliicli  fell 
full  on  to  these  panes  of  glass.  The  bino  of 
the  heavens,  washed  by  a  hasty  shower  which  had 
fallen  in  the  niglit.  was  almost  as  pure  as  that  of 
an  Italian  sky.  In  short,  one  has  rarely  seen  so 
beautiful  a  morning. 

Vol.  XXXVIIL,  Ha.  C-V,. 


In  each  corner  of  the  room  where  we  wer* 
Ecated  blossomed,  in  Japanese  vases,  enormous 
clnsterB  of  (lowcra  ;  one  was  composed  entirely  of 
lilacs,  a  second  of  wallflowers,  a  third  of  hyacinths 
and  a  fourth  of  hawthorn — that  essential  basis  of 
the  odor  which  accompanies  the  suave  renewal  of 
the  vitality  of  the  year. 

Thanks  to  the  emanations  from  these  perfumes 
of  Jouvence,  the  spring  seemed  to  filter  and  per- 
meate tJirough  all  our  pores.  One  felt  proud  and 
happy  to  be  of  this  world  ;  one  appreciated  the 
bounty  of  the  God  who  created  us,  with  all  our 
accessories;  and,  with  one's  heart  teeming  with 
gratitude,  one  felt  a  sort  of  confused  need  to  give 
a  penny  to  a  beggar,  and  even  a  vague  desire  to 
become  virtuons. 
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The  break fjist»  wliich  liad  been  the  means  of 
bringing  ns  togetlier,  was  not,  as  our  readers  liavc 
foreseen,  an  ordinary  breaisfast.  Scarcely  were 
we  seated  when  two  hickevs  entered  the  room, 
one  carrying  a  quaintly  chased  silver  coffer,  which 
1)0  placed  on  the  table  before  our  liost  and  his 

master,  the  celebrated  Dr.  M ;  the  other  boro 

a  tray  on  which  wore  placed  tiny  cups  of  Turkish 
coffee,  in  their  outer  cups  of  filigree  silver. 

The  doctor  drew  the  coffer  toward  him  and 
gravely  opened  it.  He  took  therefrom  several 
small  boxes  of  rock  crystal,  one  of  which  was 
half  full  of  a  greenish  sort  of  compound. 

**  Here," said  he,**  we  have  the  substance  in  que£- 
tioia  in  all  its  possible  forms — in  powder  for  tiic 
Narghily  smoker,  in  an  oily  extract,  in  a  spirituous 
one,  and  even  cleverly  disguised  in  sweets  and  con- 
serves. It  is  under  the  latter  cloak  that  I  recom- 
mend it  to  you  as  being  more  pleasant  to  swallow  : 
its  taste  is  sufficiently  agreeable  when,  prepared 
with  pistachio  nuts,  like  that  which  I  prepared 
yesterday.  Here,"  he  said,  producing  a  second 
box,  '*  is  some  which  came  from  Alexandria  twelve 
years  ago  ;  it  has  lost  nothing  of  its  strength,  but 
has  become  somewhat  rancid.  As  to  the  pnre  ex- 
tract," said  he,  opening  another  box  which  held 
a  blackish-green  substance,  '*apill  of  the  usual 
size  would  be  a  sufiicient  dose." 

Coffee — which'  it'  is*  usual  to  drink  at  the  same 
time — tends  to  ameliorate  and  develop  th^  effects^ 
of  the  drug,  which   effects  would   be  uncertain, 
and  might  be  null,  if  the  hachisch  wera  not  taken 
on  an  empty  stomach. 

*' And  is  it  long  before  one  is  under  its  influ- 
ence ?"•  inquired  a  guest. 

**  Ordinarily  in  about  three-quarters  of  an  hour, 
but  I  have  seen  sonic  rare  instances  where  it  has 
only  acted  on  the  following  day,  and  then  it  burst 
forth  witii  extreme  violence." 

**Is  the  effect  always  agreeable,  doctor  ?" 

*'  On  the  contrary,  it  is  often  most  ^Zi^agreea- 
ble,  but  is  always  excessively  curious.  At  other 
times,"  continued  the  doctor,  **  it  produces  ex- 
quisite enjoyment — it  is  either  paradise  or  the 
infernal  regions.  In  short,  it  is  with  hachisch  as 
with  play — one  gains  often,  but  one  may  lose." 

**  But  how  do  you  account  for  these  opposite 
effects  from  the  same  drug  ?" 

**0h,  as  to  that,  it  may  depend  on  divers  cir- 
cumstances which  it  is  difficult  to  determine — 
the  dose,  the  temperament  of  the  individual,  the 
electricity  of  the  atmosphere,  the  phase  of  the 
m:^on.  For  instance,  when  the  moon  is  at  her 
apogee  I  feel  certain  that  the  effect  produces  a 
greater  shock." 

**  You  believe,  then,  in  the  influence  of  this 
planet  ?" 


*•■  Most  assuredly.  Do  you  wish  for  one  proof 
of  its  action  ?  If  you  plant  garlic  when  the  nioou 
is  in  the  full  the  root  will  be  round,  like  an 
onion,  instead  of  its  being  composed,  as  it  usual ly 
is,  of  several  rloue.^.  Any  gardener  will  tell  yu 
this.  As  to  the  action  of  the  moon  on  ini.liTid- 
i:als,  that  is  undeniable." 

*•  Dues  one  run  no  risk  or  danger,  by  using  this 
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drug  . 

**  By  some  learned  men  it  is  asserted  to  be  quite 
innoxious,  but  it  would  be  difficult  for  mc  to  share 
their  conviction,  for  I  think  that  a  too  frequent 
use  of  it  would  induce  cerebral  congestion,  and 
certainly  the  pitiable  condition  of  those  individ- 
uals who  aro  given  up  to  this  passion  seems  to 
mo  sufficiently  instructive.  But  I  believe  that 
one  may  occasionally  use  it  without  any  marked 
ill  effect.  I,  who  am  speaking  to  you,  have  taken 
it  close  on  two  hundred  times,  and  I  am  none  the 
worse  for  it.  £ven  if  disagreeable  experiences  do 
follow  they  are,  I  repeat,  so  very  curious  that  he 
who  has  not  exposed  himself  to  them,  once  at 
least,  can  scarcely  say  that  he  has  lived.  And 
now,  gentlemen,  if  you  please,  let  me  offer  a  dose 
of  hachisch  to  each  of  vou." 

So  saying,  he  gave  to  us  a  small  teaspoonful  of 
the  conserve. 

"Doctor,"  said  I,  ''as  I  wish  to  be  completely 
under  the  influence  of  the  drug,  will  you  pleiise 
to  increase  the  dose  for  me  ?" 

'*  If  vou  wish  it  I  will  do  so.  There,  you  can 
take  Unit  quantity  with  impunity  ;  I  often  gi\e 
double  sifch  a  dose  to  my  patients." 

"  To  your  patients  ?" 

**  Without  doubt,  hachisch  is  often  given  with 
marked  success  in  cases  of  mental  alienation  ;  it 
is  useful  in  nervous  affections,  and  is  a  sovereign 
remedy  for  epilepsy." 

Here  the  serviints  brought  in  the  different 
dishes,  and  as  our  host  has  the  reputation  of  being 
i\  gourmet,  it  is  needless  to  say  that  the  breakfast 
was  exquisite.  We  were  also  surrounded  with 
agreeable  objects  to  look  upon,  so  that  our  im- 
pressions might  be  influenced  by  pleasant  pict- 
ures. 

Each  and  all  did  honor  to  the  repast,  and  dur- 
ing quite  a  good  half-hour  I  felt  nothing  in  any 
way  abnormal,  but  when'  the  meal  was  drawing  to 
its  close,  a  subtle  warmth,  which  came  as  it  wei'o 
in  gusts  to  my  head  and  chest,  seemed  to  perme- 
ate my  body  with  a  singular  emotion.  Later  on 
the  conversation  around  me  reached  mv  under- 
standing  charged  with  droll  signiflcance.  Tho 
noise  of  a  fork  tapped  againt  a  glass  struck  my 
ear  as  a  most  harmonious  vibratioii.  The  faces 
of  my  companions  were  transformed.  The  par- 
ticular animal  type — which,  according  to  Lavater^ 
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is  tlie  basis  of  every  hnnmii  countenance — ap- 
peared to  me  strikingly  clear.  My  right-hand 
neighbor  became  an  eagle ;  ho  on  my  left  grew 
into  an  owl,  with  full  projecting  eyes ;  imme- 
diately in  front  of  mo  the  man  was  a  lion  ;  while 
the  doctor  himself  was  metamorphosed  into  a 
fox. 

But  the  most  extraordinary  circumstance  was 
that  I  read,  or  seemed  to  read,  their  thoughts, 
and  penetrate  the  depth  of  their  intelligence,  as 
easily  as  one  deciphers  a  page  printed  in  large 
type.  Like  an  experienced  phrenologist,  I  could 
indicate  accurately  the  force  and  quality  of  their 
endowments,  and  the  nature  of  their  sentiments; 
in  this  analysis  I  discovered  affinities  and  con- 
trasts  which  would  have  escaped  one  in  a  normal 
state. 

Objects  around  me  seemed,  little  by  little,  to 
clothe  themselves  in  fantastic  garb,  the  arabesques 
on  the  walls  revealed  themselves  to  me  in  rich 
rhymes  of  attractive  poesy  —  sometimes  mehin- 
choly,  but  more  generally  rising  to  an  exagger- 
ated lyrism,  or  to  transcendent  buffoonery. 

Tiie  porcelain  vases,  the  bottles,  the  glasses 
sparkling  on  the  table,  all  took  the  most  ludi- 
crous forms.  At  the  same  time  I  felt  creeping  all 
around  the  region  of  my  heart  a  tickling  press- 
ure, to  squeeze  out,  as  it  were,  with  gentle  force, 
a  laugh  wliich  burst  forth  with  noisy  violence. 

My  neighbors,  too,  seemed  subjected  to  an 
identical  influence,  for  I  saw  their  faces  unfold 
like  peonies — victims  of  boisterous  hilarity,  hold- 
ing their  sides  and  rolling  about  from  right  to 
left,  their  countenances  swollen  like  Titans! 

My  voice  seemed  to  have  gained  considerable 
strength,  for  when  I  spoke  it  was  as  if  it  were  a  dis- 
charge of  cannon,  and  long  after  I  had  uttered  a 
sentence  I  heard  in  mv  brain  the  reverberation, 
OS  it  were,  of  distant  thunder. 

Thoughts  seized  on  me  with  fury,  and  un- 
chained and  disentangled  themselves  by  torrents 
in  my  brain,  and  developed  a  rapid  succession  of 
geometrical  combinations  which  appeared  to  be 
the  simplest,  as  well  as  the  most  exact,  expression 
of  those  ideas  which  one  is  obliged  to  render  in 
an  approximate  manner  by  prolix  words  of  gross 
molding.  I  should  have  liked  to  fix  on  paper 
these  fugitive  figures  of  my  visible  thoughts,  but 
the  rapidity  of  their  succession  absolutely  ex- 
cluded me  from  this  comi)licated  operation.  My 
head  became  as  it  were  the  burning  source  of 
fireworks,  throwing  up  bouquets  of  stars,  in  daz- 
zling forms,  but  of  perfect  design,  of  a  light  so 
intense  and  of  colors  so  brilliant  that  nothing  in 
nature  had  ever  equaled  them. 

My  brain  was  doubtless  the  theatre  of  this  pro- 
digious spectacle,  but  in  virtue  of  the  particular 


excitement  under  which  I  labored,  this  i-iiUrnal 
vision  showed  itself  exteriorly  with  all  the. clear- 
ness of  a  diorama. 

I  felt,  in  short,  what  those  who  are  afiSicted 
with  sensorial  maladies  feel,  with  this  difference, 
that  my  hallucinations,  instead  of  persisting  like 
theirs,  must  naturally  cease  after  the  full  diges- 
tion of  the  drug  which  hud  produced  them.  My 
brain  bubbled  like  a  loeomotive  in  which  there  is 
too  much  fire,  aiid  carried  me  rapidly  through  in- 
finite space,  where  I  perceived  at  each  moment  a 
new  perspective. 

Besides  all  this,  I  lost  completely  the  idea  of 
time,  and  should  have  been  incapable  of  deciding 
whether  my  hallucination  was  of  a  minute's  or 
of  a  century's  duration. 

The  same  uncertainty  held  good  with  regard  to 
size,  so  that  I  could  hardly  establish  the  differ- 
ence betwixt  an  eggshell  and  the  cupola  of  the 
Pantheon.  However,  as  the  action  of  hachisch 
is  intermittent,  I  gradually  came  back  to  my  own 
identity,  and  believing  that  the  effect  of  the  drug 
was  exhausted,  I  thought  it  time  to  withdraw 
myself,  and  leave  to  their  respective  dreams  my 
companions,  who  were  too  much  absorbed  to 
trouble  themselves  at  my  departure.  But  scarcely 
had  I  set  foot  on  the  pavement  outside  the  hou&e 
than  the  effect  of  the  drug,  which  had  in  a  meas- 
ure subsided,  seized  upon  me  again  with  redoubled 
force. 

Here  words  utterly  fail  me  to  express  the  in- 
comprehensible agony  which  ran  through  all  my 
being  !  Sometimes  I  felt  that  my  feet  took  root  in 
the  earth,  and  that  I  was  sinking  up  to  my  neck 
in  the  soil,  and  that  I  could  only  draw  my  feet 
out  with  the  greatest  difficulty,  each  step  seeming 
to  have  hundreds  of  pound  weights  attached  to 
them. 

Then  I  appeared  to  be  gifted  with  the  lightness 
of  a  sponge,  and  I  remember  that  I  held  firmly 
on  to  a  tree,  fearing  that  I  should  suddenly  dis- 
appear in  the  air  with  the  velocity  of  a  balloon. 

Vibrations,  like  shocks  of  electricity,  ran 
through  my  body,  and  I  was  a  victim  to  the  most 
horrible  sensations.  An  iron  hand  seemed  to 
have  got  hold  of  my  brain  and  was  crushing  it ; 
I  was  seized  with  dizziness,  and  I  shudder  even 
now  when  I  think  how  intense  was  my  suffering. 

The  horror  of  a  man  being  flung  from  a  prec- 
ipice, of  a  martyr  'chained  to  the  stake,  and 
knowing  that  he  wo\ild  be  consumed  to  cinders, 
may  perhnps  approach  the  terror  which  I  experi- 
enced at  fills  6ruel  period,  and  which  seemed  to 
be  the  leinrth  6f  eternity.  I  was  in  despair  !  I 
longed  t4)  fly  from  my  proper  self,  and  from  this 
perseouting  influence  under  which  I  was  IvhoIIy 
powetlesd.'         ••   - 
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Shortly  after  this  I  began  to  feel  myself  grow- 
ing tall,  so  immensely  tall  that  I  towered  above 
the  horizon^  and  my  skull  was  even  touching  the 
bine  roof  of  heaven  ! 

It  seemed  as  if  the  walls  of  the  universe  spread 
out  aronnd  me,  and  that  there  issued  therefrom 
strains  of  delicious  music.  This  circumstance 
filled  me  with  pleasure,  and  seemed  to  extinguish 
the  anguish  and  terror  with  which  I  had  been 
previously  tortured. 

I  persuaded  myself  that  I  was  divested  of  a 
material  body,  and  became  rapidly  a  divinity.  lie 
must  have  felt  somewhat  as  I  felt — this  pagan, 
CaBsar — when  he  cried  from  his  deathbed,  **  My 
friends,  I  feel  that  I  am  becoming  a  god  !" 

I  now  began  to  experience  a  voluptuous  happi- 
ness, to  which  no  human  enjoyment  could  be 
compared  ;  I  floated  in  a  sea  of  pleasure,  at  once 
physical,  moral  and  intellectual.  I  had  an  im- 
mensity of  love  in  my  heart  which  enveloped  all 
nature  and  filled  me  with  unlimited  hope. 

Under  such  impressions — which  seemed  to  en- 
dure for  ages — I  began  to  feel  a  sense  of  corporeal 
lassitude  creeping  over  me,  and  as  I  approached 


a  cab  stand  I  threw  myself  into  a  carriage  and  re- 
quested to  be  driven  along  the  Champs-Elysees. 

Then  began  for  me  other  and  new  visions — a 
series  less  grandiose,  but  much  more  amusing. 
It  seemed  to  mo  that  I  had  entered  now  in  fnll 
possession  of  an  existence  anterior  to  that  of  luy 
actual  life  —  existence  which  consequently  had 
nothing  fresh  for  me,  notwithstanding  its  strange- 
ness. I  entered  into  the  embodiment  of  my  per- 
sonality, as  one  does  after  the  repose  of  sleep. 

Some  hours  later  these  visions  began  to  dis- 
solve, and  I  felt  an  urgent  necessity  for  food ; 
entering  a  restaurant,  I  attacked  with  a  voracious 
appetite  all  which  was  set  before  me,  but  I  must 
not  forget  to  add  that  what  I  ate  and  drank  was 
of  exquisite  and  unknown  flavor — in  comparison 
with  which  ambrosia  and  nectar  would  be  but  or- 
dinary bread  and  sour  wine. 

On  reaching  my  chambers,  I  fell  into  a  pro- 
found and  peaceful  sleep,  and  on  the  morrow 
nothing  remained  of  the  effects  of  the  hachisch 
save  a  pallid  countenance,  an  agreeable  languor, 
and  a  bitter  sentiment  of  regret  at  the  aspect  of 
the  reality  to  which  \  had  awakened. 
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Bv  Valerien  Gribavedoff. 


It  seems  appropriate  that  the  famous  highway 
of  our  great  metropolis  should  lie  at  the  very  gate 
of  the  Western  Hemisphere,  where  the  wanderer 
from  over  seas  receives  his  flrst  impressions  of  a 
new  land.  So  soon  as  he  sots  foot  on  Broadway 
he  realizes  that  the  Atlantic  voyage  has  ended  in 
a  scone  of  drj'-land  life  and  color  which,  used  as 
he  has  been  to  the  monotony  of  the  ocean,  pro- 
duces a  quick  revulsion.  Broadway  is  a  series  of 
surprises,  even  from  where  it  begins,  two  hun- 
dred yards  from  the  water's  edge,  to  several  miles 
distant  at  Forty-second  Street,  where  it  changes 
into  a  rather  prosaic  thoroughfare.  Yet  within 
that  compass  the  journey  is  one  of  intense  inter- 
est, every  inch  of  the  way. 

To  entire  foreigners,  no  less  than  to  native  citi- 
zens familiar  with  European  centres,  the  com- 
paratively irregular  features  of  Broadway's  archi- 
tecture present  a  striking  contrast  to  the  most 
famous  avenues  abroad.  London's  Regent  Street, 
tl»e  Avenue  de  I'Opora  in  Paris,  the  beautiful 
Unter  den  Linden  of  the  German  capital,  are 
each  distinctively  suggestive  of  awell-deflned  plan 
of  construction.  Their  perfect  uniformity  is  evi- 
dence of  their  having  been  surveyed  and  laid  out 
according  to  a  single  architectural  and  artistic 


scheme.  However,  while  this  pleases  the  eye, 
there  remains  the  objection  of  monotony,  for 
which  very  reason  Broadway,  perhaps,  can  claim 
a  superior  attractiveness.  The  great  thorough- 
fare was  at  flrst  the  creation  of  an  early  settle- 
ment of ,  colonizers,  who  built  as  best  they  knew, 
and  were  naturally  obliged  to  make  elegance  sub- 
servient to  convenience.  The  lapse  of  more  than 
one  century,  and  the  constant  changes  incidental 
to  the  march  of  improvement  and  invention, 
characteristic  of  all  great  American  cities,  have 
here  produced  architecture  agreeable  in  its  va- 
riety. The  buildings  of  Broadway,  though  ofteu 
extraordinarily  magnificent,  are  so  in  varying  de- 
grees, and  are  representative  of  different  periods. 
Not  that  there  is  much  suggestive  of  the  extreme 
past,  as  ancient  landmarks  are  now  practically  ex- 
tinguished. For  Broadway,  I  repeat,  is  and  has 
been  essentially  the  creature  of  change. 

To  traverse  Broadway  northward  from  Bowliug 
Green  is  a  liberal  education  in  the  studv  of  human 
nature  as  it  shows  itself  in  the  chief  avenues 
of  a  great  city.  The  Y-shaped  form  in  which  it 
surrounds  the  Green  creates  two  streets,  inclosing 
a  glimpse  of  grass  and  trees,  whose  restful  pre- 
cincts arc  free  to  those  weary  of  the  pavement. 
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Tlita  is  the  region  of  cheap  stesmahip  ticket 
Agents  and  petty  foreign  money  exchanges,  and 
was  niitil  recently  infested  with  diahonest  tenth- 
rate  hotel  runners  and  other  aharps,  who  loitered 
in  search  of  the  unwary  immigrant.  The  removal 
of  the  Government  Bnrean  of  Emigration  from 
the  adjacent  Battery  deprived  these  gentry  of  their 
occupation,  and  had  the  happy  effect  of  largely 
ridding  Broadway  of  their  presence.     However, 


tion  of  the  thoroughfare.  The  prevalence  of 
knots  of  well-dreaaed  men  standing  here  and 
tliere  about  the  sidcwalka  does  not  indicate,  even 
though  they  may  seem  to  be  doing  nothing,  that 
they  are  idle.  They  arc  as  full  of  bnsineaa  as  the 
most  energetic-looking  person  who  ruaties  paat  as 
though  his  life  depended  on  his  speed.  It  ie  sim- 
ply a  custom  they  have  of  demurely  holding  coun- 
cil on  tho  aidewalk.     You  do  not  see  very  many 
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it  ia  still  common  here  to  encounter  groups  of 
German  or  Italian  peasants,  in  Teutonic  sobriety 
or  Latin  gayety  of  costume,  latlen  with  bundles 
and  chattering  in  unfaniiliar  tongues  of  their 
present  environment  and  future  fate  in  tlie  New 
World.  Soon  they  merge  in  the  throng  which 
grows  momentarily  denser  as  wo  ascend  Broatl- 
way. 

This  being  the  region  of  finance  ia  marked  by 
more  genuine  business  bustle  than  any  other  aec- 


regular  shopa  along  here,  for  brokers'  offices  oc- 
cupy most  of  the  store  fronts,  and  through  the 
upper  windows  of  many  of  the  houses  men  can  bo 
observed  anxiously  fingering  the  "tape"  as  it 
flows  out  from  tho  stock  "ticker"  bearing  tho 
quotationa  which  allow  whore  the  market  is  ris- 
ing and  where  it  is  foiling — figures  which  may 
mean  fortune  or  ruin  to  tho  watcher.  The  broker 
ia  n  strong  frature  in  the  crowd,  and  he  is  easily 
distinguishable  to  those  familiar  with  tho  yVirf 
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He  is  alwajB  well  dressed,  and  in  many  inatancee 
niig)it  be  conBidered  foiipisli  by  the  liyi>ercritical. 
Uaiially,  lie  has  abont  bim  an  air  of  prosperity, 
and  impreeaeByon  aa  one  who  tnkee  life  in  a  bluff, 
odliand  way,  looks  npon  time  as  money,  lias 
plenty  of  tlie  lutter,  and  believes  in  getting  as 
itnich  pleasure  as  lie  possibly  can  after  business 
lionrs.  If  yonng.  lie  often  incliiit-a  considerably  to 
iitliloticiBm,  ftlllio*igli  yon  find  a  certain  iwrcentnge 
of  liingiiid  swells  among  liis  fellovs.  The  older 
members  of  Ilia  craft,  if,  tike  bim,  tiiey  begun  ns 
well-dressed,  well-to-do,  easy-going  men,  nsnally 
continue  in  tbe  same  groove  after  tlicy  have  piissed 
middle  life,  and,  should  they  bave  been  athletic, 
retain  tlieir  capacity  for  delivering  telling  "  left- 
baiidei-s"  long  beyond  tbeir  firtteth  jenr.  The 
hard-featured,  cloao-fiated,  monevignibbiug  broker 
is  quite  aiiotlier  ty|)e.  He  exists  in  numbers,  and 
hiiB  a  typical  repre?eiitiitive  in  !Mr.  Itiissoll  Suge, 
of  whom  all  America  has  beard,  and  wJio  ia  pict- 
nred  iti  onr  inualratinns.  He  is  gray-btiired,  if 
not  gray-beardod,  and;  taltes -'giw  viora  of  bn- 
manity.  Somctimrs'  bis"  envirorfin*nta  are  gray, 
aB  in  tbe  case  of  Mr.  3age,  wlio^'  offices  in  tbie 
part  of  Broadway  look  out  upon  tbe  gravestoueB 
•f  past  generations '  Bleeping  -ih  Old  Trinity 
Chiircbyard.  Even  dynamite,  wbieb  was  eiploded 
in  Mr.  Rage's  oflRce  not  long  since  by  a  fanatic 


who  disbelieved  in  millionaires,  has  failed  to  dis- 
turb the  gray  equanimity  of  this  reteraa  broker's 
stolid  countenance. 

Turning  from  Mr.  Sage  to  a  no  less  sombre 
subject — tbe  churchyard,  jnst  mentioned,  of  Old 
Trinity — wc  find  sonietliing  well  worthy  a  few 
words.  Tlie  imposing  front  of  the  catliedralJike 
church  faces  the  seething  month  of  Wall  Street. 
A  Jong  line  of  milings  here,  for  nearly  half  a 
block,  skirts  the  west  side  of  Broadway,  and  pre- 
Bcrves  to  the  dead  a  littlf  domain  anmng  tlie 
abodes  of  the  busiest  of  llie  living.  It  is  one 
corner  sacred  to  memory  in  a  Bcciie  of  eordid  for- 
getfulnesB,  where  Bentiment  is  not  nnderstooil 
and  only  the  practical  present  recognized.  Tlie 
preBence  of  Trinity  ('hurchyanl  aeems  to  wield  no 
influence  npon  its  uncongenial  snrronndings. 
The  crowd  elbows  and  pushes  quite  as  Bclfishly 
here  as  elsewhere.  The  strife  of  the  near-by  ex- 
changes is  none  tbe  less  fierce  and  noisy.  Hu- 
man greed  diminishes  not  a  jot,  and  even  Jilr. 
Sage,  tbe  millionaire,  is  none  the  more  inclined 
to  share  his  wealth  with  others  simply  because 
the  vit^w  from  his  windows  reminds  htm  of  the 
inevitable  end  toward  which  be,  like  all  of  ns,  is 
iiaetening.da;  by  day.  Trinity  Churchyard  is  fin 
dreamers  or  poet«.  It  has  no  significance  for  Ilie 
callous  crowds  sod  busy  toilers  of  Broadway.  '\-r 
does  the  tall  fignro  and  distinguished  bearing  oF 
the  reptor  of  Old  Trinity  Church,  the  Rev.  M<'r- 
gan  Dis,  bjb  be  walks  the  street  to  and  from  the 
scene  of  bis  clerical  labors,  abstracteil  and  pre- 
oocnpied  of  mien,  long  and  swinging  in  his  stride. 
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and  serenely  gnzing 
above  and  beyond 
the  din,  attract  a 
whit  more  attention 
than  chiircli  or 
chiivchyard.  Tliere 
13  no  sermon  in 
Btone^,  nor  in  'the 
pastor,  for  the 
throng. 

Broadway,  in  the 
neigliborhood  of 
Trinity  Clinrch  and 
Wall  Street,  is  a 
great  quarter  for 
messenger  boys. 
These  nniformed 
Merourys  probably 
MAtoK  oiLROY.  move  faeter  here 

than  they  do  in 
other  parts  of  the  city — a  necessity,  maybe,  of  the 
nature  of  their  errands,  as  they  flit  from  one  bro- 
ker's oflice  to  another,  or  from  exchange  to  ex- 
change. The  pert  and  neatly  dressed  office  boy, 
who  does  not  wear  a  nniform,  is  also  much  in 
evidence.  Of  course  h«  belongs  not  only  to  the 
realms  of  finance,  but  also  to  the  dusty  purlieus 
of  the  htw.  He  may  come  from  the  attorney's 
offices,  or  from  those  occupied  by  persons  of  all 
sorts  of  callings  in  the  great  "sky-Borapiiig " 
buildings  which  tower  along  Broadway.  As  we 
go  furtlier  np  in  the  direction  of  the  Post  OfTice 
he  will  still  bo  mot  in  numbers,  and  is  recogniza- 
ble by  his  amiizijig  fondness  for  bending  with  his 
hands  on  his  knees  to  gaze  into  the  enticing  win- 
dows of  the  stores  which  now,  to  a  great  extent,  be- 
gin to  Bopphirit  the  bankers',  brokers',  express  and 
steamship  offices  of  the  lower  region.  He  loves, 
too,  to  patronize  the  itinerant  venders  of  fruits, 
or  cheap  "  nolion  "  fiikirs,  who  furtively  anchor 
their  push  carte  at  convenient  corners,  or  any 
other  points  of  vantage,  where  the  watchful  po- 
liceman, who  has  not  been  "dxcd"  in  ihc  ortho- 
dox fashion  by  a  weekly  payment,  has  so  far  neg- 
lected to  pursue  them  with  his  ca,->le  eye  and  the 
terrors  of  his  brief  authority.  Wlieu  the  office 
boy  has  purchased  his  banana  and  duly  distributed 
the  skill  along  tiie  pavement  he  rejoices,  and 
goetli  whistling  with  hideous  shrillness  upon  Iiis 
way.  Of  what  conseqiiouco,  indeed,  to  him  are 
fractured  skulls  or  the  distracted  ears  of  the 
public  ? 

The  stalwart  nietnbera  of  the  New  York  police 
force  who  form  the  "Broadway  squad"  perform 
other  duties  besides  the  energetic  chasing  and 
suppression  of  "fakirs."  Carefully  picked  from 
the  "  litiest  police  force  in  the  world,"  they  tlirend 


the  maze  of  traffic, 
rescue  and  pilot  the 
shipwrecked  way* 
farer,  and  arrest  the 
mad,  unbridled  career 
of  the  most  intracta- 
ble of  drivers  and  of 
steeds. 

It  is  said  that  be- 
tween the  Post  Office 
and  Wall  Street  one 
meets  "  everybody  " 
upon  Broadway,  and 
this  probably  is  true 
during  the  busy  hours 
of  the  day.  Men  and 
women  of  bnsiuesa, 
people  from  the  coun- 
try, distinguished 
foreign  v  i  a  1 1  o  r  e , 
strangers  who  are  here  because  they  have  been 
extinguished  in  their  oivn  countries,  well-dressed 
drones  of  both  sexes,  people  who  never  had  to 
work,  others  who  don't  want  to  work,  and  yet 
others  whose  shabbimess  and  weariness  suggest 
inability  to  obtain  work,  all  mix  in  the  common 
vortex  upon  this  section  of  Broadway.  At  the 
Post  Office  there  is  a  confluence  of  two  liviug 
streams,  where  that  from  the  densely  crowded 
pavement  of  Park  Bow,  the  region  of  newspaper.) 
flows  into  the  greater  channel.  1 
less,  the  cnnse  of  the  cxtraordinai 
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tmfRc,  both  on  cjirringewaj  and  sidewalk,  wliich 
just  below  tbiB  point,  at  Fnltoii  Street,  ninkea 
Uroadwtiy  a  pandemonium  of  etrnggling  voliictes, 
vitiipeiativo  drivers  and  closely  jummed  pedestri- 
ane.  At  evening  especially,  wbcn  trucks  and 
linsiness  wagons  aro  homoward  bound  and  tbo 
toilers  are  massed  into  a  solid  army  on  tlio  re- 
treat, tbere  is  n  greiit  coricciitrntion  of  traffic, 
just  here,  en  route  to  Brooklyn  Bridge.  Tlie  ex- 
perienced policeman  in  charge  of  tin's  crossing 
)iaa  an  arduous  task  in  keejiiiig  it  clear  for  the 
foot  passengers  who  line  either  curbstone,  stiind- 
ing  in  nervous  hesitation  before  they  plunge 
into  the  maelstrom.  Messengers  are  hurrying  to 
the  Post  Office  with  the  mails  from  innumerable 
business  ofiiccs;  newsboys  arc  scnrrying  in  uiid 
out  under  iiorses' feet  withstartliiig"  extras";  tim- 
orous young  women,  jaded  clerks  and  belated  busi- 
ness men  join  in  the  nuivcrsiil  rush.  Clear-cut, 
above  tlie  babel  of  miscellaneous  sounds  and  gen- 
eral confusion,  is  heard  the  clang  of  the  gongs  on 
the  approaching  cable  cars. 

Before  we  go  our  vray  wo  are  likely  to  notice, 
as  we  pass  by  City  Hall  Park,  some  metropolitan 
celebritips.  The  surprisingly  agile  figure  of  Ed- 
itor Charles  A.  Dana  of  the  Sun  approaches 
Broadway  from  where,  above  the  trees  of  the 
park,  rises  his  modest  bnilding,  now  somewhat 


dwarfed  by  the  palaces  other  news- 
papers  have  reared  beside  it,  Mr. 
]>ana  is  bat  a  unit  among  {Kvesing 
tliousands,  yet  he  might  cluini  atten- 
tion from  strangers  even  in  n  Broa<l- 
way  throng.  The  strongly  knit  frame, 
the  striking  countenance,  so  full  of 
character  and  force,  tbo  bright,  ^uick 
glance,  the  light,  springy  step,  com- 
plete the  eugeiiible  of  one  whoso  aj)- 
pearance  belies  his  years. 

Another  figure  approaches  from 
the  direction  of  the  law  courts — a  tall, 
lank  figure,  with  a  face  ono  is  likely 
to  look  at  twice,  clean-ehaven,  large- 
featured,  and  displaying  tlio  virility 
of  the  Indian.  It  is  the  brilliant 
advocate  and  judge,  lloger  A.  Pryor, 
who  gr.ices  the  bench  of  the  Court  of 
Common  Pleas.  Usually  ho  wears  an 
expression  of  profound  thought,  as 
though  inwardly  debating  some  knotty 
question,  and  it  is  probably  the  fre- 
quent influence  of  such  mental  proc- 
esses which  lias  caused  him  to  con- 
tract the  habit  of  protruding  his  under 
lip  in  a  most  peculiar  fashion  as  lie 
paces  Broadway  ou  his  way  home 
from  court. 
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One  must  expect  to  encounter 
lawyers  and  journaliata  lioreabonta, 
bec.iEiEo  of  the  vicinity  of  tlie  law 
courts.  There  now  looms  «p  n 
jiortlj'  form,  n  maseire  licitl  eet 
njion  sqiiaro  ehoiildera,  n  broad, 
florid  countenance,  combining  piig- 
nacitv,  good  nature  and  acumen. 
A  brilliant  flaali  of  diamondu,  a 
glimpEo  of  scarlet  neckwear,  and 
tlie  face  13  gone.  Who  could  it 
have  been  but  AVilliani  II.  Howe, 
the  convincing  ple.ider,  ivbo,  in 
conjunction  witli  bis  licen  and  active 
partner,  "Abo"  Hmnnicl,  li.is  bo 
often  Bavcd  a  client  from  tbo  bang- 
man's  nooso  '■* 

In  tbc  sea  of  strango  faces  we 
soon  discover  one  moio  that  is 
familiar.  Beneatli  a  broad  som- 
brero keen  eves  flash  above  a  white 
mnstacbe  and  goatee.  It  is  the  face 
iif  a  man  of  nciion,  of  qnick  percep- 
tions and  decisive  methods,  wJioao 
r:ipid  walk  and  swinging  move- 
ments indicate  that  be  is  accustom- 
ed to  have  something  to  do,  and 
aomewliere  to  go,  and  to  cover  both 
work  and  distance  within  a  given 
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piidil  *.l  thiio. 
Til  at  is  Ju»>i>!i 
]To«ar.1,  .Jr..  tlic 
vctcriiiiiiMdrtrfJifwr 
jiiirnj;iiij)tusto£  tlie 
mulroiioliliiii  pre^a, 
II  itiaii  w]io  has 
^'oiiG  through 
many  stirring  ex- 
iwiiciiwp.  but  atill 
walks  Brojuhviiy 
none  tho  worse  for 
wtnr. 

Above  the  Post 
Office  the  buetnesB 
complexion  of 
BroatI  way  clinngea, 
Biid  wholewile  com- 
moree  ftsserU  i  tael  f . 
TlionninesoTertlio 
'  JUDOK  a'ADAJL      '  B^Tea  also  change, 

niul  snggcst  cer- 
tain reflections.  Von  wonder  lio\r  it  has  uecn 
poaaible  for  Ihe  Hebrew  nice  to  hare  so  completely 
monopoli:<cd  this  section  of  the  leading  thorongh- 
fare  of  the  Amcricitn  inetro{)o] is.  It  is  a  tribnle 
to  their  genius  for  absorption.  In  truth,  to  such 
an  extent  lina  the  Anglo-Saxon  name  given  place 
upon  tlie  signboards  to  tho$e  of  Tlehrciv  origin 
tliat  one  might  imagine  bimself  in  tlio  Jaw  quar- 
ter of  Frankfort-on-the-Main.  Tliey  who  claim 
to  have  been  injured  by  Hebrew  competition  as- 
sert that  it  is  a  striking  fact  tliat  the  latter  race, 
wherever  they  establish  themselves,  invariably 
seek  the  most  proniinont  location,  and,  moreover, 
dock  together  in  colonies.  Tlicy  will  alwaj's  be 
found  en  eriileiice,  and  always  united  in  their  rc- 
leuUess  war  against  the  Aryan  race. 

From  (-ity  Hall  Park  to  Tenth  Street  Broad- 
way is  intersected  by  numerons  crosstowii  street- 
car lines,  and  toward  six  o'clock  in  the  evening 
the  corners  of  the  streets  which  thus  gridiron  it 
are  crowded  with  paesengei-a  awaiting  the  cars. 
'J'hese  cvowda  are  mainly  composed  of  women  aiid 
girls,  wlio  dwell  npun  the  great  east  and  west 
eides  of  town.  Bright  and  vivaciona,  they  chat 
and  laugh  in  gronps.  Some  of  then)  have  passed 
the  day  serving  in  stores;  a.fewhave  been  click- 
ing the  keys, of  typewriters  in  offices;  others  are 
"cloak  models"  ,in  wholesale  mantle  honses. 
The  "cloak  model"  is  a  feminine  toiler,  who  de- 
pends npoii  her  fignre  for  her  living  qnite  as 
much  as  does  the  artist's  model.  She  is  used  for 
the  "  trying  on  "of  ladies'  cloaks,  and  must  have  ' 
an  unusually  fine  and  well-developed  "shape." 
Only  occasionally,  ho"over,  does  slie  mingle  in 
the  democratic  crowd  which  waits  nightly  for  the 


street  cars  ;  her  stalely  person,  attired  in  excellent 
lu^lc,  IS  nsually  viaiblo  at  tjic  ctoac  of  busiiiCGS 
lionrs,  ascending  or  descending  Hr-oadway,  fi> 
niiife,  jierliaps,  to  Brooklyn  or  somewhere  up- 
town. For  tlic  most  part  the  passenger  traffic 
on  this  section  of  Ilroodway  is  made  np  ofihusi- 
ness  people,  although  it  ahvays  has  it  fair  {>eFcent- 
age  of  sightseers  and  .others  jvlio  cannot  strictly 
be  classed  among  the  city's  toilers.  ^ 

The  vista  of  Broadway,  north  and  soiUli.  is 
strikingly  fnll  of  color,  no  matter  from  what 
point  you  observe  it.  At  no  place,  however,  ia 
this  more  marked  than  where  Prince  Street  inter- 
sects.  Away  toward  the  B:ittery  rises  on  citlirr 
side  a  line  of  imposing  buildings,  palaces  of  atone 
and  marble,  varied  in  design  and  height,  diversi- 
fied as  the  rainbow  in  color.  Soaring  skyward, 
with  tower  and  minaret,  they  Ving  to  the  mind 
the  cnlcrprise,  ingenuity  aiid  wealth  of  this  v:i;t 
mctrojHilts.  Before  these  stately  structures  surge 
ceaselessly  the  rapids  of  city  life,  dashing  over  all 
obstacles,  a  stream  of  many  colors,  flasiiing  in  the 
snn  as  it  thnndera  by,  to  loee  itself  in  ijie  hazy 
distance  of  the  panorama  and  leave  .you  wonder- 
ing, confused.  Look  in  the  other  direction  and 
note  the  gradual  alteration  iu  the  enseniblf  of  the 
busy  scene,  where  the  white  delicate  spire  of 
Grace  Chnrcli  piercee  the  atmosphere,  an  einbleni 
of  tlie  spiritual  in  the  very  etronghold  of  the  ma- 
terial. Yonder,  northward,  lies  our  course,  when 
Broadway,  though  still  commercial,  casta  off  sonie- 
wliat  its  sterner  mood  to  become  the  gangway  of 
fashion  and  of  leisure. 

At  Tenth  Street  the  fashionable  8bopi>er  and 
the  equine  equipage  which  is  ber  natural  accom- 
]>animent  begin  to  appear.  Xot  so  very  long  since 
this  part  of  Broadway  was  considered  far  in  tlie 
uptown  district.  Now  it  is  the  extreme  "down- 
town "  limit  of 
"uptown,'*  'i'iini- 
ing  into  Union 
Square,  you  must 
pass  the  once- 
famed  "  Kialto  " 
where  still  lonnse 
and  linger  many 
members  of  the 
dramatic  piofes 
sion,  who,  alas' 
were  never  gi  anted 
the  opportuiiilv  of 
appearing  on  the 
boards  in  the  lulcs 
of  Shakespeare  s 
Venetian  Jew  to 
inform  Sifinor  Au- 
loHi»,  in  tragic  ac- 
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cents,  that  lie  li»d 
rale<1  him  many  and 
mimy  u  time  upon  aii- 
otliei'  "Rial  to." 
However,  in  no  cull- 
ing cau  we  ail  reach 
the  top.  Here  we  find 
oiU'selves  on  wliitt  is 
DOW  called  tlie  "  Low- 
er" Hialto  ;  of  its 
"  Upper"  con  ntcrpart 
we  siiall  spealc  ere 
long.  All  arc  notors 
here,  Btriitting  an  nn- 
ofliciul  stajjo,  where 
"  make-up.''  f  o  o  t- 
lights  and  the  other 
illusory  theatriciil  ac- 
cessories are  dispensed 
with,  whero  the  drama 
ia  that  of  real  life,  and 
the  plot  bnt  too  ofton  closely  resembles  tragedy. 
Some  of  these  histrious  are  well  dressed  ;  others 
are  seedy  of  aspect ;  many  have  engageraentu,  still 
morri  have  none.  They  cbat  and  gossip  in  groups 
of  two  and  lliree,  congnttuluting,  commiserating, 
fnll  of  high  hope,  overwhelmed  with  blank  de- 
apuir.  Wliat  s  variety  of  laoes  !  Cannot  we  dis- 
tinguish the  lowcotnediaii  in  that  round,  beaming 
countenance,  with  the  merry  twinkle  in  the  eye  ? 
and  again,  the  blighted  tragedian  in  thoqe  aqui- 
line, rather  cadaverous  features,  ever  wearing  a 
heroic  scowl  ?  There  are  men  who  have  "  starred," 
"supports  nninniimerable,  small  beginners  wlio 
have  risen  to  reasonable  eminence,  and  dreamers 
who  at  first  had  ffamkl  in  their  sonls,  yet,  at  the 
jiresont  moment,  so  bad  are  the  times,  would  not 
despise  the  offer  of  a  job  to  carry  a  pike  in  a  pan- 
tomime. The  proximity  of  nnnieroua  theatrical 
agencies  is  one  reason  for  the  presence  of  bo  many 
gentlemen  of  the  sock  and  buskin  ;  the  other  is 
custom  and  old  attachment  to  n  particular  lo- 
cality. 

AViicre  Broadway,  crossing  Fourteenth  Street, 
forms  the  western  side  of  Union  Squure,  the  fash- 
ionable shopping  district  fairly,  begins.  Stylish 
stores,  wliich  seem  to  have  the  field  to  them- 
selves, are  the  objective  points  for  these  fair  prom- 
enaders  who,  like  gay  btitterfiies,  flit  to  and  fro. 
If  this  promenading  means  work,  as  the  majority 
of  them  consider  it,  one  would  imagine  their 
pleasures  to  be  frivolous  indeed.  And  so.  doubt- 
less, they  are,  for  the  Jliss  McFlimseys  of  the 
metropolis  are  well  represonted  nniong  the  hnt- 
terllics  of  Upper  Broadway.  Yet  it  cannot  he 
denied  tlnit.  for  the  grace,  heanty  and  tasteful 
costuming  wliich  they  contribute  to  the  pano- 


rama, the  arlist  and 
lover  of  the  pict- 
uresque must  feid 
indebted.  They  .iie 
thoroughly  in  touch 
with  the  altered  js 
pect  of  the  thoi- 
oughfare,  and  seem 
to  harmonize  nilh 
the  still  life  aroninl 
t  h  e  m  ;  for  t  h  e 
houses,  the  store 
windows,  tiie  flow- 
ers and  greenery  of 
tlie  uptown  public 
squares  have  each 
and  alt  a  certain 
element  of  holiday. 
Tru  ly,  Broadway 
continues  a  business 
thoronghbr 
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ite  another  idea,  apparently,  from  that  which 
controls  its  operations  downtown.  Everyone  is 
more  polite,  more  calm,  is  taking  the  world  ea- 
sier, and  is  influenced  by  the  brighter  side  of 
things,  ulwayc  uppermost  here.  A  fashionable 
candy  and  aodu-watcr  store,  through  the  doora  of 
which  d  cimruiiiig  assemblage  of  ladies  is  always 
to  be  seen,  indulging  a  repreliensihle  taste,  would 
have  no  excuse  for  existing  in  tlie  lower  parts  of 
this  street.  In  ils  present  location  it  is  appar- 
ently a  necessary  institntion.  London  Truth,  in 
a  recent  issue,  remarked  ihiit  Ihe  F.n<;li.=li  capital 
was,  at  the  time  of 
writing,  considerably 
beautiQed  by  the  pres- 
ence of  many  fair 
Americans,  who,  ev- 
ery day  during  the 
fashionable  hours, 
were  popularizing  the 
use  of  ice-cream  soda 
water,  by  their  own 
example,  to  quite  an 
ularniiiig extent.  The 
writer  in  Truth,  wore 
he  to  visit  Nuiv  York, 
would  hardly  be  sur- 
prised tliat  a  custom 
80  firmly  intrenched 
here  should  bo  im- 
ported into  England 
when  the  American 
woman  goes  there, 
lie  might  even  be 
justified  in  wondering 
why  the  candy  maker 
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himself  had  not  been  brought  Along  aa  a  necessary 
adjunct  to  the  suite  of  the  fair  invaders  of  Albion. 
Feminine  fatigue,  Iiowever,  incidental  to  a  ]ia- 
rade  of  Upper  Brondtvay,  needs  sometliing  more 
Enbstitntial  than  candy  to  adequately  support  it. 
Soon  after  noon,  therefore,  a  flitting  of  tailor- 
miidc   forma,  «f   Parisian   gowns,  of  wonderful 


bonnets,  takes  i>laco  in  tlie  direction  of  a  favorite 
restaurant.  Without  this  meeting  place,  where 
the  arduons  toils  of  the  morning  are  forgotten, 
the  general  situation  reviewed,  and  plans  for  tite 
afternoon  arranged,  life  would,  indeed,  be  a 
cheerless  thing  for  the  fair  sex  who  brighten 
Broadway.     Here  the  effects  of  candy  are  ueu- 
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tralized.     The   sccno   within    is   animated :   tlio 

•  ♦  ■  •      •  •  *■ 

murmur  of  conversntiou,  the  noiseless  ministra- 
tions of  expert  waiters,  the  soft  rustle  of  millinery, 
the  constant  influx  nnd  efflux  of  guests,  go  on 
ineesFantly  until  almost  sundown. 

Tlie  Italian  fortutie  teller,  often  to  be  found  u\ 
this  neighborhood,  with  her  staiid  of  bullfinches 
and  paroquets,  is  one  of  those  ^' fakirs''  who 
specially  interest  the'  fair  sex.  At  tiio  magic 
dropping  of  a  coin  into  the  woman's  hand  the 
birds  descend  from  their  perch,  where  they  are 
stationed  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  freedom,  to 
RagaQiously  pick  out  a  card  from  the  heap  that 
lies  ijeneath  them,  and  which  unerringly  predicts 
the  destiny  of  the  curious.  The  dog  dealer,  with 
liis  pugs,  fox  terriers  and  '^skycs,"  his  poodles 
and  boUigcrent^looking  ^'birlls,"  frequents  these 
curbstones  to  charm  the  hearts  and  elicjt  the  verbal 
adulation  of  the  enthusiastic  ladies  who  '' delight 
in  dogs."  Veterinary  surgeons  will  tell  you  .that 
3-0U  should  never  buy  from  one  of  these  **  fakirs," 
unless  he  presents  you  with  a  certified  pedigree 
as  well  as  a  canine  in  return  for  your  dollars. 
But,  bless  you,  the  ladies  could  not  find  it  in 
their  hearts  to  mistrust  the  genuineness  of  those 
'^cunning  little  animals,"  and  so  the  fakir's  task 
id  a  light  one.  He  is  one  of  those  transgressors 
whose  way  is  not  hard.  -,  r^ 

Ciianges  of  scenery  are  frequent  upon  Broad- 
way, and  one  of  the  most  notable  appears  after 
Fourteenth  Street  has  been  left  behind.*  The 
roudway  traffic  is  still  considerable,  but  of  a  dif- 
ferent order.  The  heavier  vehicles  are  fewer, 
and  trucks  have  all  but  disappeared.  Private 
carriages,  hansoms  and  hacks  now  mingle  in  the 
gtroam,  and  are  standing  before  the  doors  of  the 
select  retail  dry  goods,  jewel  ry,  furniture  and  art 
stores.  This  part  of  Broadway,  lying  between 
Union  and  Madison  Squares,  ending  either  way 
in  a  glimpse  of  foliage  and  open  space,  conveys 
the  impression  of  having  been  once  a  quiet  resi- 
dential avenue,  an  impression  supported  by  the 
old-fashioned,  dull-brown-colored  house  at  Nine- 
teenth Street,  which  stands  in  au  open  lot  with 
grassy  plats  surrounded  by  ]*ailing8.  It  is  such  a 
house  you  might  expect  to  see  in  f^e  suburbs, 
but  it  looks  as  odd  where  it  is  as  a  blooming  rose- 
bush would  between  the  rails  of  the  cable  cars. 
Its  high  stops,  old-fashioned  hall  door,  tall  win- 
dows and  Qnakcrlike  air  of  prim  simplicity  are 
utterly  out  of  sympathy  with  the  mod^nized 
street  on  which  it  stands.  Its  site  could  b6  sold 
at  almost  any  price  for  business  purposes,  but  still 
the  old  liouse  remains. 

Broadway  from  this  point  widens,  and  de- 
houches  upon  Madison  Square,  where  it  is  met  by 
ji  cross  fire  of  traffic  from  the  great  shopping  ar- 


tery of  TwiSfity:: third  Street  and  the.S;elejct  pre- 
cincts of  Fifth  Avenue.     This  is  an  area  of  pleas- 
ure grounds  and  of  beautiful  mansions^,  fast  being 
deserted   by  citizens  whose  privacy  Has  suffered 
from  the  relentless  advance  of  trade'.  '  It  id  well- 
nigh  startling,  to  contemplate  the  changes  a  few 
years  have 'Wrought  in  beautiful  Mad idou  Square. 
Even   on  r  the.  north  aide,  the' last  to   hold   out 
against  utilitarianism,  bills  annOunrin<;  the  desire 
of  the  owners  to  sell  their  houses' are  l>e'giuning  to 
appear  in  the  windowa.     The  sta{*  of  fashion  sets 
northward,  and  the  prestige  of  the  broad,  deep 
browns  tone  mansions   is  doomed.     The  park  in 
front  of.  them,  its  sward,  trees,  fountain,  pond, 
water  lilies  and  brilliaht  flowers,  will  remain  for 
the  masses,  just  as  Broadway  will,  long  after  Madi- 
son SqQare  is  surrendered  wholly  to  coipmerce. 

One) of  the  most  famous  street  crossings  in 
New  York  is  at  Twenty-third  Street,  where 
Broadway  and  the  latter  highway  intersect  each 
other  .at  sharp  angles.  *  It  is  the  heairt  of  the  city, 
'  the  centre  where  all  sorts  and  conditions  moment- 
arily commingle.  The  time  to  view  it  with  most 
pleasure  and  profit  is  when,  in  springtime,  the 
peculijir  light  green  of  the  first  foliage  of  the  year 
beautifies  Madison  Sq^jare,  contrasting^  with  the 
puroswhite  of  the  FifiU  Avenue  Hotel  and  the 
red-bi6wn  walls  of  the  Brunswick.  The  color  of 
the  'gloving  masses  which  occupy  the 'pavements, 
of  ti^e  yellow  street  cans  and  the  dashiii«  ^ui- 
pag0s  is  kaleidoscopic.  There  arer*  the  usual 
loiterers  at  the  hotel  portico  ;  the  proud  dames  of 
Ootliam,  who  toil  not  nor  spin,  ajrayed  \n\  all 
their  glory,  descend  from  Upper  'Si f'Ch  Avenue; 
the;gj|lded,  faultlessly  a|;tircd  youth  of  the  Four 
Hundred,  the  i/rr-s^  clubmen,  are  all  together  in 
the  general  crowd  that  never  diminishes  in  nnm- 
bers^  nor  disappears  for  an  instant.  But  the 
throng  is  not  wholly  of  a  worldly  character. 
WlnU  English  Protestant  prelate  overlooked  more 
gravely  well  bred  and  distinguished  than  does  {the 
Bishop  of  New  York,  the  man  of  graceful  periods, 
of  distinguished  presence  and  charming  address? 
Dr. potter's  is  a  personality  one  cannot  pass  in 
the  lai'gest  crowd  without  observation^  General 
Horace  Porter,  the  apostle  of  postprandial  elo- 
quence, IS  pretty  sure*  to  pass  as  w#  watch  the 
crowd.  '  When  he  goes  ov,er  to  the  piajority  the 
public  dinner  tables  of  the  metropolis  will  be  set 
with  mourning  covers  for  a  period.  Who  does 
not  know  the  name,  4f  not  the  appearance,  of 
genial  Judge  David  McAdam,  who  dispenses  jus- 
tice with  an  even  hand  from  the  B^nch  of  the 
Superior  Court,  and  has  exorcised  the  demon  of 
superstition  at  the  gathering  of  the  famous  Thir- 
teen Club  ?  And  as  for  after-dinner  speeches, 
how  often  has  he  not  set  the  table  in  a  roar? 
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Quiet,  tlioughtfiil,  iiiiobtruBive,  seif-poSBeBsetl, 
(Ireaming  of  future  heroes  nnd  heroines  vet  nil- 
evolved  from  his  busy  braio,  comes  Willium  Deim 
Ilowells,  the  most  prominent  novelist  of  America, 
A  Westerner  by  birth,  a  Bostonian  by  instinct  and 
n  New  Yorker  by  selection,  liis  presence  lends  a 
tonch  of  romance  to  this  scene,  so  virile  with  real- 
ity. There  is  something,  after  all,  for  every  ob- 
server here.  Those  who  dearly  love  a  millionaire 
will  be  gladdened  by  the  occasional  advent  of  John 
Jacob  Astor,  the  present  resident  representative 
of  tlie  great  family  whose  fume  is  universal,  who 
have  "  grown  up  "  with  New  York,  and  ai'e  doubt- 
less the  largest  holders  of  urban  real  estate  in 
America.  Unlike  his  distiugnished  cousin,  he 
prefers  this  metropolis  to  London. 

A  little  further  and  we  are  in  the  so-called 
Tenderloin  Precinct,  and  also  on  the  "Upper" 
Btalto.  Again  onr  friends  the  actors,  off  duty  or 
out  of  a  job,  remind  na  of  their  presence,  but  the 
assemblage  here  is  more  select,  perhaps,  than  on 
the  "Lower"  Kialto.  The  owners  of  the  shops 
hereabout  have  more  than  once  sought  to  inter- 
fere with  the  innocent  pastimes  of  the  members 
of  llie  "  profession"  who  love  to  while  away  an 
idle  bonr.  The  storekeepers  maintain  handsome 
establishments  and  complain  that  tlie  beauties  of 
their  windows  are  obscured  by  so  many  persons 
standing  around  in  groups.  To  the  casual  ob* 
server  the  injury  may  not  appear  very  evident, 
but  the  merchants  insist  that  it  exists.  For  our- 
selves, we  are  rather  interested  in  observing  the 
actors,  and  full  into  much  the  same  train  of 
tliought  which  occupied  us  on  the  Lower  Rialto. 
Never  before,  wo  learn,  were  so  many  actors  out 
of  engagements  as  during  the  present  year,  al- 
though, as  a  rule,  all  tirose  wo  ^ 
see  are  well  drcs.sed  and  pros- 
perous-looking. For  the  matter 
of  that,  some  arc  absolute  swells, 
for  upon  the  U|iper  Rialto  may  ' 
often  be  met  tlie  genuine  aris- 
tocracy of  the  dramatic  craft, 
Ciilm,  dignified,  and  yet,  witlinl, 
instinct  witli  hnnnm  kindlincsB 
and  sympathy,  wo  see  the  rather 
roctorlike  features  of  A.  M. 
Palmer.  You  would  much  soon- 
er take  him  for  the  eminent 
pastiir  of  a  fashionable  chnrcli 
tliau  for  what  he  actually  is— a 
theatrical  impresario  and  mana- 
ger. That  is  the  king  of  A  meri- 
can  farce  comedy — clever,  hu- 
niorons  Edward  Ilarriguu,  who 
creaied  one  of  the  most  orig- 
inal types  ever  seen  upon  the 


American  stage  and  has  convnised  cotintlesB  audi- 
ences with  Ilia  quaint  conceits.  At  the  corner  of 
a  cross  street  stands  a  hotel  of  the  plainer  type, 
which  always  has  loungers  around  its  doors.  They 
have  something  of  a  '•  horsy  "  look,  are  much  ud- 
itioted  to  keeping  their  hands  in  their  pockets  and 
wearing  their  huts  on  the  side  of  their  heads.  These 
gentlemen  have  long  been  uecustomed  to  rendez- 
vous here,  and  while  mostly  engaged  in  specula* 
tious  on  the  race  truck,  they  are  not  supposed  to 
wholly  eschew  gambling  of  other  kinds.  Like 
the  actors,  they  arc  a  distinctive  feuture  of  Broad- 
way above  Madison  Squara, 

Hotels  and  theatres,  theatres  and  hotels,  crowd 
upon  each  other  as  Broadway  stretches  away  to 
Forty-second  Street.  At  the  junction  of  Sixth 
Avenne,  close  by  the  uptown  station  of  the  Elev- 
vated  Railroad,  the  newsboys  purchase  their  su}i- 
plies  of  the  evening  papers  at  a  kind  of  iui- 
promptu  distributing  agency,  where  business  is 
transacted  on  the  sidewalk.  Here  these  typical 
specimens  of  the  (iotham  ^aiunt  indulge  in  jokca 
and  horseplay  ere  they  stoft-^iit  upon  their  quest 
for cnstoniera,  rousing  the  cchiiTcs  with  their  sharp 

Of  Broadway  by  lanilltii^lit  tliVre  is  little  to  he 
told,  excepting  of  that  section  ktiowu  as  the  Ten- 
derloin, while  much  tlmt  uiiglvt.  be  tohl  of  tlie 
Tenderloin  cannot  find'a  place  h'ore.  After  dark 
Broadway  is  brilliant  'in  this  fnnious  section. 
Electric  lights  from  street  and' windows  show  a 
pleasure- see  king  crowd  in  gala  dress  ;  reputable 
citizens  pass  en  route  to  or  coming  from  the  thea- 
tres, according  to  the  hour;  diamonds  flush  from 
the  throats  and  fingers  of  those  who  live  by  vice 
of  one  kind  or  another;  the  curious,  the  blase. 
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the  ignorant  and  the  overwise  niinglo  in  a  lietor- 
ogcneona  mass  ;  the  cable  sings  buncntli  the  road- 
way, nrging  forward  the  eternal  clanging  cars. 
Delmonico's  ia  crowded  wjtii  fusliion  ;  we  can  see 
the  feasters  through  the  windows  ;  from  tlie  hotel 
corridors  to  tlie  street,  and  from  the  street  to  tlio 
hold  corridors,  comes  uiid  goes  n  constant  stream 
of  calicrs;  the  plajliouaes  are  in  full  awing,  so 
are  the  concert  lialla,  and  down  cross  etreets  to 
the  weatward  there  mny  be  gambling  liells  in 
operation.  Oiitsiile  the  Yeneti;in  pahicc  of  the 
New  York  Heriild,  at  Tliirty-fittli  Street,  stunda 
a  gajly  decorated  restiinrant  on  wheels,  an  all- 
night  refuge  for  tlie  hungry  in  search  of  a  cheap 
meal.  This  van,  of  which  an  ilhiatration  is  given, 
is  known  OS  the  "Owl"  and  receives  as  liberal  a 
patronage  from  one   class   aa  the  costly  restau- 


rants and  hotel  dining  voome  of  the  district  do 
from  another.  Broadway  in  the  Tenderloin  .-it 
night  ia  true  to  its  character,  and  remains  a  street 
of  vivid  contrasts. 

After  all  tliia  gariaU  light,  thcac  aonnds  and 
scenes  of  revelry,  we  somehow  fancy  that  llic 
park  of  Madison  Square  looka  strangely  eonibtc 
in  the  background,  with  its  dark  trees  and  Bilent 
shadows.  So  tnnch  for  Upper  Broadway.  Donii- 
town  yon  could  count  the  |>edeEtrians,  and  almost 
the  only  street  traffic  is  that  6f  the  cars.  The 
house  fronts  are  black  and  silent,  and  eavc  for 
the  public  lumps  yon  would  walk  in  gloom.  Tltc 
panorama  is  n  dreary  desert,  its  receding  vi^ta 
faintly  shown  by  a  string  of  twinkling  lights  like 
distant  stars.  A  little  bit  of  Broadway  is  reatiug 
for  a  short  time. 
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THE    MUMMY. 

Bv  Virginia  Bau.rn. 

"Sib  llufiir,  sec  if  yoii  cnniiot  detect  a  like-  mummy  and  tlio  EOmowliat  Jcwigh  fcattirea   of 

ticss  between  the  iniiinin;  and  Isabel."  Isabel  Vancoiivor, 

A  group  of  young  pooplo  were  gathered  around  Sir  Ilngh  Cliesterfield,  brilliant  gcbolar  and  aii- 

tlie  stiff  brown  form  in  its  case.     One  young  girl  tiquarian,  turned  his  massive,  nliglitly  deformed 

knelt  at  tlio  side,  to  get  a  bettor  view  of  the  dry  Bhnniders  and  grand  bead  impatiently  from  liis 

but  well-preserved  side  face.     Glancing  teasingly  companion  towiird  the  otbera. 

the  while  at  Isabel,  she  called  to  Sir  Hugh,  talk-  "I  have  often  noticed   that  the  features  are 

ing  ardently  to  another  man,  near   tjie   young  more  Jewish  than  Egyptian,  and  now  you  speak 

)>eopla,  who,  half  in  fun,  half  in  earnest,  had  of  it,  there  is  a  rcscmblanco  between  tlie  sunken 

noticed   a  likeness  between    the   profile  of  tho  dry  face  and  Miss  Isabel's  beauty." 
Vol.  ZXXVIII.,  So.  6-46. 
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The  remark  was  made  indifferently  aa  he  turned 
buck  to  his  companion. 

Isabel  iiad  been  taken,  a  baby,  from  an  or  plum- 
ase  bv  Mrs.  VanoouvBT,  a  child  leas  widow.  Her 
])arentage  was  nnknown.  The  girl  bad  a  patri- 
cian face,  and  as  she  grew  into  womanhood  she 
showed,  by  gesture,  manner,  tone,  the  evidence  of 
good  blood.  Proud,  beautiful,  affectionate^  in- 
telligent, she  was  loved  as  a  dear  daughter  by 
Mrs.  Vancouver. 

They  were  visiting  now,  with  nniny  others,  at 
the  qua! at  old  mansion  of  Sir  Hugh,  who  was  the 
son  of  a  Jrieud  of  Mrs.  Vancouver's  youth.  Re- 
turning from  a  sojourn  of  many  years  spent  in 
travel  and  research,  he  had  written  asking  her  to 
assume  the  hostess  for  him  in  the  opening  of  his 
groat  house. 

Sir  Hugh  proved  to  be,  to  a  girl  of  Isabel's 
temperament,  strongly  attractive.  She  listened 
with  keen  delight  to  his  brilliant  conversation  as 
he  unfolded  in  a  manner  without  pedantry  his 
immense  fund  of  knowledge  to  his  interested 
giiests. 

Sometimes  the  eyes  of  the  two  met.  If  any 
electric  flash  piissed  between  them  the  effect  of  it 
was  carefully  dispelled  by  both,  in  an  assumed 
frivolous  manner  of  the  girl  and  an  indifferent 
remark  of  the  man. 

This  byplay  was  only  perceived  by  the  sharp, 
amused  e3'es  of  Mrs.  Vancouver,  who  saw  nothing 
i:icongruou8  in  the  wedding  of  these  two.  She 
J?  lid  once  to  Isabel : 

*•  Why  do  you  treat  Sir  Hugh  in  such  a  strange 
manner?  Why  do  you  not  talk  to  him  as  you 
can  talk,  interestingly,  intelligently  ?  You  act 
to  him  as  if  you  were  the  veriest  booby,''  patting 
the  girl's  flushed  check. 

'*It  is  not  probable/' answered  Isabel,  ''that 
he  is  interested  in  understanding  women's  char- 
acters. All  his  interest  is  centred  in  the  remains 
of.hnmanity  of  a  thousand  years  ago." 

**  There  you  wrong  Sir  Hugh,  Isabel.  Few  men 
would  remember  me  gratefully,  as  he  has  done, 
for  a  paltry  service  I  did  his  mother;  and  what 
landowner  does  more  for  his  tenants  ?  You 
should  not  speak  so  of  Hugh,"  indignantly. 

And  she  was  more  indignant  when,  some  days 
after,  broaching  the  subject  to  Hugh  of  his  in- 
difference to  Isabel,  he  answered  : 

**My  dear  friend,  there  can  be  nothing  in  com- 
mon between  a  beautiful  society  woman  and  an 
old  humpbacked  bookworm  like  myself." 

Although  Sir  Hugh  called  the  girl  a  society 
woman,  he  knew  there  was  much  under  her  sur- 
face manner,  having  listened  to  her  conversation, 
noticed  the  books  she  read,  and  once  having  seen 
an  article  of  hers,  handed  to  him  by  Mrs.  Van- 


couver, on  his  dear  subject  of  **The  Pvrumids,'' 
which  showed  a  (perception  of  tho  mystery  of 
Egyptian  history  which  surprised  liini. 

However,  as,  aside  from  her  beauty  and  woman- 
liness, she  showed  traits  even  tnore  charmin;  lo 
him,  and  the  danger  of  her  presence  became  more 
apparent,  his  manner  grew  colder.    His  somewhat 
deformed  iiguro  was  morbidly  exaggerated  in  his 
mind.     He  saw  himself  disgusting,  repulsive  to 
her.    And  she  as  morbidly  and  miserably  thought 
that  she  appeared  to  him  childish,  foolish,  a  waif, 
a  lowborn  creatui^,  having  no  interest  to  a  man 
possessed  with  a  grand  mind  and  the  blue  blood 
of  generations. 

Sometimes  Mrs.  Vancouver's  amnsement  over 
them  developed  into  a  hearty  laugh,  but  as  the 
weeks  went  by  and  she  saw  no  prospect  of  the 
hoped-for  climax,  and  Isabel's  cheeks  began  to 
show  the  **  worm  in  the  bud,"  she  became  ar.x- 
ions. 

"  If  men  have  the  making  or  marring  of  their 
happiness,  and  the  woman's,  why  are  they  bom 
the  bigger  idiot  of  the  two  ?*'  she  thought. 

But  the  force  of  circumstances  at  last  brought 
them  together.  In  a  visit  to  one  of  the  tenants 
Isabel  exposed  herself,  unknown  to  her  friends,  to 
scarlet  fever.  The  third  night  after  she  was 
awakened  from  a  heavy,  troubled  sleep  by  a 
dream,  or  vision,  which  iier  disturbed  state  of 
mind  and  fever-threatened  brain  produced.  AVith 
beating  heart  she  listened  to  a  languorous,  rich 
voice  bys.her.bed.  The  outline  of  a  graceful,  misty 
form,  glowing  eyes,  from  a  white  headdress,  ap- 
peared in  the  moonlight. 

**  Behold,  0  maiden,  and. listen  to  my  voice.  I 
also  have  grieved  and  been : afflicted  because  of 
the  burden  of  love.  In  vthje.days  of  rii?iriioh  I 
was  one  of  the  children  of llsrael,  but  the  more 
my  life  was  made  bitter  because  of  my  great  love 
for  a  youth  who  worshiped  the  graven  images  of 
Egypt.  When  Moses  led  tho  children  forth  from 
the  land  of  Egypt,  and  my  kinsmen  sought  me  to 
go  with  them,  I  denied  my  God  in  tho  market 
place  because  I  songlit  to  stay  with  my  beloved. 
Therefore  ]\Ioses  brought  down  upon  nie  the 
wrath  of  God.  My  beloved  beseeched  me  to  so- 
journ in  tho  land  of  Egypt,  and  1  dared  the  evil 
which  was  brought  upon  me,  and  did  sojourn  in 
the  land  of  Egypt,  denying  my  God,  worshiping 
with  the  idolaters  for  the  sake  of  my  beloved. 
Therefore  was  this  evil  brought  upon  me.  When 
my  beauty  faded  and  I  waxed  aged  and  died  I  wjw 
interred  in  the  tombs  of  the  pyramids,  according 
to  the  rites  and  ceremonies  of  the  people  of 
Egypt,  who  believe  the  soul  is  lost  with  the  flesh, 
therefore  preserving  the  body  until  Gceris  shall 
call  the  chosen,  trusting  not  the  true  God  to  res- 
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iirrect  the  dust  from  which  lie  fonned  us. 
Therefore,  0  maiden,  has  this  evil  come  upon 
me,  that  I  must  wander  in  anguish  of  spirit 
until  the  flesh  which  holds  me  in  honduge  is  de- 
stroyed utterly.  Go,  therefore,  aiui  consume  bj 
fire  the  preserved  flesh.  And  also  thy  lover  will 
be  brought  to  thee.  Hearken,  therefore,  unto 
the  words  of  my  mouth,  0  maiden  who  art  de- 
scended from  the  children  of  Israel.  Do  that 
which  I  command  thee,  that  my  long  tribulation 
niav  be  ended.'' 

Tiie  misty  form  faded  ;  the  sad,  rich  voice  died 
awav. 

When  tiie  morning  came  the  vision  of  the  night 
seemed  still  real  to  Isabel.  She  thought  of  nothing, 
in  her  feverish  state,  but  of  burning  the  mummy, 
which,  in  connection  with  otber  relics,  she  had 
often  been  jealous  of.  Pleading  a  headache,  she 
remained  in  her  room  all  day,  admitting  no  one. 
AVhen  the  great  house  was  still  she  crept  up  the 
long  stairs  to  the  museum.  It  would  be  easy  to 
burn  the  mummy  in  the  large  fireplace  and  go 
back  undiscovered.  But  the  sharp  ears  of  old 
John,  the  valued  but  uncomfortably  supersti- 
tious servant  of  Sir  Hugh,  heard  her.  He  list- 
ened, shaking,  to  the  creeping  footsteps  on  the 
stairs,  and  a  few  minutes  afterward  his  own  feet 
were  stealing  bravely  the  same  way.  He  opened 
the  door  of  the  museum,  whence  a  slight  noise 
came,  and  fearfully  protruded  his  head  through 
as  small  an  opening  as  was  possible.  The  sight 
that  met  his  eyes  compelled  him  to  keep  it  there 
some  moments  in  sheer  horror. 

Isabel  had  pushed  the  stiff,  unbending  figure 
into  the  fireplace,  upright,  and  set  fire  to  the  lower 
part  of  the  standing  form.  And  now,  as  the 
flames  burned  the  lower  limbs,  the  torso  slipped 
down  to  the  knees.  The  heat  relaxing  its  rigid- 
ity, the  scrawny  arms  of  the  mummy  writhed 
over  the  grating,  and  the  head  turned  slowly  as 
it  burned,  making  the  sunken  eyes  seemingly 
glance  from  side  to  side.  Isabel,  in  white,  stood 
gazing  with  distended,  fascinated  eyes,  the  flames 
playing  weirdly  over  her.  The  horror-stricken 
head  of  old  John  added  to  this  picturesque  grew- 
somcness.  With  quaking  legs  he  ambled  down 
to  his  muster's  room,  where  Chesterfield  was  burn- 
ing the  midnight  oil,  and  without  knocking  went 
up  to  him.  At  first  the  trembling  whisper  of  the 
old  servant  did  not  rouse  him  from  his  deep 
study  of  the  volume  before  him.  At  last  he 
looked  up  impatiently.  **  Indeed,  master,  'tis  no 
doptical  elusion  " — his  tongue  was  slightly  twisted 
with  excitement — 'tis  no  doptical  elusion  this 
time.  May  I  be  struck  dead  if  there  isn't  a  spirit 
in  the  big  room,  calling  up  a  devil  from  the  fire  ! 

Had  John  told  him  of  the  spirit  being  in  any 
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other  quarter  of  the  house  he  would  have  been 
greeted,  ns  he  was  customarily  when  he  came  to 
his  master  with  his  periodical  tales  of  ghosts, 
with,  *^  Go  to  the  d — 1,  with  your  optical  delu- 
sions I"  But  the  presence  of  anyone  save  himself 
among  his  cherished  antiquities  roused  his  ire. 
Hastily  taking  his  niglit  lamp,  he  hurried  up  to 
the  museum. 

Isabel  still  stood  before  the  fireplace,  with 
clasped  hands  and  raised  head,  listening  to  the 
nearing  footsteps.  Sir  Hugh  opened  the  door. 
The  <?mpty  ca:«o  lay  open  on  the  floor  ;  some 
shreds  of  the  wrapping  had  blown  across  the 
grate. 

With  face  aflame  with  Avrath  he  strode  ii|  to 
Isabel.  The  girl  put  out  her  hands  as  if  sIk-  ex- 
pected him  to  strike  her.  The  fear  in  her  un- 
naturally brilliant  eyes  touched  him  strans:ely. 
He  felt  a  desire  to  crush  her  in  his  arms,  half  in 
anger,  half  in  love. 

**Are  you  out  of  your  senses,  Isabel  ?  Why 
have  you  done  this  ?  Is  it  not  enough  that  I 
must  be  tortured  with  your  presence,  but  you 
must  destroy  in  a  freak  of  diabolical  malice  that 
which  you  know  I  treasure  so  much  ?  Go  away 
from  this  house — go,  before  you  drive  me  mad  !" 

Bewildered,  she  turned  to  escape,  but  as  she 
ran  she  reeled  and  fainted. 

Hugh  carried  her  down  the  long  stairs.  As  he 
went  the  color  burned  back  in  her  cheeks ;  she 
began  to  murmur  feverishly,  with  closed  eyos, 
something  about  a  dream. 

"  Hugh,"  her  lips  framed,  faintly,  *'  I  loved 
you,  and  the  mummy  told  me — told  me — to  burn 
it.     Now  you  will  care  for  me,  perhaps." 

He  laid  her  down  on  her  bed,  and,  with  blood 
scarcely  beating  slower  than  her  feverish  pulse, 
bent  and  kissed  her. 

In  the  following  weeks  the  existence  of  one  life 
and  the  happiness  of  another  lay  in  danger. 

Isabel  shrieked,  in  her  delirium  : 

**  He  will  never  forgive  me  I  He  told  me  to  go 
away — go  away  !"  And  then  she  took  his  hand  as 
he  sat  by  her  bedside  and  begged:  "I  did  not 
know  what  I  was  doing.  Will  you  ask  him  to 
forgive  me  ?" 

After  many  days  of  suspense  she  was  at  last 
convalescent,  and  the  girl  understood  that  in 
some  way  their  attitude  towa):d  each  other  was 
changed.  Hugh  no  longer  avoided  her  eyes,  and 
she  was  able  to  talk  to  him  quietly  and  happily. 
She  could  not  help  seeing  his  love  for  her  in  his 
eyes,  and  in  some  way  she  no  longer  felt  con- 
strained to  conceal  hers. 

One  day  she  asked  him,  '^But  can  you  forgive 
me  for  burning  your  old  mummy  ?"  and  he  an- 
swered, **  Yes  ;  sweetheart,  if " 


MAUSOLEUM  OP  THBODOKIi;. 

GHOSTS    OF    RAVENNA. 

By  VmnNON  I  ,ke. 

My  oldcet  impresaion  of  Ititveiinii,  before  it  bo- 
came  in  my  ejes  the  abode  of  living  friends  as 
well  OB  of  outlandish  ghosts,  is  of  a  mdiincholy 
spring  sunset  at  Classe. 

Classe,  ffliich  Daiito  und  Boccaccio  call  in  less 
Lftlin  fashion  Chiasai,  ia  tliu  iilaco  where  of  old 


the  fleet  {clmsig)  of  the  Romans  and  Ostrogotlis 
rode  at  nnchor  in  the  Adriatic.  It  13  represented 
ill  the  mosaic  of  Sant'  Apollinare  Naoru,  dating 
from  the  reign  of  Theodoric,  by  a  fine  city  wall  of 
gold  lesserte  (facing  the  representation  of  Tlicod- 
oric's  town  palace  with  tho  looped-up  embroi- 
dered Gni'taius)  and  a  strip  of  nllranmrinc  sea, 
vith  two  rowing  boats  and  one  white  blown-out 
sail  upon  it.  Ravenna,  wiiich  is  now  an  inland 
town,  was  at  that  time  built  in  a  lagoon  ;  and  wo 
mnet  picture  CiaEse  in  much  tho  samo  relation  to 
it  that  Malamocco  or  the  port  of  Lido  is  to  Ven- 
ice ;  the  open  sea  harbor,  where  big  ships  and  flo- 
tillas were  stationed,  while  smaller  craft  wound 
through  the  channels  and  sand  banks  up  to  the 
city.  But  now  tlio  lagoon  has  dried  np,  the  Adri- 
ntio  has  receded,  and  there  remains  of  Classe  not 
iL  stone,  save,  in  the  midst  of  stagnant  canals, 
rice  marsh  and  brown  bog  land,  a  gaunt  and  de80> 
late  church,  with  a  ruinous,  mildewed  bonse  and 
a  crevassed  round  tower  by  its  side.    It  seemed  to 


GHOSTS   OF  RAVENNA. 


ns 


mo  tlint  fii-st  time,  and  has 
ever  since  seemed,  no  Cliris- 
Itaii  chiircli,  bnt  the  temple 
of  tlic  grent  Itomau  goddess 
I'cter.  Tho  gates  stood 
open,  as  tliej  do  nil  d;iy  lest 
inner  damp  conaume  tlie 
building,  and  a  beam  from 
liie  low  snn  slanted  ncross 
tlio  oozy  blown  nave,  and 
stnick,  a  round  spot  of  glit- 
tering green,  on  the  niofnic 
of  tlioapsc.  There,  in  the 
half-dome,  stood  rows  and 
rotvs  of  himbs,  each  ivitli  its 
little  trec.ind  lilies,  shining 
out  white  from  the  brilliant 
green  grass  of  paradise, 
great  streams  of  gold  and 
blue  circling  around  them, 
anil  widening  overhead  into 
liikes  of  peacock  splendor. 
Tho  slanting  snn  beam 
which  burnished  that  spot 
of  mosaic  fell  also  across 
the  altar  steps,  brotvn  and 
green  in  their  wet  mildew 
liko  tho  ceiling  above.  Tho 
floor  of  the  clinrch,  sunk 
below  the  level  of  tho 
ro:id,  was  as  a  piece  of  boggy  ground,  leaving  neas  of  the  sky.  All  round  the  church  lay  brown 
the  feet  damp,  and  breathing  a  clammy  horror  ou  grass,  livid  pools,  green  rico  fields  covered  wiili 
tho  nir.  Outside,  the  snn  was  setting  behind  a  clear  water  reflecting  the  red  sunset  streaks ;  and 
b:nik  of  solid  gray  clouds,  faintly  reddening  their  overhead,  driven  by  storm  from  the  sea,  circled 
rifts  and  sending  a  few  rose-colored  streaks  into     tho  white  gulls  ;  ghosts,  yon   might  think,  of  the 


the  pure  yellow  evening  sky.  Against  that  sky 
stood  out  the  long  rnsset  line,  tho  delicate  cupo- 
laed  eilhonette  of  the  sear  pine  wood  recently 
blasted  by  frost.  On  the  other  side  the  marsh 
stretched  out  beyond  sight,  confused  in  the  dia- 


hite-sailed  gallevs  of  Thcodoric  still  haunting 
the  harbor  of  Chtssis. 

Since  tiieu,  as  I  hinted,  Kavcnna  has  become 
the  home  of  dear  friends,  to  wliicli  I  periodically 
return,  in  nntnmn  or  winter  or  blazing  summer. 


tanco  with  gray  clouds,  its  lines  of  bare  spectral    without  taking  thought  for  any  of  the  ghosts. 

poplars  picked  out  upon  its  green  and  the  gray-    And  tho  impressions  of  Kavcnna  arc  imiinly  those 

of  life;  the  voices  of  children, 
the  jilans  of  farmers,  the  squab- 
bles of  local  politics,  I  am  waked 
in  tho  morning  by  the  noises  of 
the  market,  and  opening  my 
shutters,  look  down  upon  green 
umbrellas,  and  awnings  spread 
over  baskets  of  fruit  and  vege- 
tables, and  heaps  of  ironware, 
and  stalls  of  colored  stnffs  and 
gandy  kerchiefs.  The  streets  arc 
by  no  means  empty.  A  steam 
tram  car  puffs  slowly  along  llio 
widest  of  ihcm  ;  and  in  tho  nar- 
rower  you    have    perpetually  to 
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squeeze  ngninsfc  a  house  to  mftke  room  for  ft  cljit- 
toriug  pony  cart,  ft  jingling  cariolo,  or  one  of 
tliose  splendid  hnlloclc  wngons,  sliapod  like  hm 
old-fsishioiied  cjion  curt  with  spokidess  wheels 
and  metal  studdings. 

There  are  no  inediasval  churches  in  Ravenna  and 
few  niediaMal  honRcp.  The  older  palaces,  though 
practically  fortified,  have  a  vague  look  of  Ilonian 
villas  ;  and  the  whole  town  is  painted  a  delicftte 
rose  and  apricot  color,  which,  especially  if  you 
have  come  from  the  sad-colored  cities  of  Tuscany, 
gives  it  a  Venetian  and  (if  I  may  say  so)  chintz- 
petticoat,  flowered-kerchief  cheerfulness.  And  the 
life  of  the  people,  when  yon  come  in  contact  with 
it,  also  leaves  an  impression  of  provincial,  rustic 
bustle.  The  Romagnas  are  full  of  crude  social- 
ism. The  change  from  rice  to  wheat  growing  has 
produced  agricultural  discontent ;  and  conspiracy 
lias  been  in  the  blood  of  these  people  ever  since 
Dante  answered  the  Romagnolo  Guido  that  his 
country  would  never  have  peace  in  its  heart.  The 
ghosts  of  By^jantino  emperors  and  exarchs,  of 
Gothic  kings  and  mcdiasval  tyrants,  must  be  laid, 
one  would  think,  by  socialist  meetings  and  elec- 
tioneering squabbles  ;  and,  perhaps,  by  another 
movement,  as  modern  and  as  revolutionnrv.  which 
also  centres  in  this  big  historical  village,  the  re- 
claiming of  marsh  land,  which  may  bring  about 
changes  in  mode  of  living  and  thinking  such  as 
socialism  can  never  succeed  in  ;  nav.  for  all  one 
knows,  changes  in  climate,  in  sea  and  wind  and 
clonds.  ''^(?w(/?Cflr/i'ow,"  reclaiming,  that  is  the 
great  word  in  Ravenna ;  and  I  had  scarcely  ar- 
rived last  autumn  before  I  found  myself  whirled 
off,  among  dogcarts  and  Qhars  a  batics,  to  view 
reclaimed  land  in  the  cloudless,  pale- blue,  ice-cold 
weather.  Onward  we  trotted,  with  a  great  con- 
sulting of  maps  and  discussing  of  expenses  and 
production,  through  the  flat  green  fields  and 
meadows  marked  with  haystacks ;  jolting  along 
a  deep  sandy  track,  all  that  remains  of  the  Romea, 
the  pilgrims'  way  from  Venice  to  Rome,  where 
marsh  and  pool  begin  to  interrupt  the  well-kept 
pastures,  and  the  line  of  pine  woods  to  come 
nearer  and  nearer.  Over  the  fields,  the  frequent 
canals  and  hidden  ponds  circled  gulls  and  wild 
fowl  ;  and  at  every  farm  there  was  a  little  crowvl 
of  pony  carts  and  of  gaitered  sportsmen  returning 
from  the  marshes.  A  evuse  of  reality,  of  the 
present,  of  useful,  bread-giving,  fever-curing  ac- 
tivitv,  came  bv  pvmpathv,  as  I  listened  to  friends' 
chatter  and  saw  field  after  field,  farm  after  farm, 
pointed  out  where,  but  awhile  ago,  only  swamp 
grass  and  bushes  grew,  and  cranes  and  wild  duck 
nested.  In  ten.  twenty,  fifty  years,  they  went 
on  calculating,  Ravenna  will  be  able  to  dimin- 
ish by  so  ninch   tlie  town  rates;  the  Romagnas 


will  bo  able  to  support  so  many  more  thousands 
of  inhabitants  merely  by  employing  the  rivers  to 
deposit  arable  soil  torn  from  the  mountain  val- 
leys ;  the  rivers — Po  and  his  followers,  as  Dante 
called  them — which  have  so  long  turned  this 
country  into  marsh  ;  the  rivers  which  in  a  thou- 
sand years  cut  off  Ravenna  from  her  sea. 

We  returned  home,  greedy  for  tea,  and  mightily 
in  conceit  with  progress.  But  before  us,  at  a 
turn  of  the  road,  appeared  Ravenna,  its  towers 
and  cupolas  against  a  bank  of  clouds,  a  ])iled-up 
heap  of  snusct  fire  ;  its  canal,  barred  with  flame, 
leading  into  its  black  vagueness,  a  spectre  city. 
And  there,  to  the  left,  among  the  bare  trees, 
loomed  the  great  round  tomb  of  Theodoric.  We 
jingled  on,  silent  and  overcome  by  the  deathly 
December  chill. 

That  is  the  odd  thing  about  Ravenna.  It  is 
more  than  any  of  the  Tuscan  towns,  more  than 
most  of  the  Lombard  ones,  modern,  full  of  rough, 
dull  modern  life  ;  and  the  Past  which  haunts  it 
comes  from  so  far  off,  from  a  world  with  which 
we  have  no  contact.  Those  pillared  bjisilicas, 
which  look  like  modern  village  churches  from  the 
street,  with  their  almost  Moorish  arches,  their 
enameled  splendor  of  many-colored  mosaics,  their 
lily  fields  and  peacocks' tails  in  mosquelike  domes, 
affect  one  as  great  stranded  hulks  come  floating 
across  Eastern  seas  and  drifted  ashore  among  the 
marsh  and  rice  fields.  The  grapes  and  ivy  berries, 
the  pouting  pigeons,  the  palm  trees  and  pecking 
peacocks,  all  this  early  symbolism  with  its  associa- 
tion of  Bacchic,  Eleusinian  mysteries,  seems, 
quite  as  much  as  the  actual  fragnients  of  Grecian 
capitals,  the  disks  and  gratings  of  porphyry  and 
alabaster,  so  much  flotsam  and  jets^am  cast  up 
from  the  shipwreck  of  an  older  antiquity  than 
Rome's;  remnants  of  early  Hellas,  of  Ionia,  per- 
haps of  Tyro. 

I  used  to  feel  this  particularly  in  Sant'  Apolli- 
nare  Nuovo,  or,  as  it  is  usually  called,  Classe 
Dentro,  the  Ions:  basilica  built  bv  Theodoric,  out- 
rivaled  later  by  Justinian's  octagon  Church  of 
St.  Vital  is.  There  is  something  extremely  Hel- 
lenic in  feeling  (however  nn-Grecian  in  form)  in 
the  pearly  fairness  of  the  delicate  silvery-wliite 
columns  and  capitals  ;  in  the  gleam  of  white  on 
golden  ground,  and,  reticulated  with  jewels  and  cm- 
broideries,  of  the  long  band  of  mosaic  virgins  aiul 
martyrs  running  above  them.  The  virgins,  with 
their  Byzantine  names — Saucta  Aiiastasia,  Sancta 
Anatolia,  Sancta  Eulalia,  Sancta  Enphemia — have 
big  kohled  eyes  and  embroidered  garments,  fan- 
tastically suggesting  some  Eastern  hieratic  danc- 
ing girl ;  but  they  follow  each  other  in  single  file 
(each  with  her  lily  or  rosebush  sprouting  from 
the  green  mosaic),  with  erect,  slightly  balanced 
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gait,  like  the  maidens  of  the  Panallieiiaic  proces- 
sion, carrying,  one  wonl^  say,  votive  offerings  to 
the  altar,  rather  than  crowns  of  martyrdom  ;  all 
stately,  sedate,  as  if  drilled  by  some  priestly  ballet 
master  ;  all  with  the  same  wide  eyes  and  set  smile 
as  of  early  Greek  sculpture.  There  is  no  attempt 
to  distinguish  one  from  the  other.  There  are  no 
gaping  wounds,  tragic  attitudes,  wheels,  swords, 
pinchers,  or  other  attributes  of  martyrdom.  And 
the  male  saints  on  the  wall  opposite  are  equally 
unlike  media? viil  Sebastians  and  Lawrences,  going, 
one  behind  the  other,  in  shining  white  togas,  to 
present  their  crowns  to  Christ  on  His  throne. 
Christ  also,  in  this  Byzantine  art,  is  never  the 
Saviour.  He  sits,  an  angel  on  each  side,  on  Ilis 
golden  seat,  clad  in  purple  and  sandaled  with 
gold,  serene,  beardless,  wide-eyed,  like  some  dis- 
tant descendant  of  the  Olympic  Jove. 

This  Church  of  St.  Apollinaris  contains  a  little 
chapel  specially  dedicated  to  the  saint,  which 
sums  up  that  curious  impression  of  Hellenic,  pre- 
Christian  cheerfulness.  It  is  incrusted  with  por- 
phyry and  giallo  antico,  framed  with  delicate 
carved  ivy  wreaths  along  the  sides,  and  railed  in 
with  an  exquisite  piece  of  alabaster  openwork  of 
vines  and  grapes,  as  on  an  antique  altar.  And  in 
a  corner  of  this  little  temple,  which  seems  to  be 
waiting  for  some  painter  enamored  of  Greece  and 
marble,  stands  the  episcopal  seat  of  the  patron 
saint  of  the  church,  the  saint  who  took  his  name 
from  Apollo ;  an  alabaster  seat,  wide-curved  and 
delicate,  in  whose  back  yon  expect  to  find,  so 
striking  is  the  resemblance,  the  relief  of  dancing 
satyrs  of  the  chair  of  the  Priest  of  Dionysus. 

As  I  was  sitting  one  morning,  as  was  mj  wont, 
in  Sant'  Apollinare  Nuovo,  which  (like  all  Ra- 
venna churches)  is  always  empty,  a  woman  came 
in,  with  a  woolen  shawl  over  her  head,  who,  after 
hunting  anxiously  about,  asked  me  where  she 
would  find  the  parish  priest.  ^'  It  is,^'  she  said, 
*'for  the  Madonna's  milk.  My  husband  is  a  la- 
borer out  of  work  ;  he  has  been  ill,  and  the  worry 
of  it  all  has  made  me  unable  to  nurse  my  little 
bciby.  I  want  the  priest,  to  ask  him  to  get  the 
Madonna  to  give  me  back  my  milk."  I  thought, 
as  I  listened  to  the  poor  creature,  that  there  was 
but  little  hope  of  motherly  sympathy  from  that 
Byzantine  Madonna  in  her  purple  and  gold  mag- 
nificance,  seated  ceremoniously  on  her  throne  like 
an  antique  Cybele. 

Little  by  little  one  returns  to  one's  first  impres- 
sion, and  recognizes  that  this  thriving  little  pro- 
vincial town,  with  its  socialism  and  its  bonifica- 
tion,  is  after  all  a  nest  of  ghosts,  and  little  better 
than  the  churchyard  of  centuries. 

Never,  surely,  did  a  town  contain  so  many  cof- 
fins, or  at  least  thrust  coffins  more  upon  one's 


notice.  The  coffins  are  stone,  immense  oblong 
boxes,  with  massive  sloping  lids  horned  at  eacl^ 
corner,  or  troughlike  tilings  with  delicate  sea- 
wave  patternings,  figures  of  gowned  saints  and 
devices  of  palm  trees,  peacocks  and  doves,  the 
carving  made  clearer  by  a  picking  out  of  bright- 
green  damp.  They  stand  about  in  all  the  churches, 
not  walled  in,  bnt  quite  free  in  the  aisles,  t!jo 
chapels,  and  even  close  to  the  door.  Most  of 
them  are  doubtless  of  the  fifth  or  sixth  centurv  ; 
others,  perhaps,  barbarous  or  mediaeval  imita- 
tions;  but  they  all  equally  belong  to  the  ages  in 
general,  including  our  own,  not  curiosities  or 
heirlooms,  but  serviceable  furniture,  into  which 
generations  have  been  put,  and  out  of  which  gen- 
erations have  been  turned  to  make  room  for 
later  comers.  It  strikes  one  as  curious  at  first  to 
see,  for  instance,  the  date  1826  on  a  sarcophagus 
probably  made  under  Theodoric  or  the  exarchs, 
but  that  merely  means  that  a  particular  gentle^ 
man  of  Ravenna  began  that  year  his  lease  of  en- 
tombment. They  have  passed  from  hand  to  hand 
(or,  more  properly  speaking,  from  corpse  to 
corpse),  not  merely  by  being  occasionally  discov- 
ered in  digging  foundations,  but  by  inheritance, 
and  frequently  by  sale.  My  friends  possess  a 
stone  coffin,  and  the  receipt  from  its  previous 
owner.  The  transaction  took  place  some  fifty 
years  ago ;  a  name  (they  are  cut  very  lightly) 
changed,  a  slab  or  coat  of  arms  placed  with  the 
sarcophagus  in  a  different  church  or  chapel, 
a  deed  before  the  notary  —  that  was  all.  And 
what  became  of  the  previous  tenant  ?  Once  at 
least  he  surprised  posterity  very  much  ;  perhaps 
it  was  in  the  case  of  that  very  purchase  for  which 
my  friends  still  keep  the  bill.  I  know  not ;  but 
the  stone  mason  of  the  house  used  to  relate  that, 
some  forty  years  ago,  he  was  called  in  to  open  a 
stone  coffin,  when,  the  immense  horned  lid  hav- 
ing been  rolled  off,  there  was  seen,  lying  in  the 
sarcophagus,  a  man  in  complete  armor,  his  sword 
by  his  side  and  visor  up,  who,  as  they  cried  out 
in  astonishment,  instantly  fell  to  dust.  Was  he 
an  Ostrogoth ic  knight,  some  Gunther  or  Volker 
turned  Roman  senator,  or,  perhaps,  a  companion 
of  Guide  da  Polenta,  a  messmate  of  Dante,  a 
playfellow  of  Francesca  ? 

Coffins  being  thus  plentiful,  their  occupants 
(like  this  unknown  warrior)  have  played  consid- 
erable part  in  the  gossip  of  Ravenna.  It  is  well 
known,  for  instance,  that  Galla  Placidia,  daugh- 
ter of  Theodosius,  sister  of  Arcadius  and  Hono- 
rius,  and  wife  to  a  Visigothic  king,  sat  for  cent- 
uries enthroned  (after  a  few  years  of  the  stran- 
gest adventures)  erect,  inside  the  alabaster  coffin, 
formerly  plated  with  gold,  in  the  wonderful  little 
blue  mosaic  chapel  which  bears  her  name.     You 
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conid  Bee  lier  through  a  Iiolo  quite  plainly  ;  until,  iiig  so  much  lU  the  comer  of  Dts  where  Dnntc 

tlitee  centuries  ago,  some  inquisitive  bojB  thrust  himself  found  Farinatn  nnd  Cavolcantc.     In  it 

in  a  candle  and  burned  TiicodosiuB's  daiigliter  are  crowded  etone  colTins ;  and  passing  there  in 

to  ashes.     Dante  also   is  buried   under  a  little  tae  twilight,  one  might  expect  to  see  llnmes  n\>- 


cupola  at  t!  e  co  er  of  a  cc  li  st  oct  i  d 
there  was,  fo  ma  y  je  a  a  ot  a  ge  do  bt  ibo  t 
his  bonea.  Had  they  been  mislaid,  stolon,  niiiod 
up  Willi  those  of  ordinary  mortals  ?  The  wliolo 
thing  was  shrouded  in  mystery.  Tliat  street  cor- 
uor  where  Daute  lies,  a  remote  corner  under  tiio 
wing  of  a  church,  resembled,  nntil  it  wjlb  mod- 
ernized and  Burronnded  by  gratings,  and  filled 
with  garlands  and  inscriptions  to  Mazzini,  noth- 


hcaving  their  lids,  and  the  elbows  and  sboulderB 
of  imprisoned  followers  of  Epicurus. 

Enough  of  colTma!     There  are  live  things  at 
Eavenna   and   near   Ttavenna;    amongst  others 
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^n\it,  with  little 
lints'  images  and 
gill  leys  of  St.  Ur- 


tliough  fow  people  realize  its 
pi'oseiicc,  tlicre  is  tlio  sea. 

It  was  on  tlie  d.ty  of  tlie  fieli 
miction  tliitt  I  first  weut  there. 
Ill  the  tiny  port  by  the  pier 
(for    BariMina    has    now    no 
harbor)  tlicy  were  making  nn 
incredible  din  over  the  oriipt}'- 
ingB  of  the  nets ;  pretty,  mot- 
llcil,  metallic  fish,  and  slimy 
octopuses,    and    sopios,    niid 
fiotniders  looking  like  pieces 
of  Eca  mud.  Tlio  fishing  boats, 
mostly  from  iho  Venetian  la- 
goon, were  moored  along  the 
pier,  wido-bowed  tilings,  with 
eyes    in    the    prow  like    the 
a'lips  of  Ulysses ;    and  bigger  ( 
castles  and  weather  vanes  and  i 
pennona  on  the  moists  tike  tlie  % 
Biila  as  painted  by  Carpaccio ;  but  all  with  tlio 
splendid  orange   sail,   patched  with  suns,   lions 
and  colored  stripes,   of  the  Northern  Adriatic. 
Tlie  fishermen  from  Cliioggia,  their  heads  cov-  --^ 

ered  with  the  high  scarlet  cap  of  the  fifteenth  '' 

century,  were  yelling  at  the  fishmongers  from    avid  unshaven,  wlio  had  been  the  priest  for  many 

years,  with  an  annual  salary  of  twelve  pounds, 
of    S.  Maria    in    Porto    Ftiori,   a    little   Gothic 
church  in  the  marsh,  where  he  had  discovered 
and  nibbed  slowly  into  existence  (it  took   him 
two  mouths,  and  Iloaren  only  knows  how  many 
peniiyworllis  of  hre.id  !)  some  valuable  Giottcsque 
frescoes.     He  was  now  chaplain  of  the  har- 
bor, and  had  turned  his  mind  to  maritime 
I,  designing  lightliousea  and  shoot- 
ing dolphins  to  mako  oil  of  their  blubber. 
A  kind  old  mau,  but  with  the  odd  bright- 
ness of  a  creature  who  has  lived  for  years 
amid  solitude  and  fever;    a  fit  companion 
ints  wliom  he  brought, 
one  by  one,  in  robes 
of  glory  and   golden 
haloes,  to    life  again 
ill    hia  forlorn    little 
church. 

While  wo  were  look- 
ing out  at  the  sea 
where  a  flotilla  of  yel- 
low and  ciiinainon 
sails  sat  ou  the  bine 
sky  line  like  parrots 
on  a  rail,  the  san  had 
began  to  set,  n  crim- 
son bait,  over  the 
fringe  of  pine  woods. 
We  turned  to  go. 
Over    the    town,  the 


toivn  ;  and  all  round 
lounged   artillerymen 
ill  their  white  undress 
and  yellow  stnips,  w!io 
are  encamped   for 
practice  on  the  sands.  a:id 
whose   carts   and   guua   we 
had  met  rattling  along  the 
sandy  road   th: 
marsh. 

Ou  the  pier  we  were  met 
by  an  old  man,  very  shabby 
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place  whence  presently  will  emerge  the  slanting 
towers  of  Ravenna,  the  sky  had  become  a  brill- 
iant, melancholy  slate  blue';  and  apparently  on t 
of  its  depths,  in  the  early  twilight,  flowed  the 
wide  canal  between  its  dim  banks  fringed  with 
tamarisk.  No  tree,  no  rock  or  house  was  re- 
flected in  the  jade-colored  water,  only  the  uni- 
form shadow  of  the  bank  made  a  dark,  narrow 
band  alongside  its  glassiness.  It  flows  on  toward 
the  invisible  sea,  whose  yellow. sails  overtop  the 
gray  marsh  land.  In  thick,  smooth  strands  of 
curdled  water  it  flows,  lilac,  pale  pink,  opales- 
cent, according  to  the  sky  above,  and  reflecting 
nothing  besides,  save  at  long  intervals  the  spec- 
tral spars  and  spiderliko  tissue  of  some  triangular 
Ashing  net ;  a  wan  and  delicate  Lethe,  issuing, 
you  would  say,  out  of  a  far-gone  past  into  the 
sands  and  the  almost  tideless  sea.  Other  places 
become  solemn,  sad,  or  merely  beautiful  at  sun- 
set. But  Ravenna,  it  seems  to  me,  grows  actually 
ghostly ;  the  Past  takes  it  back  at  that  moment, 
and  the  ghosts  return  to  the  surface. 

For  it  is,  after  all,  a  nest  of  ghosts.  They  hang 
about  all  those  silent,  damp  churches,  invisible, 
or  at  most  tantalizing  one  with  a  sudden  gleam 
which  may,  after  all,  be  only  that  of  the  mosaics, 
an  uncertain  outline  which,  when  you  near  it,  is 
after  all  only  a  pale-gray  column.  But  one  feels 
their  breathing  all  round.  They  are  legion,  but 
I  da  not  know  who  they  are.  I  only  know  that 
they  are  white,  luminous,  with  gold  embroideries 
to  their  robes,  and  wide  painted  eyes,  and  that 
they  are  silent.  The  good  citizens  of  Ravenna, 
in  the  comfortable  eighteenth  century,  filled  the 
churches  with  wooden  pews,  convenient,  genteel 
in  line  and  color,  with  their  names  and  coats  of 
arms  in  full  on  the  backs.  But  the  ghosts  took  no 
notice  of  this  measure  ;  and  there  they  are,  even 
among  these  pews  themselves. 

Bishops  and  exarchs  and  jeweled  empresses, 
and  half-Oriental  autocrats,  saints  and  bedizened 
court  ladies,  and  barbarian  guards  and  wicked 
chamberlains  ;  I  know  not  what  they  are.  Only 
one  of  the  gliosts  takes  a  shape  I  can  distinguish, 
and  a  name  I  am  certain  of.  It  is  not  Justinian 
or  Theodora,  who  stare  goggle-eyed  from  their 
mosaic  in  St.  Vitalis,  mere  wretched  historic 
realities;  ///<?// cannot  haunt.  The  spectre  I  speak 
of  is  Th(?odoric.  His  tomb  is  still  standing  out- 
side the  town  in  an  orchard  ;  a  great  round  tower, 
with  a  circular  roof  made  (Heaven  knows  how) 
of  one  huc^e  slab  of  Istrian  stone,  horned  at  the 
sides  like  the  sarcophagi,  or  vaguely  like  a  Vi- 
king's cap.  The  ashes  of  the  great  king  have  long 
been  dispersed,  for  he  was  an  Arian  heretic.  But 
the  tomb  remains  intact,  a  thing  which  neither 
time  nor  earthquake  can  dismantle. 


In  the  town  they  show  a  piece  of  masonry,  the 
remains  of  a  doorway  and  a  delicate-pillared  win- 
dow, built  on  to  a  modern  house,  which  ia  identi- 
fied (but  wrongly,  I  am  told,)  as  Theodoric^s  pal- 
ace, by  its  resemblance  to  the  golden  palace  with 
the  looped-up  curtains  on  the  mosaic  of  the 
neighboring  church.  Into  the  wall  of  this  buihi- 
ing  is  built  a  great  Roman  porphyry  bath,  with 
rings  carved  on  it,  to  which  time  has  adjusted  a 
lid  of  brilliant  green  lichen.  There  is  no  more. 
But  Theodoric  still  haunts  Ravenna.  I  have  al- 
ways, ever  since  I  have  known  the  town,  been 
anxious  to  know  more  about  Theodoric,  but  the 
accounts  are  jejune,  prosaic,  not  at  all  answering 
to  what  that  great  king,  who  took  his  ])lace  with 
Attila  and  Sigurd  in  the  great  Northern  epic, 
must  have  been.  Historians  represent  him  gen- 
erally as  a  sort  of  superior  barbarian,  trying  to 
assimilate  and  save  the  civilization  he  was  bound 
to  destroy  ;  an  Ostrogothic  king  trying  to  be  a 
Roman  emperor  ;  a  military  organizer  and  bureau- 
crat, exchanging  his  birthright  of  Valhalla  for 
Heaven  knows  what  Anlic  red-tape  miseries.  But 
that  is  nnsatisfactory.  The  real  man,  the  Ber- 
serker trying  to  tame  himself  into  the  Caecar  of  a 
fallen  Rome,  seems  to  come  out  in  the  legends  of 
his  remorse  and  visions,  pursued  by  the  ghosts  of 
Boethius  and  Symmachus,  the  wise  men  he  had 
slain  in  his  madness. 

He  haunts  Ravenna,  striding  along  the  aisles 
of  her  basilicas,  riding  under  the  high  moon 
along  the  dikes  of  her  marshes,  surrounded  by 
white-stoled  Romans,  and  Roman  ensigns  with 
eagles  and  crosses  ;  but  clad,  as  the  Gothic  brass- 
worker  of  Innsbruck  has  shown  him,  in  no  Ro- 
man lappets  and  breastplate,  but  in  full  mail, 
with  beaked  steel  shoes  and  steel  gorget,  his  big 
sword  drawn,  his  visor  down,  mysterious,  the 
Dietrich  of  the  Nibelnngenlied,  Theodoric  King 
of  the  Goths. 

These  are  the  ghosts  that  haunt  Ravenna,  the 
ul'Me  ghosts  haunting  only  for  such  as  can  know 
their  presence.  Ravenna,  almost  alone  among 
Italian  cities,  possesses  moreover  a  complete 
ghost  story  of  the  most  perfect  type  and  highest 
antiquity,  which  has  gone  round  the  world  and 
become  known  to  all  people.  Boccaccio  wrote  it 
in  prose  ;  Dryden  rewrote  it  in  verse ;  Botticelli 
illustrated  it ;  and  Byron  summed  up  its  qual- 
ity in  one  of  his  most  sympathetic  passages. 
After  this,  to  retell  it  were  useless,  had  I  not 
chanced  to  obtain,  in  a  manner  I  am  not  at  lib- 
erty to  divulge,  another  version,  arisen  in  Ra- 
venna itself,  and  written,  most  evidently,  in  full- 
est knowledge  of  the  case.  Its  language  is  the 
marvelous  Romagnol  dialect  of  the  early  fifteenth 
century,  and  it  lacks  all  the  Tuscan  graces  of  the 
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"Decameron."  But  it  possesses  a  certain  air  of 
truthfulness,  suggesting  that  it  was  written  by 
some  one  who  had  heard  the  facts  from  those  wlio 
believed  in  them,  and  who  believed  in  them  him- 
self ;  and  I  am  tlierefore  decided  to  give  it, 
turned  into  English. 

«  *  it  *  *  >ie 

About  that  time  (when  Messor  Guido  da  Pol- 
len ta  was  Lord  of  Ravenna)  men  spoke  not  a  little 
of  what  happened  to  Messer  Nasta'sio  de  Honestis, 
son  of  Messer  Brunoro,  in  the  forest  of  Classis. 
Now  tlie  forest  of  Classis  is  exceeding  vast,  ex- 
tending along  the  seashore  between  Ravenna  and 
Cervia  for  the  space  of  some  fifteen  miles,  and 
has  its  beginning  near  the  Church  of  St.  Apol- 
linaris  which  is  in  the  marsh  ;  and  yon  reach  it 
directly  from  the  gate  of  the  same  name,  but 
also,  crossing  the  River  Ronco  where  it  is  easier 
to  ford,  by  the  gate  called  Sisa  beyond  the  houses 
of  the  Rasponis.  And  this  forest  ••aforesaid  is 
made  of  many  kinds  of  noble  and  useful  trees,  to 
wit,  oaks,  both  free  standing  and  in  bushes, 
ilexes,  elms,  poplars,  bays,  and  many  plants  of 
smaller  growth  but  great  dignity  and  pleasant- 
ness, as  hawthorns,  barberries,  blackthorn,  black- 
berry, brier  rose,  and  the  thorn  called  marrucca, 
which  bears  pods  resemblinsr  small  hats  or  cym- 
bals, and  is  excellent  for  hedging.  But  princi- 
pally does  this  noble  forest  consist  of  pine  trees, 
exceeding  lofty  and  perpetually  green  ;  whence 
indeed  the  arms  of  this  ancient  city,  formerly  the 
seat  of  the  Emperors  of  Rome,  are  none  other 
than  a  green  pine  tree. 

And  the  forest  aforesaid  is  well  stocked  with 
animals,  both  such  as  run  and  creep,  and  many 
birds.  The  animals  arc  foxes,  badgers,  hares, 
rabbits,  ferrets,  squirrels  and  wild  boars,  the 
which  issue  forth  and  eat  the  young  crops  and 
grub  the  fields  with  incredible  damage  to  all  con- 
cerned. Of  the  birds  it  would  be  too  long  to 
speak,  both  of  those  which  are  snared,  shot  with 
crossbows  or  hunted  with  the  falcon  ;  and  thev 
feed  off  fish  in.  the  ponds  and  streams  of  the 
forest,  and  grasses  and  befi-ies,  and  the  pods  of 
tlie  white  vine  ((clematis)  which  covers  \\\o.  gra.ss 
on  all  sides.  And  the  manner  of  Mo>ser  Xastasio 
being  in  the  forest  was  thus,  ho  heiiicj  at  the  time 
a  youth  of  twenty  years  or  thereabouts,  of  illus- 
trious birth,  and  comely  person  and  learning 
:ind  prowess,  and  modest  and  discreet  bearing. 
P'or  it  so  happened  that,  being  enamored  of  the 
daughter  of  Messer  Pavolo  de  Traversariis,  the 
damsel,  who  was  lovely,  but  exceeding  coy  and 
shrewish,  would  not  consent  to  marry  him,  de- 
spite the  desire  of  her  parents,  who  in  every- 
thing, as  happens  with  only  daughters  of  old 
men   (for  Messer  Hostasio  was  well  stricken  in 


years),  sought  only  to  please  her.  Whereupon 
Messer  Nastasio,  fearing  lest  the  damsel  might 
despise  his  fortunes,  wasted  his  substance  in  pres- 
ents and  feastings  and  joustings,  but  all  to  no 
avail. 

When  it  happened  that  having  spent  nearly  all 
ho  possessed,  and  ashamed  to  show  his  poverty 
and  his  unlucky  love  before  the  eves  of  his  towns- 
men,  he  took  him  to  the  forest  of  Classis,  it  be- 
ing autumn,  on  the  pretext  of  snaring  birds,  but 
intending  to  take  privily  the  road  to  Rimini  and 
thence  to  Rome,  and  there  seek  his  fortunes. 
And  Nastasio  took  with  him  fowling  nets,  and 
birdlime,  and  tamo  owls,  and  two  horses  (one  of 
which  was  ridden  by  his  servant),  and  food  for 
some  days;  and  they  alighted  in  the  midst  of  the 
forest,  and  slept  in  one  of  the  fowling  huts  of  cut 
branches  set  up  by  the  citizens  of  Ravenna  for 
their  pleasure. 

And  it  happened  that  on  the  afternoon  of  the 
second  day  (and  it  chanced  to  be  a  Friday)  of  his 
stay  in  the  forest,  Messer  Nastasio,  being  exceed- 
ing sad  in  his  heart,  went  forth  toward  the  sea  to 
muse  upon  the  unkindness  of  his  beloved  and  the 
hardness  of  his  fortune.  Now  von  should  know 
that  ne.ir  the  sea,  where  you  can  clearly  hear  its 
roaring  even  on  wimlless  days,  there  is  in  that 
forest  a  clear  place,  made  as  by  the  hand  of  man^ 
set  round  with  tall  i>ines  even  like  a  garden,  but 
in  the  shape  of  a  horse  course,  free  from  bushes 
and  pools,  and  covered  with  the  finest  green- 
sward. Here,  as  Nastasio  sate  him  on  the  trunk 
of  a  pine — the  hour  was  sunset,  the  weather  be- 
ing uncommon  clear — ho  heard  a  rushing  sound 
in  the  distance,  as  of  the  sea;  and  there  blew  a 
death-cold  wind,  and  then  sounds  of  crash inij 
branches,  and  neighing  of  horees,  and  yelping  of 
hounds,  and  halloes  and  horns.  And  Nastasio 
wondered  greatly,  for  that  was  not  the  hour  for 
hunting;  and  he  hid  behind  a  great  pine  trunk, 
fearinc:  to  he  recojjnized.  And  the  sounds  came 
nearer,  even  of  horns  and  of  hounds,  and  the 
shouts  of  huntsmen  ;  and  the  bushes  rustled  and 
crashed,  and  the  hunt  rushed  into  the  clearing, 
horsemen  and  foot,  with  manv  hounds.  And  be- 
hold,  what  they  pursued  was  not  a  wild  boar,  but 
something  white  that  ran  erect,  and  it  seemed  to 
^lesser  Nastasio  as  if  it  greatly  resembled  a  naked 
woman  ;  and  it  screamed  piteously. 

Now  when  the  hunt  had  swept  pnst,  Messer 
Nastasio  rubbed  his  eyes  and  wondered  greatly. 
But  even  as  he  wondered  and  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  clearing,  behold,  part  of  the  hunt  swept 
back,  and  the  thing  which  tiiey  pursued  ran  in  a 
circle  on  the  greensward,  shriekinsr  piteously. 
And  behold,  it  was  a  young  damsel,  naked,  her 
hair  loose  and  full  of  brambles,  with  only  a  tat- 
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and  Ilia  limba  loosened,  and  ho  kneir  tlint  tlio 
Inintei-  on  tbe  black  horse  was  Messer  Giiido  dcgli 
Anrtstngi,  and  the  damsel  Jlonnn  Filomeiia,  the 
dttiii^liter  of  the  Lord  of  Giinibellnm.  Messtr 
Giiido  had  loved  the  damsel  grcatljr,  and  been 
flouted  by  her,  and  leaving  his  Jicmo  in  dcspiur 
liad  been  killed  on  the  way  by  robbers,  and  Ma- 
donna Filoinona  had  died  sliortly  after.  The  talc 
was  still  fresh  in  men's  memory,  for  it  had  linj)- 
pcned  in  tlie  city  of  U:iveMim  barely  five  years  be- 
fore. And  those  whom  Nastasio  had  seen,  botli 
the  hunter  and  tlie  lady,  and  tlie  huntsmen  and 
horses  and  honnds,  were  the  Ejiirita  of  tlie  dead. 

When    ho    had    recoverei!    liis    courage  Messer 

Xastasio  siglied   and   said  unto    himself:   "  llow 

like  ia  my  fate  to  tlmt  of  Messcr  Giiido  !     Yet 

would  I  never,  even  when  a  spectre  without  weiglit 

tered  cloth  round  her  middle.     And  as  slie  came    or   substance,   made  of  nind   and  delneion   nnd 

near  to  where  Messer  Nastasio  was  standing  (but    arisen  from  hell,  act  with  such  cruelty  toward  her 


no  one  of  the  linnt  seemed   to  heed    liim)   the 

hounds  were  upon  her,  barking  furiously,  and  n 

hnnter  on  a  black  horse,  hinck  even  as  night. 

And  a  cold  wind  blew  and  caused  Kastaaio'e  hair 

to  stand  on  end  ;  and  he 

tried   to  cry  out,  and   to 

Tusli    forward,     but    his 

voice  died  in  his  throat, 

and  his  limba  were  heavy 

and   covered  with  sweat, 

and  refused  to  move. 

Then  the  honnds  faet- 
c:iing  on  the  dnmsol 
threw  her  down,  and  he 
on  the  black  liorse  turned 
Btviflly,  and  trnnalixcd 
her,  alirieking  dismally, 
with  n  boar  apear.  And  those  of  tiie  hunt  galloped 
np,  and  wound  their  horns  ;  and  ho  of  the  black 
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I  love."  And  thcTi  lie 
thought:  "Would  lliat 
the  daughter  of  HffEcr 
Puvolo  de  Travel  Enriis 
might  hear  of  this  !  For 
surely  it  would  cause  her 
to  relent  !"  But  he  knew 
that  his  words  would  be 
vain,  and  that  none  of  the 
citizens  of  Ravenna,  and 
least  nt  ali  the  damsel  of 
the  Travei'snri,  would  be- 
lieve them,  but  nithcr  es- 
teem him  ti  mndnian. 

Now  it  came  about  that 
when  Friilay  came  lonrid 
once    more   Nastasio,    by 
cliance,  was   again  walking   in   the  forest 


clearing  by  the  great  pines,  and  he  had  foigot- 
horse,  which  was  a  stately  youth  iiabited  in  a  coat    ten  ;  when  the  aea  began  to  roar,  and  a  cold  wind 


of  black  and  gold,  and  black  boots, 
nnd  black  feathers  on  his  hat,  threw 
his  reins  to  a  groom,  and  alighted 
and  approaclied  the  damsel  where  she 
lay,  while  the  huntsmen  were  holding 
back  the  bounds  and  winding  their 
horns.  Then  he  drew  a  knife,  snch 
as  are  used  by  huntsmen,  nnd  driving 
its  blade  into  the  damsel's  side,  cut 
out  her  heart,  and  threw  it,  all  smok- 
ing, into  tbe  midst  of  the  hounds. 
And  a  cold  wind  rustled  through  the 
bushes,  and  all  had  disappeared — 
horses,  huntsmen  and  hounds.  And 
the  grass  was  untrodden  as  if  no  man's 
foot  or  horse's  hoof  had  passed  there 
for  months. 

And   Messer  Nastasio    shuddered. 


blew,  and  there  came  through  Ihe 
forest  the  sound  of  liorrcs  and 
hounda,  causing  Messer  Noslasio's 
hair  to  stand  up  and  his  limbs  to 
grow  ireak  as  water.     And  he  on 


ROUAN  LIORTHOnSE, 


GHOSTS   OF  RAVENNA. 


733 


tlic  b]Ack  Iiorae  again  pursued  the  naked  dam- 
Be),  and  elrtick  her  with  hie  War  spear,  and  cut 
out  her  heart  and  throir  it  to  the  lioinids.  And 
in  this  fashion  did  it  happen  for  three  Fridays 
following,  tliQ  sea  beginning  to  moan,  tiie  cold 
wind  to  blotv,  and  tho  spirits  to  hunt  tite  deceased 
damsel  at  twilight  in  the  clearing  among  tho  pine 
trees. 

Now  when  Meseer  Nastasio  noticed  this  he 
tlianked  Cupid,  which  is  tlie  lord  of  all  lo7ors, 
niid  devised  in  his  mind  a  cunning  plan.  And  he 
mounted  his  horse  and  returned  to  Ravenna,  and 
gave  out  to  his  friends  that  Ito  had  found  a  treas- 


wife  and  daughter.  And  he  bid  tbem  for  a  Fri- 
day, which  was  also  tlie  eve  of  the  Feast  of  the 
Dead. 

Urcanwliile  lie  took  to  tho  pine  forest  carpenters 
and  masons,  and  such  as  paint  and  gild  cunninglv, 
and  wagons  of  timber,  and  cut  stone  for  founda- 
tions, and  furniture  of  all  kinds ;  and  the  wagons 
were  drawn  by  four  and  twenty  yoke  of  oieii, 
gray  oxen  of  the  Komagnol  breed.  And  ho  caused 
the  artisans  to  work  day  and  niglit,  making  great 
files  of  dry  myrtle  and  pine  branches,  which  lit 
up  the  forest  all  around.  And  he  caused  them  to 
make  foundations,  and  build  a  pavilion  of  tioibei 


IHTERIOR   OP   CnUItCB   OF 

ure  in  Romo ;  and  that  bo  was  minded  to  forget 
the  damsel  of  the  Traversnri  and  seek  another 
wife.  But  in  reality  he  went  to  certain  money 
lenders,  and  gave  himself  into  bondage,  even  to 
be  sold  as  a  slave  to  tho  Dalmatian  pirates  if  he 
could  not  repay  his  loan.  And  lie  published  that 
he  desired  to  take  to  him  a  wife,  and  for  that 
reason  would  feast  all  his  friends  and  the  chief 
citizens  of  Ravenna,  and  regale  them  with  a  pag- 
eant in  the  pine  forest,  where  certain  foreign  slaves 
of  his  shonld  show  wonderful  feats  for  their  do- 
light.  And  he  sent  forth  invitations,  and  among 
them  to  Messer  Pavolo  de  Travenwriis  and  hia 


HAH   APOLLINARB   SUOVO. 

in  the  clearing  which  is  the  shape  of  a  liorso 
course,  surrounded  by  pines.  Tlio  pavilion  was 
oblong,  raised  by  ten  steps  above  the  grass,  open 
all  round  and  reposing  on  arches  and  piiiara  ;  and 
there  were  projecting  abarhi  under  the  arches 
over  tho  capitab,  after  tho  Roman  fashion ;  and 
tho  pillars  were  painted  re>l,  and  the  capitals  red 
also,  picked  out  with  gold  and  blue,  and  a  shield 
with  the  arms  of  the  Honcstis  on  each.  The  roof 
was  raftered,  each  rafter  jiainted  with  whilo 
lilies  on  a  red  ground,  and  heads  of  youths  and 
damsels ;  and  the  roof  outside  was  made  of  wooden 
tiles,  shaped  like  shells  and  gilded.     And  on  the 
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to|>  of  the  roof  was  a  weather  rane  ;  and  the  vane 
was  a  figure  of  Cupid,  god  of  Love,  cnnningly 
carved  of  wood  and  painted  like  life,  as  ho  flies, 
poised  in  air,  and  shoots  his  darts  ou  mortals.  He 
was  winged  and  blindfolded,  to  show  that  love  is 
inconstant  and  no  respecter  of  persons  ;  and  when 
the  wind  blew  he  turned  about,  and  the  end  of 
his  scarf,  which  was  beaten  metal,  swung  in  the 
wind.  Now,  when  the  pavilion  was  ready,  within 
six  days  of  its  beginning,  carpets  were  spread  on 
the  floor,  and  seats  placed,  and  garlands  of  bay 
and  myrtle  slung  from  pillar  to  pillar  between  the 
arches.  And  tables  were  set,  and  sideboards  cov- 
ered with  gold  and  silver  dishes  and  trenchers  ; 
and  a  raised  place,  covered  with  arras,  was  made 
for  the  ])layer8  of  fifes  and  drums  and  lutes  ;  and 
tents  were  set  behind  for  the  servants,  and  fires 
])repared  for  cooking  meat.  Whole  oxen  and 
Bhcop  were  bronght  from  Ravenna  in  wains,  and 
casks  of  wine,  and  fruit  and  white  bread,  and 
many  cooks,  and  serving  men,  and  musicians,  all 
liabited  gallantly  in  the  colors  of  the  lionestis, 
which  are  vermilion  and  white,  parti-colored,  with 
black  stripes  ;  and  they  wore  doublets  laced  with 
gold,  and  on  tlieir  breasts  the  arms  of  the  house 
of  lionestis,  which  are  a  dove  holding  a  leaf. 

Now  on  Fridav,  the  eve  of  the  i^'east  of  the 
Dead,  all  was  ready,  and  the  chief  citizens  of 
Iiavenna  set  out  for  the  forest  of  Classis,  with 
tlieir  wives  and  children  and  servants,  some  on 
horseback,  and  others  in  wains  drawn  by  oxen, 
for  the  tracks  in  that  foredt  are  deep.  And  when 
they  arrived  Messer  Xasbasio  welcomed  them  and 
thanked  them  all,  and  condiictod  them  to  their 
places  in  the  pavilioti.  Tlien  all  wondered  greatly 
at  its  beautv  and-nttiffnificance,  and  chieflv  Messer 
Pavolo  de  Traversariis ;  and  he  sighed,  and 
thought  within  himself,  '*  Would  that  my  daugh- 
ter were  less  shrewish,  that  I  might  have  so  noble 
a  son-in-hiw  to  prop  up  my  old  age  \"  They  were 
seated  at  the  tables,  each  according  to  their  dig- 
nity, and  they  ate  and  drank,  and  praised  the  ex- 
cellence of  the  cheer ;  and  flowers  were  scattered 


on  the  tables,  and  young  maidens  sang  gongs  in 
praise  of  love,  most  sweetly.  Now  when  they  bad 
eaten  their  fill,  and  the  tables  been  removed,  and 
the  sun  was  setting  between  the  pine  trees,  Messer 
Nastasio  caused  them  all  to  be  seated  facing  the 
clearing,  and  a  herald  came  forward,  in  the  liyery 
of  the  Honestis,  sounding  his  trumpet  and' de- 
claring in  a  loud  voice  that  they  should  now  wit- 
ness a  pageant  the  which  was  called  the  Mystery 
of  Love  and  Death.  Then  the  musicians  struck 
up,  and  began  a  concert  of  fifes  and  lutes,  exceed- 
ing sweet  and  mournful.  And  at  that  moment 
the  sea  began  to  moan,  and  a  cold  wind  to  blow  : 
a  sound  of  horsemen  and  hounds  and  horns  and 
crashing  bmnches  came  througli  the  wood  ;  and 
the  damsel,  the  daughter  of  the  Lord  of  Gambel- 
lara,  rushed  naked,  her  hair  streaming  and  her 
veil  torn,  across  the  grass,  pursued  by  the  hounds, 
and  by  the  ghost  of  Messer  Guido  on  the  black 
horse,  the  nostrils  of  which  were  filled  with  fire. 
Now  when  the  ghost  of  Messer  Guido  struck  that 
damsel  with  the  boar  spear,  and  out  out  her  heart, 
and  threiv  it,  while  the  others  wound  their  horns, 
to  tlie  hounds,  and  all  vanished,  Messer  Nastasio 
dc  liotiestis,  seizing  the  herald's  trumpet,  blew  in 
it.  and  cried  in  a  loud  voice  :  "The  Pasjeaiit  of 
Death  and  Love !  The  Pageant  of  Death  and 
Love  I  Such  is  the  fate  of  cruel  damsels  !"  and 
the  gilt  Cupid  on  the  roof  swung  round  creaking 
dread  full  V,  and  the  dausfhter  of  Messer  Pavolo 
uttered  a  great  shriek  and  fell  on  the  ground  in  a 
swoon. 

4<  *  4e  ♦  « 
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Here  the  Romagnol  manuscript  comes  to  a  sud- 
den end,  the  outer  sheet  being  torn  through  the 
middle.  But  we  knpw  from  the  **  Decameron '' 
that  the  damsel  of  the  Traversari  was  so  impressed 
by  the  spectre  hunt  she  had  witnessed  that  she 
forthwith  relented  toward  Nastagio  degli  Oncsti, 
and  married  him,  and  that  they  lived  happily 
ever  after.  But  whether  or  not  that  part  of  tho 
pine  forest  of  Classis  still  witnesses  this  ghostly 
hunt  we  do  not  know. 


AN    OSTROGOTHIC    ADVENTURE. 

\\\  Henry  Tyrrell. 


It  cost  me  a  considerable  effort  of  memory  to 
satisfy  myself  as  to  my  whereabouts,  upon  first 
awakening,  that  languid  June  morning.  When 
one  has  been  traveling  for  a  time  in  that  easy, 
happy-go-lucky  fashion  which  falls  in  so  natu- 
rally with  the  local  disposition  in  some  parts  of 
Italy,  and  sleeping  in  a  strange  place  every  night. 


a  certain  confusion,  if  not  indifference,  to  dis- 
tinctions of  time  and  place  inevitably  ensues. 
However,  it  was  with  a  sufficiently  well-defined 
object  in  view  that  I  had  made  my  pilgrimage  to 
Ravenna ;  and  now,  as  I  gazed  upon  the  frescoed 
walls  and  vaulted  ceiling  of  my  chamber,  it 
dawned  upon  me  that  I  must  have  arrired  the 
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evening  previons  in  that  ^^  place  of  old  renown, " 
and  was  in  conseqnence  dnlj  installed  at  the 
Hotel  Bvron  therein. 

Although  tolerably  familiar,  by  this  time,  with 
the  sound  of  the  Italian  langnage,  even  in  its 
various  provincial  modifications,  my  practice  in 
speaking  it  had  not  progressed  beyond  the  earlier 
Ollendorffian  stages.  I  had  found  bad  French  to 
be  the  most  available  medinni  of  conversation,  all 
around,  since  Italians  were  fazed  at  my  pro- 
nunciation of  their  tongue,  and  I  never  could 
make  head  or  tail  of  their  '^Ingliss.''  On  this 
particular  occasion,  as  I  descended  the  broad  stone 
staircase  (the  hotel  being  an  old  palace,  slightly 
remodeled),  to  take  the  matutinal  chocolate  al 
freHro  beneath  the  shady  loggia,  a  sense  of  loneli- 
ness came  over  me.  I  missed  the  companionship 
of  the  genial,  quiet-mannered,  elderly  Parisian 
wliom  I  had  met  at  the  Pellegrini  in  Bologna  the 
day  before,  and  who  was  also  bound  for  Kavontia, 
but  had  decided  to  stop  over  at  Imola  to  explore 
the  ancient  imperial  Via  ^Emilia. 

Suddenly  the  cheery  sound  of  a  salutation  in 
Frendi  broke  upon  my  reverie,  and  in  a  moment 
1  was  exclianging  cordial  greetings  with  Sig. 
Morodei,' the  painter,  director  of  the  provincial 
Acailemia  delle  Belle  Arti.  The  friends  who  had 
provided  mo  with  letters  of  introduction  for  Ila- 
yenna  had  taken  it  for  granted  tiiat  I  would  meet 
Morodei  there,  sooner  or  later  ;  but  I  had  not  ox-* 
pec  ted  that  he  would  do  me  the  honor  of  looking 
mo  up. 

"And  how  is  Sig.  Fagnocchi  ?*'  I  asked,  men- 
tioning the  name  of  the  gentleman  to  whom  my 
credentials  were  really  adilressed. 

** Fagnocchi?  Ah,  yes!  He  had,  in  fact, 
counted  upon  meeting  yon,  also — and  doubtless 
will.  But  to-day  he  is  engaged.  I  believe  he  is 
to  have,  like  myself,  the  pleasure  of  making  some 
visitors  acquainted  with  what  there  may  be  of  at- 
traction in  our  poor  old  town.  We  shall  be  rival 
ciceroni,  Fagnocchi  and  I.  As  to  that,  however, 
if  yon  will  trust  me,  mon  cher  jcune  mail  re,  I 
dare  promise  you  quite  as  good  guidance  in  your 
liarticular  line  of  research  as  his  friends  will  have 
•in  theirs.''  ■ 

I  wondered  what  my  particular  line  of  research 
mig:ht  be,- but  discreetly  held  ft\y  tongue. 

*'Not  even  Rome,"  he  continued,  regarding 
nio,  as  I  fancied,  in  rather  a  quizzical  way — "  not 
<3ven  Home  could  show  you  the  equivalent  of  the 
Bvzantine  and  early  Ciiristian  *  documents'  which 
you  will  find  here  in  Ea^enna.  But — if  you  will 
allow  the  observation,  monsieur,  you  look  a  very 
yonng  man,  considering  the  position  and  reputa- 
tion yon  have  attained.'' 

*'  Oh,  I  am  from  a  rapid  conntry,  you  know  !" 


I  answered,  complacently;  for  I  attributed  his 
astonnding  compliments  to  the  well-meant  but 
nnbUishing  flatteries  with  which,  doubtless — ac- 
cording to  the  regular  custom  in  obitnaries  and 
letters  of  introduction — the  aforementioned  irre- 
sponsible friends  had  seen  fit  to  precede  my  ad- 
vent in  Bavenna.  • 

'*Well,  I  know  you  are  impatient  to  see  the 
monuments.  The  morning  is  fine,  so  I  have 
come  with  a  carriage,  and  we  need  lose  no  time. 
Will  you  visit  the  library  first,  or- later  ?"  he 
asked,  as  we  stepped  into  thevictoria  waiting  at 
the  door.       .     •  :     •   '     • 

**  Oh,  later,  if  you  don't  mind,"  I  answered.  ^'As 
much  later  as  possible,"  I  thought,  *' while  this 
divine  weather  lasts."  It  was  indeed  no  season 
for  moping  about  museums  and  sepulchres,  and  I 
had  not  fled  from  Rome  to  Ravenna  with  anv  in- 
tention  of  the  sort. 

It  seemed  odd  that  Morodei,  man  of  actuality 
that  he  appeared  to  be,  and  the  very  peisonifica- 
tion  of  tactful  courtesv,  should  have  devised  such 
a  lugubrious  plan  of  entertainment.  Doubtless 
a  lifelong  association  with  those  venerable  Roman 
and  Ostrogothic  relics,  and  the  superstitions 
reverence  paid  to  tlieni  by  all  visitors,  had  de- 
bauched his  imagination,  so  that  he  had  grown 
to  regard  them  with  unaffected  awe,  and  anti- 
quarian research  as  the  only  dissipation.  Such 
being  the  case,  I. could  not  do  less  than  accept 
his  erudite  attentions  in  the  same  cordial  spirit  in 
which  they  were  offered,  and  assume  a  virtuosity 
though  I  had  it  not. 

We  clattered  along  narrow,  winding,  stony 
streets,  without  sidewalks;  and  the  first  object 
pointed  out  by  my  Mentor  was  the  palace  of  the 
Polentas  (every  house  in  Ravenna  is  a  palace 
within,  but  looks  outwardly  like  a  county  jail), 
which  was  the  birthplace  of  that  unhappy  maiden 
immortalized  bv  Dante  as  Francesca  da  Rimini, 
and  within  the  walls  of  which  the  exiled  poet 
wrote  the  familiar  passage  of  the  **  Inferno,"  em- 
balming her  love  tragedy.  Then  we  paused  be- 
fore the  mausoleum  of  Dante,  with  its  fine  con- 
temporary medallion  portrait,  in  an  angle  of  the 
Capella  Bracciaforte  and  Church  of  San  Fran- 
cesco, where  his  coffin  was  hidden  for  two  or 
three  centuries,  lest  the  jealous  Florentines  should 
steal  back  his  bones. 

The  sight  of  such  relics  made  fixe  hundred 
years  seem  as  but  a  day;  so  that  it  was  with  a 
half-apologetic  air  that  the  conscientious  Morodei 
showed  me  the  house  of  Lord  Byron,  just  around 
the  corner — as  if  so  modern  and  trivial  an  asso- 
ciation could  not  possibly  interest  a  sober  student 
like  mvself.  This  house  has  a  caf6  in  its  rear 
plan'  terreyiOf  giving  upon  a  little  square ;  and 
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amidst  the  group  of  gentlemen  sipping  coffee  niid 
smoking  cigarettes  at  ttie  tables  ontsiilo,  I  fan- 
cied I  cunght  sight  of  a.  fumiliiir  ftice.  Of  eoiirso 
it  could  bo  only  imagination — bronglit  on,  probn- 
lily,  by  the  passing  inclinalioti  I  felt  to  lounge 
away  tho  morning  in  just  such  n  manner. 

But  I  was  booked  for  the  Duomo,  with  its  paint- 
ings by  Guido,  its  mosaic-lined  Baptistery,  nnit 
its  cylindrical  Campanile  resembling  tho  round 
towers  of  Ireland.  And  this  was  only  tho  pre- 
lude to  six  solid  hours  of  ecclesiastical  inspection, 
mostly  Byzantine  and  primitive  Christian,  with 
blue  and  green  and  gold  mosaics,  ngc-mcllowed 
marbles,  columns,  altars  and  urna,  and  floors 
that  it  seemed  a  sacrilege  to  step  on — all  cram- 
med in  pellmell  upon  tlie  perception,  forming 
such  a  wild  fantastic  jnmble  as  miglit  have  para- 
Ijzcd  a  Cook  tourist.  By  following  up,  iu  a  sul> 
sequent  lucid  interval,  tho  clews  of  that  weird 
extravaganza,   I   find    that    among    tho    things 
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"done"  in  the  aforementioned  brief  space  of 
time  were  :  tho  Basilica  of  San  Vitale,  that  octag- 
onal jewel  box  of  architecture,  glowing  like  the 
inside  of  a  Bcasliell  with  its  wondrous  innrblee, 
and  showing, on  its  choir  walls  the  eixth-century 
mosaic  portraits  of  the  Oriental  Emporor  Justin- 
iiui  and  tho  Empress  Theodora;  tho  mansolenm 
and  sarcophagus  in  which  tlie  august  Galla  Pla- 
cidia,  slave,  queen  and  empress,  tlio  daughter, 
sister,  wife  and  mother  of  kiiigs  and  emperors, 
was  seated,  embalmed  and  clad  in  lior  robes  of 
state,  more  than  thirteen  centuries  ago;  tho 
ruins  of  Tlieodoric's  palace,  which  Charlemagne 
despoiled  ;  tlie  Church  of  San  Apolliimro  Niiovo, 
with  its  coUimiiB  of  cippoliiio  marble,  and  mar- 
velous sculptured  capitals,  brought  from  Con- 
stantinople ;  and,  finally,  that  strange  dcsolnlo 
fane,  the  old  Basilica  of  San  Apollinare  in  Classe. 
The  latter  is  more  like  a  tempio  of  Koptune, 
standing  as  it  does  solitary,  far  beyond  the  city 
walls,  in  the  midst  of  salt  marshes,  its  altars  mil- 
dewed and  its  tessellated  floors  frequently  inun- 
dated hy  the  rieing  tides  of  the  Adriatic,  or  the 
fresliot-sivollen  waters  of  the  Uoiico  and  Hon- 
tone. 

My  guido  was  relentless— I  slionid  say,  inde- 
fatigable, in  his  determination  to  satisfy  my  eii{)- 
poscd  abnormal  craving  for  Greek  and  Roman 
inscriptions,  grave  and  glittering  wall  decora- 
tions, mystic  religious  symbolism,  and  mosaicked 
saints  and  virgins  and  archbishops  staring  their 
stony  stare  of  bitter  irony  at  the  tombs  of  mere 
men  wiio  die  and  molder  away,  generation  after 
generation.  I  spurred  myself  on,  that  my  ap 
prcciation  might  keep  pace  with  the  zeal  of  Mor- 
odei,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to  make  hypocrit- 
ical pretense  of  taking  notes.  But  my  cITorts 
flagged,  from  sheer  physical  exhaustion. 

After  we  had  emerged  from  tho  dank  walls  of 
tlio  ghostly  shrine  of  Classis,  I  turned  my  face 
eastward,  in  the  opposite  direction  from  the  city ; 
and,  with  a  eigh  of  relief  at  finding  no  more 
churches  in  sight,  pointed  to  the  forest  that  rose 
duskily  grand  in  the  distance,  and  asked  : 

"What  is  there  ?"' 

"  There  ?  Oh,  that  is  tho  Pineta,  or  the  Bosco, 
as  wo  call  it — the  celebrated  Fine  Forest,  you 
know,  on  the  shore  of  tho  Adriatic  !  It  is  older 
than  Ravenna  herself." 

"  What 'a  the  matter  with  our  driving  down 
that  way  ?"  I  asked,  desperately.  " '  The  groves 
were  God's  first  temples,'  as  the  poet  says." 

Morodei  assented  with  an  eager  alacrity  that 
pleased  and  surprised  me.  So,  instead  of  turning 
about  Ravenna-ward,  we  went  spinning  od  down 
the  Rimini  rood,  with  the  flowery  maristi  wastes 
and  melancholy  rice  fields  on  either  hand. 
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Our  spirits  rose  amazingly  as  we  drew  near  to 
the  antique  wood.  Once  within  its  charmed  pre- 
cincts^ we  seemed  to  inhale  laughing  gas,  instead 
of  common  air.  We  strolled  gleefully  among  the 
vast  columns  of  its  solemn  pines,  overshadowed 
with  their  orbed  roofs  of  verdure.  We  gathered 
armf uls  of  thorn  blossoms,  wild  honeysuckle  and 
thyme.  We  stirred  up  the  huge  water  snakes 
among  the  lilies  in  the  canal,  and  pelted  them 
with  pine  cones.  In  a  field  near  the  edge  of 
the  forest  we  stood  witli  uncovered  heads  be- 
fore a  little  thatch-roofed  cabin,  and  read  the 
inscriptions  to  Garibaldi's  glory.  He  sought  ref- 
uge here  with  his  dying  wife  Anita,  in  the  d»irk 
days  of  1849,  after  the  siege  of  Rome,  when  tlic 
Austrians  were  chasing  the  Liberator  and  his  last 
faithful  followers  back  from  their  attempted  de- 
scent upon  Venice. 

It  was  clear  enough  that  my  excellent  friend 
had  more  joy  in  these  things  than  in  the  stones  of 
his  native  city.  But  now  the  red  rays  of  the  sun- 
set pierced  with  level  shafts  of  flame  the  verdur- 
ous dusk,  and  we  reluctantly  departed.  Driving 
back  to  Ravenna  in  the  tender  twilight,  we  passed 
the  canal  basin,  or  ''Port,*'  filled  with  Adriatic 
fishing  boats,  and  entered  the  city  by  the  Porta 
Serrata,  not  far  from  where  the  nightingales  were 
singing  passionately  in  the  acacias  around  that 
Cyclopean  rotunda  which  once  was-  the  tomb  of 
the  great  Gothic  king,  Theodoric. 

Alighting  at  the  grand  cafe  in  the  Piazza  Mag- 
giore  for  an  anteprandial  vermuth,  my  attention 
was  attracted  to  a  group  of  revelers.  The  cen- 
tral figure  was  an  elderly  gentleman,  dignified 
but  convivial,  who  was  pointing  up  at  the  neigh- 
boring Torre  del  Pubblico,  and  commenting  upon 
its  apparent  alarming  deviation  from  the  perpen- 
dicular. He  spoke  French.  His  friends  were 
earnestly  assuring  him  that  his  vision  was  quite 


normal — the  tower  did  lean,  like  nearly  all  tall 
structures  on  that  alluvial  soil. 

"  Ah  I"  exclaimed  Morodei,  '*  there  is  Fagnoc- 
chi  and  his  party.  That  American,  pointing  up 
at  the  Torre,  is  the  visitor  of  whom  I  told  you." 

''American  ?  Why,  he  is  the  most  Parisian  of 
Frenchmen,"  I  said,  hastening  to  grasp  the  hand 
of  my  Bologna  acquaintance. 

"  Tiens !  c'est  vous,  men  cher  ?"  he  cried, 
clutching  me  as  a  drowning  man  might  a  straw. 
"Oh,  what  joy  to  be  able  to  explain  mygelf  at 
last !  These  Italian  gentlemen  are  moEt  clmrm- 
ing,  but — though  I  wouldn't  tell  them  so  for  all 
the  world — they  have  wholly  mistaken  my  char- 
acter. You  know  I  came  to  Ravenna  in  my  pro- 
fessional capacity,  solely  to  visit  the  museum  and 
the  churches ;  whereas,  they  have  made  my  day 
one  continuous  round  of  festivity,  not  to  say  fri- 
volity." 

"You  should  have  been  in  my  place,"  I  jin- 
swered.     And  I  related  my  own  experience. 

" Alas,  Fagnocchi  I'  exclaimed  the  painter,  in 
Italian,  "  we  have  got  them  mixed  up  !" 

Light  burst  upon  us  all  simultaneously,  as  tl.o 
Parisian  bethought  himself  to  hand  out  his  can!, 
bearing  the  legend  : 

Baoul  Bachellieb, 

OP   THE 

Academy  op  Inscriptions, 

SUPEBINTENDENT  OF  THE  PUBLIC  INSTRUCTION,  PaBIS. 

"Well,  reparation  can  be  made  by  your  ex- 
changing places  to-morrow,"  Morodei  suggested 
to  us. 

"No,  no!"  demurred  Fagnocchi.  *'We  will 
compact  a  friendly  alliance,  and  do  the  town  sys- 
tematically, combining  pleasure  with  instruction, 
in  judicious  proportions.  In  the  meantime,  let  us 
take  our  inaugural  dinner  together.     Andiamo  !" 
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Ik  the  early  fall,  when  thousands  of  people  are 
traveling  downward  from  the  Adirondack  and 
Catskill  Mountains,  from  Lake  George,  Saratoga, 
and  the  many  summer  and  fall  resorts  on  and 
near  the  Hudson,  by  way  of  the  palatial  Hudson 
Biver  boats,  the  deck  of  one  of  these  steamers 
affords  great  opportunities  of  studying  cosmopol- 
itan life,  for  here  are  assembled  the  poor  and 
the  rich  of  the  Eastern  and  Middle  States,  as  well 
as  many  foreigners  doing  onr  conntrj. 
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To  many  of  these  people  the  scenes  along  the 
river  are  as  familiar  as  the  alphabet,  and  others 
study  the  shores  guidebook  in  hand,  or  scan  the 
banks  through  the  medium  of  a  field  glass : 


t« 


Ye  dwellers  in  the  stately  towns, 
What  come  ye  out  to  see? 

This  common  earth,  this  common  sky, 
This  water  flowing  free  ?** 


The  Hndson  is  well  worth  seeing  and  studying. 
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The  beauty  of  its  scenery  ie  vorld-famous,  its 
picturesque  and  varied  cli&raoter  making  it  su- 
perior to  tlie  Rliine. 

Above  Troy  it  is  not  navigable  (excepting  tor 
sloops  aa  far  as  Waterford).  It  is  not  a  long 
river,  compared  to  the  Missieeippi,  the  St.  Law- 
rence, the  Rhine,  or  the  Danube,  nor  has  it  the 
romantic  caatlea  of  which  the  Rhine  can  boast; 
bnt  during  the  Revolution  it  was  the  scene  of 
many  important  events,  laodmarks  of  which  still 
remain  in  the  shape  of  torts,  old  homes,  monu- 
ments, etc.  The  poet  and  the  novelist  have  made 
tlie  Hudson  the  scene  of  poem  and  novel,  and  the 
brush  of  the  artist  has  depicted  its  beauties  on 
c^invas  for  galleries  in  foreign  lauds. 

The  river  takes  its  rise  on  the  slopes  of  Mount 
Marcy,  in  the  Adirondacks,  300  miles  from  its 
mouth  and  4,000  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea. 
It  is  fed  by  many  highland  lakes  and  streams  of 
tlie  Empire  State,  being  little  more  than  a  wide, 
rocky,  turbulent,  winding  brook  until  it  receives 
the  outlet  of  Schroon  Lake,  a  beautiful  sheet  of 
water  nine  miles  long,  situated  eight  miles  west 
of  Lake  George.  Schrooa  Lake  Is  fifteen  miles 
above  Saratoga. 


At  Palmer's  Falls,  near  Jessap's  Landing  (on 
the  way  to  the  Adirondacks),  the  entire  outflow 
of  the  Upper  Hudson  pours  down  in  s  wild  de- 
lirium  over  high  masses  of  picturesque  rocks. 
This  scenery  is  well  worth  seeing.  At  Glens 
Falla  the  river  rushes  through  a  rude  ravine  in  a 
mad  descent  of  60  feet,  over  a  rooky  precipice 
900  feet  in  length.  This  spot  becomes  of  peculiar 
interest  when  we  remember  that  one  of  the  most 
thrilling  incidents  in  Cooper's  romance  "The 
Last  of  the  Mohicans  "  was  enacted  here. 

After  leaving  Glens  Falls  the  Hudson  flows 
over  many  oaecades  and  describes  many  curves 
until  Troy  is  reached,  a  distance  of  forty  miles. 
From  Troy  the  river  flows  downward  through 
New  York  State  in  almost  a  straight  line  until 
New  York  harbor  is  reached. 

It  is  said  that  more  than  a  million  tourists  are 
home  over  the  Hudson  annually,  and  that  a  thou- 
sand  villas  are  perched  along  the  Highlands  be- 
tween Manhattanville  (New  York)  and  Newburg. 
Many  families  have  charming  country  residenoes 
near  New  York,  to  which  the  gentlemen  return 
daily  when  business  in  the  city  is  over.  Among 
these  are  :  Mr.  Morosini  (partner  of  the  late  Jay 
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Oould),  who  makes  his  )iome  at  Yonkere  the 
year  round ;  the  RockefellerB,  the  Goulds,  and 
memberH  of  the  Field  family,  who  reside  at  beau- 
tiful and  historic  Tarrytown,  tweuty-uine  miles 
north  of  New  York. 

Within  forty  miles  of  Albany  are  many  beauti- 
ful villaa  which  are  liomes  the  year  round  for 
those  doing  business  at  the  capital  of  the  State  of 
New  York. 

Albany,  which  is  one  hundred  and  forty-four 
miles  from  New  York,  was  at  one  time  known  as 
Bevernyke,Williamstadt  and  Kew  Orange.  One 
hnndred  years  after  it  was  incorporated  it  could 
boast  of  a  population  of  only  10,000.  Its  growth 
wtiB  slow  until  after  FuUod  succeeded  in  his  ex- 
periuieotH  and  the  Erie  Canal  was  completed, 
when,  through  increase  o£  traffic,  a  greater  num- 
ber of  people  were  attracted.  Two  hundred  years 
ago  it  was  surrounded  by  a  high  irall  with  loop- 
liolea  for  musketry,  and  six  gates,  the  ruins  of 
which  were  in  existence  in  1812.  Albany  is  built 
upon  the  slope  of  a  hill  which  rises  to  a  height 
of  200  feet.     The  Capitol,  which  is  Tisible  from 


the  river,  should  be  seen  by  tourists,  for  it  is  an 
extremely  fine  building,  both  in  its  facade  and  its 
interior  decorations.  It  is,  next  to  the  Capitol  at 
Washington,  one  of  the  finest  public  buildings  in 
the  United  States.  Here  are  also  to  be  seen  the 
State  Library,  the  Dudley  Observatory,  the  Ca- 
thedral of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  and  two 
of  the  most  interesting  manors  in  the  country, 
namely,  the  old  Schuyler  Mansion  (the  home  of 
the  first  mayor,  and  the  Van  Bensselaer  Manor, 
the  home  of  the  first  Patroon.  The  Albany  of  to- 
day has  a  population  of  100,000  people.  It  has 
fine  streets  and  active  business  centres.  Dur- 
ing the  Revolution  it  woe  the  centre  of  many  im- 
portant events. 

At  the  dock  where  the  Albany  day  boat  lies  all 
is  bustle  and  confusion  at  eight  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  for  passengera  from  Troy,  Lake  George, 
Saratoga  and  Schroon  are  scurrying  to  get  on 
board  and  secure  seats  which  will  enable  them  to 
get  the  downward  view  of  the  river  (the  beat 
aspect) ;  banana  peddlers  are  crying  the  price 
of  their  wares;    baggagemen  are  tumbling   the 
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trunks  and  nre  Bwearing  over  the 
weiglit  of  tlieSaratogEis  ;  carriage 
after  carriage  drives  up  ;  people 
come  and  come,  and  "the  cry  ia 
still,  'Tliey  come'";  but  at  last 
comparative  quiet  reigns  as  the 
deck  hands  eliont  "All  aboard  '" 
and  the  steamer  sails  majestically 
down  the  river. 

Below  Albany  the  scenery  is 
flat  and  monotonous,  and  the  only 
objects  of  interest  are  the  ice 
houses,  where  are  stored  tons 
npon  tons  of  ice  gathered  in  the 
winter  for  use  in  the  cities  ia 
summer 

On  Beacon  Island,  which  is  not 
far  below  Albany,  four  counties 
meet  In  ye  olden  times  it  was 
crowned  by  Castle  Itensaelaer- 
stein,  where  resided  the  PntrooUf 
whoso  official  demanded  a  tribute 
of  passing  vessels.  Bock  of  the 
shores  at  this  point  are  to  be 
fonnd  descendants  of  Datch  set- 
tlers who  atill  speak  the  old  Dutch 
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language.  In  the  village  of  HudsoQ  are  the  resi-  lias  ventured  to  appropriate.  Uigli  Peak  (liigheet 
dences  of  the  Mahlera,  the  Ostranders,  the  Van  of  the  Gatskilia)  la  a  series  of  spurs  4,000  feet  high. 
Bensseiaers,  and  in  A  quaint  old  yelloir  bricic  A  niagnificeut  view  is  liero  obtained  of  the  Hud* 
house  with  dormer  windows  are  the  lares  and  sou  Valley  and  surrouudiiig  country,  and  the 
penates  of  General  James  Wutson  Webb  and  laborious  ascent  ia  well  repaid.  Bears,  wild  cats 
other  distinguished  Webbs.  Tlio  Clavcr-ick  Col-  and  suakea  abound  in  these  primitive  forests,  al- 
lege, an  institution  for  both  sexes,  is  also  here,  though  tlie  summit  of  every  high  mountain  ij 
near  "Fairview,"  the  residence  of  Dr.  Flack,  its  capped  bya  magnificent  hotel  and  smaller  houses. 
founder.  These  in  the  winter  are  frequently  chained  to  tin 

When  we  have  passed  Ilndsoti  we  are  nearing    rocks  on  account  of  the  high  winds  which  swci  [i 
the  Catskills,  and  here  some  of  the  finest  mount-    over  the  lofty  heights. 

ain  scenery  in  the  country  is  to  bo  seen.  The  ex-  Pine  Orchard  Mountain  is  2,5(»  feet  high,  anil 
{lerienced  tourist  has  taken  up  liis  station  on  the  almost  on  tlie  verge  of  a  precipice  stands  a  hol<  I 
upper  deck  of  the  steamer,  where  he  can  wander  which  can  bo  seen  from  the  lludaon  (twelve  raikj 
about  at  will  and  observe  tho  scenory  on  all  sides,  over  the  plains)  on  a  clear  day.  From  the  hoUl 
From  this  point  of 

observation   he   ob-  

tains  a  view  of  this 
beautiful  mngo  of 
mountains,  wliich 
form  the  termina- 
tion of  a  ridge  of 
the  Appalachian 
range.  Tliia  enters 
tho  State  from 
PenuBjlvania. 

Among  these 
mountain  spurs, 
some  of  which  are 
4,000  feet  higli,  Rip 
Van  Winkle  ia  sup- 
posed to  have  slept 
his  twenty  years' 
sleep.  Here  Cole 
the  artist  and  Bier- 
stadt  found  inspira- 
tion for  the  "  Voy- 
age of  Life,"  "The 
Cross  of  the  World," 
and  otlier  famous 
pictures;  and  at  tho 
mouth  of  tho  Cats- 
kill  River  Henry 
Hudson  anchored 
tho  Half  Moon  on 
the20tli'of  Septem- 
ber, 1609,  when  tlio 
Indians  visited  this 
vessel.  Indian  tra- 
dition has  also  made 
of  the  Catskills 
"faery  ground," 
and  this,  with  the 
^  exception  of  the 
Highlands,  ia  about 
the  only  ground 
American  literature  hiobt  boat  at  the  voot  or  Dtnn«BBKiia. 
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Albany,  the  Green 
Mountaina,  the  Hnd- 
BOD  Highlands  and  the 
Berkshire  Hills  may 
be  seen  on  a  bright 
day.  The  thaader- 
storms  and  annriseB 
are  grand  and  beauti- 
ful here,  and  occa- 
sionally appears  on  a 
foggy  day,  it  is  said, 
an  apparition  like  the 
"Spectre  of  Broclc- 
en,"  Near  Sunset 
Bock,  which  is  rench- 
ed  by  a  narrow  path 
along  the  side  of  one 
of  tho  mountains 
(thousands  of  feet 
above  a  deep  ravine), 
the  view  is  snperb. 
Near  this  place  is  the 
largest  and  finest 
mountain  hotel  in  the 
world.  There  are 
many  beautifal  falls, 
and  romantic  nioes- 
lined  brooks  abonnd 
in  the  Catskills. 
Stony  Clove,  a  narrow 
pass  between  two 
mountains  3,000  feet 
high,  was  a  few  years 
ago  as  wild  and  bean* 
tiful  a  spot  aa  one 
coald  wish  to  see. 
Anglers  in  this  Tictn- 
ity  would  place  their 
fish  in  crevicea  in  the 
rocks  where  ice  could 
be  fonnd  the  year 
round.  The  comfort- 
loving  American  has 
spoiled  the  scenery 
by  a  railroad  which 
has  done  away  with  alt 
its  former  romantic 
beanty. 

A  promiscnons 
crowd  awaits  the  boat 
at  the  Catekill  Land- 
ing, altliongh  the  fe- 
male school  teacher, 
young  and  old,  ia  here 
"by  a  large  major- 
ity." Board  in  the 
Catskills  may  be  ob- 
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tained  ae  low  as  five 
dollars  per  week,  so 
the  impecnnions 
trainer  of  tiie  jonng 
idea  economizes  wliila 
she  recnperatea.  A  a 
the  people  paes aboard 
the  steamer  ett  route 
for  New  York  one  is 
amueed  by  the  difEer- 
eace  In  their  appear- 
ance, for  the  line  of 


■ch     inchidee 


the 


village  dame,  in  her 
"  Sunday  go  to  meet- 
ing," off  on  a  visit  to 
a  city  consin  ;  tlie 
aristocratic  occupant 
of  a  villa  going  back 
to  town  ;  the  country 
doctor  in  a  thread- 
bare suit ;  the  country 
yokels  with  clodhop- 
per shoes  that  made 
the  board  floors  ring 
in  the  money  musk 
away  back  in  the 
mountains ;  the  farm- 
er off  to  make  a  deal 
on  hay  grown  between 
the  Hudson  and  the 
■Catskills  (a  plain 
twelve  miles  wide), 
and  the  city  girl  who 
has  been  "  rusticat- 
ing" and  now  goes 
back  to  town  brown 
as  a  berry  and  with 
her  arms  full  of  ferns, 
golden-rod,  decorated 
horns  and  the  invaria- 
ble alpenstock. 

The  village  of  Cats- 
kill  is  quite  a  place 
There  are  many  pretty 
Tillaa,  and  here  reside 
the  ;ear  round  some 
charming  people 
Among  the  enmnier 
residents  are  Mrs 
General  Badeau  and 
her  sister.  The  line 
oi  demarcation  in  the 
society  at  Catskill  is 
very  strong,  and  the 
■octal  element  may  be 
said  to  be  divided  into 
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Qppertendoin,  the  upper  middle,  tlic  iniddlo  mid- 
dle and  the  lower  middle. 


Aiicram    Cieuk, 


finest  conntrj  seats  on  t)ie 
rirer,  TUe  Livingston 
family  are  one  of  the  old- 
est families  in  the  State. 
The  original  Livingston 
Manor  was  built  before  the 
Revolution. 

At  Barrytown,  a  little 
further  down  the  river,  is 
the  country  seat  of  the 
wife  of  General  Mont- 
gomery, who  fell  iu  Ilia 
ussanlt  on  Quebec.  The 
Astor  family  also  have  a 
country  seat  here,  named 
Kokeby. 

Kingston  and  Hondoiit 
are  old  towns,  the  former 
having  been  settled  by  iho 
Dutch  over  two  hundred 
years  ago.  Here  a  spy  was 
surprised  with  the  dispaicli 
(inclosed  iu  asilver  buliet) 
from  Cliutou  to  Burgoyue. 
Had  he  not  been  cnuglit 
the  nation  might  not  have 
won  the  victory  they  did 
in  the  battle  of  Saratoga. 
I  saw  at  Itondout  several 
years  ago  houses  one  hun- 
di'ed  years  old  which  were 
thickly  covered  with  the 
moss  of  time. 

At  Hyde  Park,  just  be- 
low, are  many  old  country 
seats,  notably  that  of  James 
K.  Paulding,  one  of  the 
pioneers  of  American  lit- 
erature, 

Further  down,  seventy- 
five  miles  from  New  York, 
is  tlie  largest  city  between 
it  and  Albany.  This  is 
Poughkeepsie.  It  dates 
from  the  seventeenth  cent- 
ury and  has  eight  educa- 
tional iustitutiona,  among 
them  tlio  celebrated  Vassar 
College,  the  leading  female 
institution  of  the  world. 
This  Ecmiuary  waa  found- 
ed by  Matthew  Vassar,  a 
citizen  of  Poughkeeiwie.  The  college  building, 
modeled  after  the  Tuileries,  covers  50,000  square 


Catakill,   is    the    place    feet,  the  main  building  being  500  feet  long.     It 


where  stood  tlio  original  Livingston  Manor.  Clare- 
niont,  which  now  occupies  this  site,  is  one  of  the 


accommodates  350  young  ladies,  who  are  obliged 
to  pass  a  severe  course  before  graduating. 
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The  first  stone  bnilding  at  PoaglikeepBio  wns 
bailt  bj  BaltuaYan  Kleet,  n  Dutch  settler,  and 
it  remained  stauding  one  hundred  and  thirty 
yeara,  wlieii  it  was  tora  down  to  make  room  for 
improTementa.  The  bridge  across  the  Hudson  at 
Poughkeepsie  is  one  of  the  finest  in  the  world.  An 
important  event  which  took  plnce  at  PoiighkeepBJo 
was  the  meeting  of  the  State  Convention  for  tho 
ratification  of  tim  Federal  Coiistittitiou,  in  which 
Governor  Clinton,  John  Jay  and  Alexander  Ham- 


ilton took  part.  Below  Poughkeepaie  is  Milton 
Ferry,  only  known  as  tlie  place  where  the  chain 
was  forged  which  was  stretched  across  the  Hud- 
son during  Revolutionary  times  at  Fort  Mont- 
gomery, lower  down  the  river. 

Newburg,  now  a  thriving  town  (300  feet  above 
the  HiidBon),  was  tho  scene  during  the  Revolution 
of  many  stirring  events.  Wasliington'a  Head- 
quarters at  this  place  (an  old  gray  stone  mnueion) 
is  tho  property  of  the  State.    The  house  was  built 


HORTAR  PBACTtCB  AT  WM«T  POINT. 
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ii)  1750,  and  is  noted  ns  the  plnco  where  the  army 
fiiiiilly  (liebanded  at  the  close  of  tlie  war,  June 
23il,  1783.  It  is  well  worth  a  visit,  for  within  its 
walls  is  the  room  with  the  seven  doora  where 
Wiishin^ton  and  his  generals  held  their  confer- 
ences, witii  many  interesting  war  relics — such  as 
antique  chairs;  a  fine  large  fireplace  with  brass 
andirons  (where  doubtless  Washington  frequently 
warmed  his  feet) ;  small,  old-fashioned,  tinkling 
pianos,  on  which  the  wives  of  officers  whiled  away 
ninnv  anxious  hours ;  old  Hessian  boots  fit  for  a 
giant,  etc.  On  the  common  are  old  cannons  and 
many  war  trophies.  Henry  Hndaon  said  of  the 
scenery  at  this  point,  "It  is  as  beautiful  a  land 
as  one  can  tread  on  ;  a  place  to  build  a  town  on." 
At  Newburg  the  Highlands  end. 

Fishkill,  on  the  opposite  bank,  connects  by 
terry  with  Newburg.  TheVerplauck  House,  two 
miles  north  of  the  landing,  is  interesting  as  hav- 
ing been  the  headquarters  of  Baron  Stenben,  of 
Revolutionary  fame. 

Just  below  Newburg,  and  between  It  and  Corn- 
wall, is  "Idlewild,"  the  home  of  the  late  N.  P. 
Willis,  the  poet.    It  ia  a  picturesque  park.    Along 


the  side  of  a  deep  ravine  is  a  winding  road  from 
which  I  caught  occasional  glimpses  of  the  Hud- 
eon.  Moodna  Creek,  not  far  below,  was,  during 
Revolutionary  times,  the  scene  of  iiri  Indian 
massacre,  although  it  is  hard  to  believe,  when 
looking  upon  its  calm  surface,  strewn  with  poijd 
lilies,  that  the  spot  conld  have  been  so  desecrated. 
Its  present  name  was  given  it  by  N.  P.  Willis. 
The  former  name  was  Murderer's  Creek. 

Cornwall  is  a  summer  and  fall  resort  of  note. 
It  was  the  home  of  the  lnt«  £.  P.  Roe,  the  noveU 
ist,  who  took  much  pleasure  in  the  care  of  his  fine 
nnrseries,  in  which  lie  cultivated  stnall  fruits. 
The  Storm  King  (1.500  feet  high)  is  just  below 
Cornwall.  The  Dutch  called  it  Bntterberg.  Near 
by  is  Cro'nest,  the  scene  of  Drake's  "  Cnlprit  Fay." 

At  Cold  Spring,  on  the  opposite  bank,  is  "  Vn- 
dercliS,"  the  home  of  the  late  George  P.Morris, 
so  well  known  as  the  author  of  "  Woodman,  Spare 
that  Tree."  He  was  the  intimate  friend  and  as- 
sociate  of  N.  P.  Willis. 

Next  on  the  list,  and  in  the  very  bosom  of  the 
Highlands,  is  West  Point ;  and  what  a  recollection 
of  happy  days  gone  by  it  bringsl     Small  wonder 
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girls  like  to  go  to  Weat  Point.     Ererytliing  about  Born  1740,"  irith  fii'rowg  in  the  stone  as  if  the 

the  place  ia  romautic,  sentimental,  and  therefore  inscription  haj  been  cut  out. 

it  appeals  to  the  jonng.     The  scenery  is  charm-  On  the  sward  near  the  parade  ground  are  sec- 

ing ;  tlie  military  atmosphere,  fascination  ;  Flir-  tions  of  the  chain  which  was  stretched  across  the 

tntioii  Walk,   deliglitf ul ;    the  regular  hops   are  river  during  the  Revolntion.     They  surround  the 

plensant,  and   all   here  ia  merry  as   a  marriage  brass  mortars  taken  from  General  Burgoyne  at 

bell.     The  prosaic  name  for  "Flirtation  Walk"  Saratoga.     The  old  furnace  which  was  used   to 

ie  Chain  Battery,  noted  in  Revolntionary  times  as  cost  cannon  during  the  Revolution  ia  still  shown, 

the  place  where  the  chain  was  stretched  acrosa  A  winding  road  leads  to  the  cemetery,  where  sev- 

tlie  Hudfioii  to  prevent  tlie  English  from  passing  eral  monuments  are  to  be  seen — among  them  the 

np  the  river.     "Fort  Put"  (Fort  Putnam),  on  Cadet3'3fonnment,uponwhichaniimber  of  names 

Mount  Independence,  looks  down  upon  the  parade  are  inscribed.     The  remnins  of  General  Winfield 

ground,  where  cadets  have  guard  mounting  in  the  Scott  rest  in  a  massive  sarcophaguB,  not  far  from 

morning  and  dress  paratie  in  the  afternoon,  the  graves  of  Brigadier  General  Bowers  and  Geii- 

The  site  of  West  Point  commands  one  of  the  eral  Robert  Anderson,     Near  "  Officers'  Row"  is 

finest  river  passes  in  the  country.     The  fort  and  a  bronze  statue  erected   to  Major  General  John 

chain  stretched  acrosa  the  river  were  captured  hy  Sedgwick,  and  by  it  is  an  obelisk  to  the  memory 

the  British  in  1777  (two  years  after  it  was  decided  of  Lieutenant  Colonel  E.  W,  V/ood,  who  fell  at 

that  at  AVeet  Point  should  be  established  a  miii-  Port  Erie,  Canada,  1814. 

tary  post),  but  were  abandoned  after  Bnrgoyne's  Just  below  West  Point  are  Buttermilk  Falls, 

surrender.     Stronger  works  were  then  erected  hy  and  back  of  these  at  Highland  Falls  are  many 

Continental  forces,  and  these  Arnold  bargained  to  fine  residences — among  them  the  summer  home  of 

betray.     His  scheme,  however,  was  foiled  by  the  the  Hon.  John  Bigolow,  ex-Minister  to   France 

capture  of  Andre.     West  Point  (situated  on  a  and  the  author  of  a  work  on  Benjamin  Franklin. 

bluff  180  feet  above  the  river)  is  a  bnlwnrk  of  the  Here  his  charming  daughters  entertain  delight- 

n:it,ion  in  moio  senses  than  one.     Near  by  are  the  fully  at  their  cozy  but  unpretentious  cottage, 

ruins  of  Forts  Clinton  and  Montgomery,  on  op-  Peekskill,  where  tlie  State  Camp  meets,  ia  a 

posite  aides  of  Popolokeii  Creek.    Tliey  were  con-  town  of  7,000  inhabitants.    It  was  settled  in  1764 

structed  at  the  beginning  of  the  Revolntion  (in  by  John  Peek,  a  Dutch  navigator.     Here  Genenil 

1775),  and  played  an  important  part,  nnder  Gen-  Putnam  mode  his  headquarters  In  1777,  and  heio 

erala  George  and  James  Clinton,  in  1777.  it  was  he  caused  the  spy  Palmer  to  be  hung.  Near 

The  cadet  barrack  is  built  in  the  style  of  the  Peekskill  is  the  Tan  Courtlandt  Manor  House,  ttro 
ancient  Tudora.  It  contains  176  rooms,  136  of  miles  north  of  the  town  ;  here  still  stands  tlio 
which  are  occupied  by  cadets.  The  quarters  are  bouse  in  wliich  General  Washington  had  his  head- 
no  more  elegant  than  their  summer  tents,  but  all  quarters,  Jnat  beyond  is  old  St  Peter's  Church 
is  neat  as  wax,  although  the  cadets  are  obliged  to  (erected  in  1767),  where  he  worshiped.  Many 
be  their  own  chamber  maids.  They  are  supposed  heroes  are  buried  in  the  cemetery  surrounding  the 
to  be  sleeping  the  sleep  of  the  just  by  ten  o'clock,  church.  Here,  also,  a  monument  is  erected  to 
but  if  what  I  have  been  told  (by 
the  boys  themselves — pretty  good 
authority,  you  will  say)  is  true, 
they  indulge  in  many  a  midnight 
revel,  or  what  they  call  a  "  midnight 
hush."  The  observatory,  the  !ib- 
niry,  the  chapel  and  mess  halt  are 
fine  buildings.  In  the  last  named 
the  commencement  ball  and  the 
"28th"  ball  take  place,  and  here 
also  the  cadets  do  away  with  "salt 
horse"  and  "slummer  gretchen," 
as  they  call  stews  and  corned  beef. 
The  chapel  contains  trophies  of  the 
Revolution,  and  tablets  bearing  in 
gilt  letters  the  names  of  generals 
who  took  part  in  the  Revolution, 
Benedict  Arnold's  has  only  the 
irords,    "  Major     General    , 
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lohn   Paulding,   ono    of  the    captors  of   Mujor 
Andre. 

Opposite  Peekskill  (reached  by  ferry),  at  the 
toot  ot  the  Duiiderberg  Moimtnin,  ia  Caldtvell'a 
Landing,  memorable  for  tlie  costly  but  futile 
aearch  after  the  treuBUVes  which  the  famous  Cap- 
tain KidJ  was  supposed  to  have  secreted  at  tlte 
bottom  of  the  river.  Remains  of  apparatus  used 
for  the  purpose  of  raising  the  gold,  etc.,  are  still 


visible.  We  hope  that  the  stock  company  irho 
sunk  their  money  in  trying  to  raise  something 
(they  scarcely  knew  what)  gained  that  tatuable 
commodity  common  sense,  if  they  found  nothing 
else  in  the  enterprise. 

On  the  east  side  (and  tunneled  for  300  feet  of 
its  length  by  the  Hndson  Hirer  Road)  is  Anthony's 
Noae  (1,128  feet  high),  so  called  by  Peter  Stuy- 
vesant  because  of  a  fnnny  incident  which  is  sup- 
posed to  have  hap- 
pened to  the  nose  o[ 
his  pet  trnmpeter  nt 
this  place.  N'ear  by 
the  river  makes  ono 
of  its  beautiful 
curves.  This  bend 
is  called  "  Tlie 
llace." 

Lying  in  the  river 
is  lona  Island,  300 
aci'es  In  extent.  It 
is  situated  upon  the 
dividing  line  of  tem- 
perature. The  ef- 
fects of  the  climate 
on  the  vegetation 
are  plainly  visible. 

Kot  f.ir  below  is 
Beverly  Dock,  near 
the  Beverly  House, 
both  identified  with 
onr  history.  It  was 
at  Beverly  House 
that  Arnold  was 
breakfasting  with 
Colonel  Beverly 
Robinsonwheuncws 
came  of  the  arrest 
of  Andr6,  and  it 
was  from  the  wharf 
near  by  that  ha 
made  his  escape  to 
the  British  vessel 
(the  Vulture),  an- 
chored in  the  stream 
below. 

Stony  Point  was  in 
Revolutionary  times 
capped  by  a  fort. 
TI19  site  is  now  oc- 
cupied by  a  light- 
house. The  fort 
was  retaken  from 
the  British  by  Mad 
Anthony  in  half  an 
hour,  but  relin- 
.  quished  for  want  of 
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Sing  Sing  is  beloir  Croton  Poiut.  Its  name  is 
derived  from  the  Indian  Ossining,  meaning  "  stone 
upon  stone."  Charming  resiUenccB  crown  its 
heights  and  loolc  down  upon  the  rlTcr,  which  at 
this  point  leaches  its  greatest  bi-eadth.  Three- 
quarters  of  a  mile  above  the  village  is  the  State's 
Prison,  which  has  become  world-famous.  It 
was  founded  in  183G.  The  buildings,  which  are 
immense  structures,  have  been  built  by  convicts, 
material  used  being  taken  from  quarries  near  at 
hand.  The  main  building  is  4S4  feet  long  and 
contains  1,200  cells,  Tho  Women's  Prison  stands 
to  the  east.  It  is  built  of  marble  and  has  108 
cella.  Prisoners  ore  employed  in  the  manufacture 
of  shoes,  whips,  saddles  and  clothing. 

Tarrytowu,  on  the  east  shore,  below  Sing  Sing, 


Pmi-TPBK  HAKOB,  TONKXItS. 


a  force  sufficiently  large  to  keep  it.  Henry  Hud- 
son is  said  to  have  anchored  tiie  Hd^f  Moon  here 
once  upon  a  time. 

Near  Haverstraw  on  the  west  shore  (on  Trea- 
son Hill)  stands  the  house  of  Joshua  Hett  Smith, 
where  Andre  and  Benedict  Arnold  met  to  ar- 
range the  terms  of  surrender  of  West  Point.  The 
Croton  River  enters  the  Hudson  uear  this  place 
on  tlie  east  shore.  Six  miles  up  the  stream  ia 
tlie  famons  Croton  Lake  which  supplies  New 
York  city  with  water.  The  water  is  formed  by 
n  dam  250  feet  long,  40  feet  high  and  70  in 
thickness  at  the  bottom.  Tlio  water  is  conducted ' 
from  the  lake  by  an  aqueduct  40  miles  long,  by 
16-tunnel8  and  over  24  bridges.  There  areventi- 
bitors  at  every  mile,  and  atone  towers  15  feet  high. 
Over  90,000,000  gallons  of  water  pour  into  the 
aqueduct  for  the  collecting  reMrvoira  every  day. 
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rel'giona  edifice  in  tlie 
State.  It  is  an  old 
Dutch  cliiircli,  and  its 
erection  dates  back  to 
the  year  1699.  Close 
by  it  is  the  cemetery 
where  Washington 
Irving  is  buried.  The 
famous  "Sunnyside," 
the  home  of  this  cele- 
brated author,  is  a 
stone  structure  witii 
many  gables,  embow- 
ered in  ivy,  the  earlier 
slips  of  which  were 
presented  to  Irving  bj 
Sir  Walter  Scott  at 
Abbotsford.  The  or- 
iginal house  was  built 
by  Wolfert  Acker,  a 
privy  councilor  of 
Peter  Stuyvessnt,  and 
bears  over  the  door 
the  inscription,  "Last 
in  Rust "  (pleasure  iu 
quiet).  Irving  made 
this  house  th«  subject 
of  one  of  his  moat 
hia  work  entitled  "  Wolf- 


is  historic  and  beautiful.     The  homes  of  some  of    charming  sketches 
our  wealthiest  and  most  distiuguished  people  are    ert's  Roost." 

in  or  near  the  town.  TKe  Gould  family  have  the  The  old  bridge  famons  through  Ichabod  Ci-ane 
old  Paulding  place  by  the  river.  It  had,  several  is  not  far  froin  the  old  Dutch  church.  Tarry- 
years  ago  (when  I  drove  through  it),  many 
fine  greenhouses.  In  its  grounds  were  beau- 
tiful statues  of  the  "human  form  divine," 
images  of  the  fleet  deer  and  other  animals. 
The  house  is  fine,  but  not  as  pretentious  as 
one  would  supjiose.  I  recently  heard  some 
people  talking  about  Jay  Gould  on  a  Hudson 
River  steamer,  and  I  was  amused  at  a  wise 
man  in  the  crowd  who  pointed  out  "The 
Castle  "as  the  home  of  the  well-known  mil- 
lionaire. "The  Castle"  is  a  "white  ele- 
phant," which  frequently  changes  owners.  It 
is  situated  on  the  hill,  while  Jay  Gould's 
place  is  nearer  the  river.  All  hands  were 
satisfied,  however,  with  the  information  they 
got,  so  no  harm  was  done. 

The  Field  family  own  a  superb  place  on 
"The  Heights."  The  Rockefeller  family, 
within  a  few  years,  bought  the  Aapinwall 
place,  formerly  owned  by  General  Aspinwall. 

Just  above  Tarrytown,  upon  a  promon- 
tory, is  Paulding  Manor,  one  of  the  finest 
specimens  of  pointed  Tudor  style  of  archi- 
tecture in  the  country. 

On   the  Sleepy  Hollow  Road  is  the  oldest 
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town,  like  all  this  region,  ie  historically  identified 
witli  the  story  of  Arnold  aud  Andr^.  The  spot 
upoD  which  Andr^  was  arrested  is  now  within  the 
town,  and  near  Tarrytown  is  a  mouutnent  which 
commemorates  the  event. 

Three  miles  south  of  Piermont,  opposite  Tarry- 
town,  is  Tappan,  interesting  as  Washington's 
headquarters  at  one  time  during  the  Revolution, 
aud  as  the  spot  where  Andrg  was  imprisoned  and 
executed. 

At  Dobbs  Ferry  the  British  gathered  after  the 
battle  of  White  Plains  ;  and  liei-e,  in  1777,  a  divis- 
ion of  the  American  Army,  nuder  General  Lin- 
coln, was  encamped.  The  Philipse  estate  was 
formerly  situated  here,  but  was  afterward  owned 
by  the  Livingston  family. 

Hastings,  where  Washington  had  his  bead- 
quarters  in  17tJ3,  is  noted  as  the  place  from  which 
Cornwallis  and  his  arrtly  {after  the  fall  of  Fort 
Washington)  crossed  the  river  to  attack  Fort  Lee 
on  the  opposite  shore — on  the  Palisades. 

Yonkers,  on  the  east  bank  of  the  Hndson,  sev- 
enteen miles  from  M'ew  York,  is  famous  aa  the 
home  of  the  Philipse  family,  of  which  was  Mary 
Pliilipae,  the  first  love  of  Washington.  The 
Manor  House,  a  spacious  stone  building,  was  built 
ill  1683.  It  is  still  to  bo  seen,  being  now  a  busi- 
ness place.  East  of  the  Manor  House  is  Locust 
Hill,  where  the  American  troops  were  encamped 
in  1781.  The  Manor  of  Colondouck,  comprising 
S,400  acres,  and  in  colonial  days  the  property  of 
Patroon  Van  der  Donck,  was  the  original  site  of 
this  town.  Its  present  population  is  30,000,  al- 
though it  was  orig- 
inally only  a  small 
Dutch  settlement 
with  an  Indian  set- 
tlement hard  by. 
Forty  years  ago  the 
Hudson  Road  was 
built,  aud  then  the 
town  expanded  and 
became  what  may 
be  called  an  annex 
of  New  York. 
Among  the  resi- 
dents here  are  the 
Moroeini  family 
and  some  members 
of  the  Gouverneur 
Morris  family. 
Grey  stone,  which 
belonged  to  Gov- 
ernor Tilden,  is  a 
fine  place — situat- 
ed near  the  river, 
where   the  Qo?- 


eruor  used  to  anchor 
his  yacht;  but  two 
years  ago,  when  I 
drove  through  it,  the 
grounds  showed  signs 
of  great  neglect. 
"Fonthill,"  once  the 
home  of  Edwin  For- 
rest, is  now  the  prop- 
erty of  the  Sisters  of 
Charity,  who  have 
charge  of  Mount  St. 
Vincent,  a  convent  at 
Yonkers. 

Below  Yonkers  is 
Biverdale,  where  a 
number  of  wealthy 
people  reside.  Near 
it  is  Spuyten  Duyvil 
Creek,  which  is  the 
northern  boundary  of 
Manhattan.  In  Bevo- 
lutiouary  times  stir- 
ring events  took  place 

here.  Fort  Washington  is  located  at  One  Hnn- 
dred  and  Eighty-first  Street,  New  York.  Some 
fine  residences  are  to  be  seen  here,  and  during 
the  Revolution  it  was  the  scene  of  many  engage- 
ments between  the  Americans  and  the  British. 

Ten  miles  up  the  river,  crowning  the  lofty  brow 
of  the  Palisades,  is  Fort  Lee,  occupying  the  site 
of  the  Revolutionary  fortification  which  was  the 
scene  of  heavy  disaster  to  American  arms. 


I  uidbI  was  tbibd. 
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The  Palieades  series  of  grand  precijiicea  loom  but  famoiiB  iron-plated  batter;  with  which  he 

800  feet  higli  and  stretch  an  nnbroken  line  along  hoped  to  create 'a  rerolutiou  m   naval   warfare, 

the  river  bank  for  more  than  twenty  milea.  Not  far  above  Stevens  Point  Hamiltoa  and  Burr 

Od  the  east  aide,  at  One  Hundred  and  Twenty-  met  in  a  fatal  encounter  in  1804. 
second   Street,  is   Biverside   Park    and   Qeneral        Many  people  to  whom  time  ia  not  money  drive 


MKW  VOKK  CITY. 


Grant's  Tomh.     Lower  down  the  river  on  the  from  New  York  to  Albany  by  way  of  Broadway 

Jersey  aide,  opposite  Twenty-third  Street,  New  on  the  cast  shore  of  tlie  river.     This  avcniie  el- 

York,  is  the  residence  of  tlie  lato  R.  L.  Stevens,  tends  along  the  bank  of  tbe  Hudson  in  almost  a 

once  principal  owner  of  all  the  laud  in  tbis  vicin-  stratgitt  line,  and  is  beantiful  as  to  ecenerv  and 

ity,  and  distinguished  for  several  inventions  in  full  of  historic  interest.     Such  a  drive  ia  in  every 

steam  navigation,  among  which  is  the  unfinished  way  delightful. 


'  IN  THE  SHADOW  OF  THB  TKEEB— BHB 


ONE    CHRISTMAS    EVE. 

liy  Etta  W.  Pierce. 
A  GiitL  stood  at  tlio  door,  witli  a  red  rag  of  a        "  In  Heaven's  name,  who   is  that  creature  ?" 
shaivl  pinned  across  lier  bosom,  and  in  a  shrill    said  Cedric. 

voice  Bang  :  His  easy  cliair,  pushed  into  the  bow  window, 

'' '  Cnrol,  brotbera,  carol :  enrol  joytnlly.  commanded  a  view  of  the  garden  walk  and  the 

Carol  the  good  tiding* :  carol  merrily,  singer.     His  crntch  leaned  against  the  wall  be- 

v"^  n"^JL,^'^«''  '^'^"""  side  him ;  his  blond  head  rested  languidly  i.pou 
For  all  good  Christun  men.  .'.,,,•  o        j     i 

Carol,  brother.,  carol,  »  cnmson  Bilk  cushion. 

Cbrutmoa  comes  •gain.'"  "I  haven't  an  idea,"  I  answered,  as  I  put  I'ro 
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Inst  tonches  to  the  Ghriatiniw.pine  above  the  high 
carved  mantel.  ''A  tramp,  evidently.  Do  you 
like  the  effect  of  ChriBtmas  roses  in  silver  bowls, 
Cedric  ?  It's  rather  frigid,  is  it  not  ?  And  to- 
day we  want  everything  bright  and  cheerful 
here.'' 

**  Arrange  your  roses  in  silver  bowls,  or  in  iron- 
bontid  buckets,  just  as  yoo  like,  Beth,"  answered 
Cedric,  peevislily.  ''I  hate  weddings — they  are 
even  worse  than  bn  rials.  Cunnot  you  sec  that 
you  are  all  riding,  roughshod,  over  my  heart  ?" 

**  *  Hearing  angel  mosic, 

Discord  snre  moat  ceoao. 
Who  daro  bate  hia  brother 
On  tbia  day  of  peace  V  '* 

shouted  the  unkempt  singer  at  the  door. 

The  shrill  notes  stabbed  like  pins  through  my 
ears. 

'^I  never  heard  anything  so  unpleasant/'  I 
said.     "  I  will  go  out  and  send  her  away." 

''  Better  take  her  to  the  kitchen  and  give  her 
food  and  drink,  like  a  Christian,"  replied  Cedric. 
''  Her  voice  has  a  hungry  ring — she  is  probably 
famished." 

He  raised  himself  on  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and 
looked  out  at  the  figure  before  the  door. 

The  bleak  December  wind  was  blowing  through 
the  girl's  thin  gown.  Her  face,  which  bore  traces 
of  what  the  French  call  'Hho  beauty  of  the 
devil,"  was  livid  now  with  cold,  and  perhaps  ill- 
ness. She  turned  a  ])air  of  big,  hollow  black  eyes 
to  the  bow  window,  and  stared  back  at  Cedric,  in 
a  sort  of  dumb  entreaty.  He  grew  suddenly  in- 
terested. 

**  She  is  the  image  of  despair  I"  ho  cried.  ^*  I 
feel  a  fellowship  with  her  I  Oo,  Beth,  bring  her 
in — give  her  meat  and  drink,  and  whatever  else 
you 'may  have  at  your  cursed  marriage  feast.  Go, 
I  say.  Though  a  cripple,  am  I  not  the  master  of 
the  house  ?" 

Cedric  was  the  most  unreasonable  of  human 
beings.  I  was  always  afraid  of  him  when  he  was 
in  his  dark  moods.  I  dropped  my  red  poinsettia 
blossoms  and  Catherine  Mermet  roses,  and  ran 
out  of  the  room. 

But  a  third  person  had  heard  the  singer,  and 
as  I  reached  the  hall,  lo  !  there  was  Jacquita, 
gliding  down  the  shining,  shallow  stair  —  Jac- 
quita, with  her  dusky  hair  and  creamy  skin  and 
great  Southern  eyes — she  whoso  bridal  had  filled 
our  old  Plymouth  house  witii  bustle  and  expecta- 
tion. When  one  looked  at  Jacquita  one  thought 
of  nightingales  and  magnolia  blossoms — of  bal- 
conies smothered  in  tropic  vines,  and  purple  skies 
slumberous  with  stars. 

For  years  we  hud  been  classmai^es  in  a  young 


ladies'  schooL  She  was  of  the  hot  South,  I  of  the 
cold  North.  Yet  we  loved  each  other  devoted  1  v. 
Prond  was  I  when,  at  the  end  of  our  school  days, 
Jacquita  came,  an  honored  guest,  to  the  old 
house  overlooking  the  gray  waste  of  Plymouth 
Bay — proud  was  I  when  all  hearts  went  down  be- 
fore her  there,  and  that  gal  hint  sailor.  Captain 
Dacre  Holme,  hastened  to  lay  himself  and  liis 
future  at  her  lovely  feet;  and  alas!  sad  was  I 
when  I  fonnd  tliat  she  had  also  mode  wild  havoc 
of  my  poor  crippled  Cedric's  peace. 

'^  That  girl  looks  sick  and  heartbroken,"  said 
Jacquita,  as  she  stepped  lightly  down  into  tiie 
hall.  ''From  the  room  overhead  I  watched  her 
as  she  ctune  up  the  street — she  was  staggering: 
•from  weakness.  I  want  to  give  her  a  piece  of 
money." 

And  she  opened  her  hand,  and  showed  a  little 
gleam  of  gold  on  the  pink  palm. 

**  Very  well,"  I  answered.  **She  will  not  be 
likely  to  refuse  it." 

Jacquita  flung  back  the  hall  door.  The  world 
is  full  of  queer  contrasts.  Sharp  indeed  was  that 
betwixt  the  pinched,  shivering  wayfarer  at  the 
threshold  and  the  bride  expectant  standing  there 
in  her  rose-colored  tea  gown,  all  delicate  lace  and 
aii7  ribbons — breathing  out  beauty,  high  breed- 
ing, happiness,  as  a  flower  exhales  perfume.  The 
eyes  of  the  vagrant  fell  on  her  with  an  expression 
that  I  shall  never  forget.  An  unspeakable  liatrcd 
and  despair  blended  in  the  look — something  more 
than  the  natural  antipathy  of  the  inferior  to  the 
superior,  of  poverty  to  wealtii,  of  wretchedness  to 
joy. 

"  Here  is  a  Christmas  gift  for  you,  poor  girl," 
said  Jacquita;  and  she  held  out  the  glittering 
gold  piece. 

A  wicked  look  flashed  into  the  wavfarer's  face. 
She  took  the  money,  spat  on  it,  flung  it  on  the 
ground.  Then,  seeing  my  rising  wrath,  she 
snatched  it  again  and  slipped  it  into  her  pocket. 

''  For  luck  !"  she  mumbled,  in  apology  for  her 
strange  action,  and  then  added,  curtly,  reluc- 
tantly :  **  Thank  yon,  miss." 

**  Have  yon  traveled  fur  ?"  asked  Jacquita. 

''Agood  bit,"  replied  the  girl. 

"And  where  are  you  g(Ung  now?" 

"To  find  my  mar.,"  sullenly. 

"  Dear  mo  !  is  vour  man  lost  ?"  I  said,  over 
Jacquita's  shoulder. 

She  scowled  darkly. 

**  Yes,  he's  lost,  miss.  He  promised  to  marry 
me,  but  he  went  away — he  didn't  keep  his  word 
— I'm  looking  for  him." 

Jacquita  gave  me  a  warning  glance,  and  drew 
back  a  little  from  the  girl.  Being  young  and 
thoughtless,  I  was  about  to  say,  "No  faithless 
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lover  would  dare  seek  ehelter  in  ibis  old  Puritan 
town/'  but  sornetbing  in  the  pale,  pincbed  face 
checked  me ;  I  simply  bent  and  whispered  to 
Jacquitii : 

"Cedric  says  she  must  be  brought  in  and  fed, 
and  Cedric's  wbims  are  law." 

With  tliat  I  led  the  girl  to  the  kitchen  and  di- 
rected t))o  servants  to  provide  for  her  needs. 
Then  1  went  back  to  the  parlor  and  Cedric. 

Jacqnita  was  there  before  me,  standing  in  the 
bow  window  beside  his  easy  chair. 

As  I  entered  I  heard  Cedric  say : 

^' You  ought  to  be  married  among  myrtles  and 
orange  blossoms,  Jacquita — not  in  this  frozen 
land  of  the  Pilgrims.  Could  anything  be  more 
dreary  than  that  bay  yonder,  with  tlie  sky  shnt- 
tinir  down  on  it  like  the  lid  of  a  leaden  coffin,  and 
Bug  Ligiit  making  a  black  blot  on  its  gloom  V 

Jacqnita  smiled  tremuloasly  as  she  answered  : 

''Ah  !  I  am  like  a  migmtfng  bird,  that  has 
found  the  land  of  the  stranger  so  dear,  he  no 
longer  cares  to  return  to  his  own  !" 

Cedric's  thin  face  grew  white. 

"  *  The  land  of  the  stranger  *  means  the  land  of 
Dacre  Holme,"  he  sneered.  **You  love  New 
England  for  his  sake." 

"For  your  sake  also,  and  for  Beth's,"  she  in- 
sisted ;  "and  now,  as  I  go  away,  I  want  you  to 
forgive  me  for  the  pain  I  have  made  you  snflFer, 
Cedric."  Tears  glistened  in  her  large  eyes.  "Say 
that  you  do  not  blame  me,  because — because " 

"  Because  you  could  not  love  a  cripple,  Jac- 
quita ?    Do  not  hesitate  to  speak  the  words  !" 

"  How  hard  and  bitter  you  are  !  There  is  one 
thing  more  :  Say  that  you  will  forget  me  soon — 
very  soon,  Cedric." 

He  winced,  as  though  she  had  touched  an  open 
wound. 

"Forgive  you  ?"  he  said.  "Freely,  Jacquita. 
Tlie  kick  of  a  horse  placed  me  helpless  in  this 
chair.  Had  I  been  like  other  men  I  should  have 
won  you — yes,  /  am  not  Dacre  !  As  for  forget- 
ting— well,  I  would  be  glad  to  gratify  any  wish 
of  yours,  but  the  thing  is  impossible — as  well  ask 
the  sea  out  there  to  forget  the  shore." 

Her  soft  eyes  dwelt  sadly,  wistfully  on  his  pale, 
boyish  face.  She  was  about  to  speak  again  when 
I  espied  a  man  advancing  up  the  asphalt  walk — a 
brown  viking,  of  strong  and  supple  mold,  and  a 
bold,  insouciant  beauty  that  all  women  admired. 

"  Dacre  is  coming  !"  I  cried.  "  He  is  at  the 
door  !  Make  haste,  Jacquita,  or  you  will  be  late 
at  your  own  bridal  !" 

Forgetful  of  Cedric,  she  slipped  straightway 
into  the  hall.  We  heard  lips  meeting  lips ;  then 
a  sofr.  uiunnur  : 

'*  How  very  early  you  are  !" 


And  Daore's  deep,  rich  voice  made  ready  an- 
swer : 

"  Would  you  have  me  a  laggard  in  love,  dar- 
ling ?" 

Cedric  turned  to  me  furiously. 

"Shut  the  door  upon  them,  Beth,"  ho  com- 
manded. "  Don't  let  me  listen  to  their  billing 
and  cooing,  or  I  shall  rise  and  brain  Dacre  with 
my  crutch  !" 

I  went  away  soon  after  to  dress  Jacquita  for 
her  bridal.  Guests  came  trooping  in  and  filled 
the  house.  Candles  burned  in  the  sconces,  and 
the  massive  silver  candelabra,  which  our  Pilgrim 
ancestors  had  brought  from  the  Old  World  two 
centuries  before.  Under  an  arch  of  Christmas 
pine,  with  the  mellow  wax  lights  shining  lovingly 
upon  her,  Jacquita,  in  tulle  and  lace  and  satin, 
stood  by  the  side  of  her  bronzed  young  viking, 
and  took  the  vows  which  made  her  his,  and  his 
only,  till  life  shduld  end. 

Throughout  the  ceremony  Cedric  kept  his 
chair  and  made  no  sign.  Now  and  then  I  stole 
an  anxious  glance  toward  him,  but  his  thin  blond 
face  was  in  shadow  and  betrayed  nothing.  She 
was  married — she  was  Dacre's  wife  ! 

Then  followed  a  hubbub  of  congratulations  and 
farewells — a  confusion  of  friendly  tongues ;  and 
presently  Jacquita,  in  a  Paris  traveling  gown, 
with  soft  bands  of  fur  about  her  milky  throat, 
and  eyes  brimming  with  happiness^  came  and 
knelt  by  Cedric's  chair. 

"  Good-by,"  she  eaid,  lifting  her  beautiful  face 
to  his  reluctant  gaze.  "You  may  kiss  me,  Ce- 
dric, if  you  like." 

But  he  turned  his  haggard  young  eyes  away. 

"You  belong  to  Dacre,"  he  answered,  bitterly. 
"  I  do  not  want  to  kiss  you.     Good-by  I" 

Then  Dacre  advanced,  with  the  air  of  a  con- 
queror, and  held  out  a  careless  hand. 

"Good-by,  old  man,"  he  said,  cheerfully  (it  is 
easy  to  be  cheerful  over  the  misfortunes  of  others). 
"  You  must  try  and  forgive  me  for  taking  her 
away.  I  will  do  my  best  to  make  her  happy,  and 
by  and  by  you  may  be  able  to  cast  aside  your 
crutch,  and  sail  with  us  around  the  world.  You 
and  I  are  old  friends,  you  know,  and  Jacqnita 
will  always  look  upon  you  as  a  brother." 

Cedric  set  his  teeth,  but  answered  nothing. 

Wo  saw  thoni  enter  the  carriage  together — both 
young  and  beautiful  and  wildly  happy.  We  flung 
the  rice  and  the  shoes  after  them  ;  the  horses 
pranced  down  the  drive;  the  guests  departed, 
and  Cedric  and  I  were  left  alone. 

Darkness  had  fallen.  The  wind  tore  wildly  up 
and  down  the  curving  Plymouth  shore ;  the  bay 
was  white  with  foam.  I  turned  with  a  shiver  to 
th&lea])ing  wood  iirc. 


756 


ONE  CHRIST3IA8  EVE. 


**  What  a  dreadful  night  for  a  wedding  jour- 
ney !'*  I  said. 

In  the  red  glow  of  the  logs  Cedric's  face  looked 
like  gray  stone. 

"I  like  storms/'  he  said,  savagel}'.  "That 
pair  are  too  happy  to  know  whether  tlie  sun  is 
shining,  or  a  norther  raging  !  For  God's  sake, 
Beth,  sweep  these  flowers  out  of  the  room — their 
odor  stifles  me  !" 

I  understood  his  mood.  The  sight  of  Jac- 
quita's  wedding  roses  was  more  than  he  could 
bear.  I  rang  for  a  maidservant  to  carry  them 
out.  As  she  appeared  a  sudden  memory  seemed 
to  strike  Cedric. 

"  Where,''  he  asked,  quickly,  "  is  the  girl  that 
sang  the  Christmas  carol  at  the  door  ?  Was  she 
warmed  and  fed  as  I  directed  ?" 

*'  Yes,  sir,"  answered  the  maid.  "  Cook  set 
her  a  good  dinner,  and  when  we  were  rushing 
about,  too  busy  to  notice,  she  just  slipped  off, 
without  a  word  of  thanks  to  anybody.  Under  her 
plate,  left  on  the  table,  cook  found  a  gold  piece." 

**  Why,  that  must  have  been  the  money  which 
Jacqniia  gave  her  I"  I  cried.    "How  very  odd  !" 

"Evidently  the  girl  had  a  soul  above  gold 
pieces,"  said  Cedric. 

"Or  a  very  bad  memory,"  I  suggested.  "In 
either  case,  I  hope  cook  was  wise  enough  to  count 
the  spoons  after  her  departure." 

As  soon  as  the  obnoxious  flowers  vanished  I 
drew  a  stool  to  Cedric's  side,  and  sat  down  there 
in  the  light  of  the  blazing  brands.  An  oppressive 
hush  had  fallen  on  the  house.  The  riot  of  wind 
and  sea  alone  disturbed  us.  Cedric's  eyes  were 
fixed  on  the  red  core  of  the  fire — his  heart,  as  I 
well  knew,  was  following  after  the  bridal  carriage 
and  its  freight  of  happiness  aud  hope. 

"She  will  go  with  him  around  the  world, 
Beth  !"  ho  groaned.  "More  than  once  I  have 
heard  her  say  that  she  was  a  bad  sailor — that  she 
cared  nothing  for  the  sea  ;  but  her  love  for  Dacre 
has  changed  all  that.  And  but  for  an  accident, 
Beth — a  blow  from  an  iron  hoof — a  mere  trifle — 
I  would  have  won  her,  in  spite  of  a  hundred 
Dacres — yes,  but  for  that  I  might  have  been  in 
his  place  this  cursed  night !" 

It  was  his  one  bitter,  constantly  recurring 
thought.  I  stroked  the  white  fevered  hand  which 
he  had  laid  on  my  shoulder. 

"I  hope  Dacro  will  make  her  happy," I  sighed. 

"  Ho  will  notr^  answered  Cedric,  fiercelv.  "I 
know  him.  He  is  a  gallant  sailor,  but  shallow, 
selfish,  pleasure-loving — a  dashing,  fickle  rover, 
with  a  sweetheart  in  every  port." 

"Cedric!  Cedric!"  I  protested.  His  jealous 
despair  made  him  unjust. 

"  I  tell  yon  it  is  so,  Beth.    His  passion  for  Jac- 


quita  is  a  noisy  little  brook — mine,  a  deep,  full 
river.  Hark  !"  with  a  nervous  start.  "  What  is 
that  noise  outside  ?    Wheels — carriage  wheels  !'' 

"No — the  wind,  Cedric — only  the  wind." 

"  By  this  time  they  have  reached  the  station, 
Beth — perhaps  they  are  on  the  train,  whirling 
farther  and  farther  from  us — Listen  !  There  \s 
some  one  coming  up  the  walk,  I  say — I  hear  foot- 
steps." 

It  chanced  that  no  one  had  thought  to  lock 
the  main  door  of  the  house  after  the  departure  of 
our  guests.  Now  we  heard  it  open  violently. 
There  was  a  rush  through  the  hall.  A  hand 
flung  aside  the  curtain  at  the  parlor  threshold — 
Cedric  uttered  a  sharp  cry,  and  made  as  if  to  rise 
from  his  chair,  for  there,  before  our  astonished 
eyes,  stood  Jacquita,  the  bride  of  an  hour,  her 
traveling  dress  all  stained  and  disordered,  and 
powdered  with  the  snow  that  was  beginning  to 
fall,  her  face  like  the  face  of  one  who  had  looked 
on  some  ghastly  thing,  and  frozen  with  the  hor- 
ror of  it. 

"In  God's  name,  what  has  happened,  Jac- 
quita ?"  cried  Cedric,  wildly. 

She  held  out  her  hands ;  they  were  red  with 
blood.    Her  white  lips  moved  ;  we  heard  her  say  : 

"  Down  there  at  the  base  of  the  hill,  near  the 
station — in  the  shadow  of  the  trees — she  was 
waiting  for  us — the  girl  who  sang  the  Christinas 
carol  at  the  door.  I  saw  her  by  the  light  of  the 
carriage  lamps.  Something  bright  was  shining 
in  her  hand.  She  wrenched  open  the  carriage 
door — she  glared  in  on  us.  She  hurled  a  ter- 
rible accusation  at  him — at  Dacre — my  husband. 
Then  she  fired,  and  he  fell  back  against  my 
breast.  Look  at  my  hands.  This  blood  is  his. 
They  are  bringing  him  after  me — bringing  him 
here — her  lover,  my  husband — (lead!" 

With  the  last  word  Jacquita  reeled  and  fell, 
face  downward  on  the  floor.  Then  love  for  a 
moment  conquered  the  infirmity  of  the  flesh,  for, 
regardless  of  the  crutch  which  had  been  his  con- 
stant support  for  months  and  years,  Cedric 
leaped  up  from  his  chair,  and  with  a  terrible 
cry  rushed  to  the  widowed  bride,  and  kneeling 
beside  her,  lifted  her  beautiful  stricken  head 
from  the  dust  and  laid  it  upon  his  own  breast. 
«  «  *  *  ^         *  « 

Two  years  later,  in  a  terrific  winter  storm,  an 
English  bark  was  wrecked  on  a  neighboring 
beach.  Several  bodies  drifted  ashore,  and  among 
them  was  a  sailor,  slender,  young,  beardless. 
When  found  by  the  patrol  a  little  life  still  lin- 
gered in  him.  He  was  carried  to  the  station  among 
the  rocks,  and  every  means  which  surf  men  know 
employed  for  his  resuscitation.  Only  once,  how- 
ever, did  the  wild  eyes  of  the  boy  open,  and  then 
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they  chanced  to  fall  upon  Cedric,  who  had  hur- 
ried to  the  scene  of  the  disasfcer^  and  was  stand- 
ing with  the  life  savers  in  the  warm,  brightly 
lighted  station.  What  memories  did  the  face  of 
my  brother  conjure  up  before  this  stranger  lad  ? 
lie  tried  to  clutch  at  Cedric's  storm  coat.  My 
brother  bent  down  and  looked  at  him. 

'•  Great  God  V  he  cried.  *'This  is  no  boy,  but 
the  woman  who  killed  Dacre  Holme  1" 

At  this  accusation  the  young  sailor  heaved  him- 
self up  on  the  supporting  arm  of  a  surfman,  and 
in  one  shuddering  scream  his  soul  passed  into  the 
night. 

I  stood  in  the  bow  window  of  the  parlor,  peer- 
ing out  into  the  darkness,  when  Cedric  returned 
from  the  station.  The  lantern  in  his  hand  shone 
brightly ;  his  erect  figure  advanced  sturdily 
through  the  tempest  of  wind  and  snow.  He  had 
grown  hardy  and  strong  in  the  last  year.  His 
crutch,  thank  Heaven  !  was  now  a  thing  of  the 
past— of  the  old  injury  only  a  slight  limp  re- 
mained. 


As  his  familiar  halting  step  reached  the  door 
Jacquita  sprang  up  from  the  hearth,  where  she 
had  been  feeding  the  fire  with  dry  pine  cones, 
and  flew  to  meet  Cedric.  For  three  months  she 
had  been  his  happy  wife. 

"Oh,"  she  cried,  in  alarm,  'Miow  grave  and 
strange  you  look,  Cedric  !  Something  has  hap- 
pened." 

He  dashed  down  the  lantern  and  swept  her  up 
to  his  heart — held  her  there  with  passionate  ten- 
derness. 

"Tell  me,"  he  said,  huskily,  "do  you  love  mo, 
Jacquita  ? — does  the  past  seem  to  you  like  a 
nightmare  dream  ?" 

"  Yes,"  she  faltered  ;  "  oh,  yes,  yes  !" 

"Then  you  shall  know  the  truth.  That  girl  is 
lying  dead  at  the  station.  She  came  ashore  from 
a  wreck,  disguised  as  a  sailor.  Don't  tremble,  dar- 
ling—you must  forget  that  portion  of  your  life 
altogether.  You  are  mine  now — mine  !  and  I 
mean  to  love  and  cherish  you  till  the  end  of  my 
da  vs." 


A   GREEN    CHRISTMAS. 

By  Martha  McCulloch  Williams. 


Ah  !  the  delight  of  it.  The  wind  sits  in  the 
south.  All  yesterday  there  was  rain — all  to-mor- 
row there  may  be  snow.  To-day  the  sun  shines 
from  a  sky  of  tenderest  blue — faintly  mottled 
with  clouds,  as  fleecy  white  as  those  that  dance 
over  springing  April  meadows,  Tlie  face  of  the 
earth  rejoices  in  the  sunshine.  Upland,  it  lies 
upon  the  hillsides,  a  mellow,  vital  radiance. 
Lowland,  the  long  slant  splendor  of  it  floods  the 
pastures,  covering  all  the  broad  reaches  of  them 
with  "patines  of  bright  gold." 

Come  out  and  away  to  them.  Their  round  is 
full  of  life.  Though  the  trees  upon  the  shelter- 
ing hillside  stand  leafless  all,  there  is  promise  of 
many  summers  in  their  flexile  tossing  —  their 
lightness  of  sway  in  the  arms  of  this  tricksy  wind. 
Here  or  there,  too,  a  young  cedar's  green  cone 
breaks  up  the  serried  array  of  trunks,  great  and 
email.  Lines  of  cross-vine  climb  Eome  of  those 
same  trunks — the  slender  straight  stem  hugging 
the  rough  bark,  into  which  it  thrusts,  from  each 
joint,  its  threadlike  climbing  roots.  The  big, 
dark,  drooping  leaves  come  out  in  pairs,  likewise 
from  the  joint.  They  are  thick  and  leathery, 
with  a  waxen  surface,  of  the  richest  dark  green, 
mottled  with  brown  and  red.  Nearly  evergreen, 
too.  Only  in  the  hardest  winters  do  they  crisp 
and  fall.  Jack  Frost  brings  to  pass  few  fairer 
sights  than  when  he  powders  with  light  suow  a 


tree  bole  full-clothed  in  their  dark  greenery. 
To-day  they  wear  still  the  freshness  of  the  rain. 
All  day  it  poured  and  pelted.  The  world  and  his 
wife,  intent  on  Christmas  shopping,  had  much 
ado  to  go  and  come  along  the  sodden  roads. 

The  creek  brawls  rarely,  flushed  to  twice  its 
usual  strength.  Even  the  spring  branch,  sinu- 
ously winding  along  the  pasture  land*s  length, 
babbles  in  bolder  strain  its  liquid  song.  The 
grass  !  ah,  the  grass  !  Has  May,  month  of  verd- 
ure, aught  tenderer  of  hue,  more  velvet- soft, 
than  these  springing  spires  ?  No  wonder  either. 
The  river  runs,  wide  and  swift,  a  bare  mile  away. 
Indeed,  the  creek  makes  into  it,  a  very  little  way 
below  the  pasture  land's  limit.  And  besides  the 
softened  atmosphere  that  such  neighborhood  in- 
sures, do  but  look  at  the  soil — alluvion  black  and 
rich — unctuous,  even,  in  its  fatness.  Feeding 
roots  go  down,  down,  through  it,  finding  every- 
where rich  and  richer  sustenance.  It  is  six  feet 
at  the  least  to  hard  pan.  That  is  a  strong  clay — 
with  still  lower  beds  of  silted  loam.  Well  may 
grass  on  Bach  seat  spread  and  bourgeon  itself 
rarely.    The  trees  it  displaced  were  giants  indeed. 

Still  a  remnant  of  tliem  marks  tho  course  of 
the  winding  water — a  thin  line,  with  roots  out- 
thrust  into  tho  slipping  tide. 

Minnows  dart  and  play  in  the  sunlit  crannies 
at  foot.     Lordlier  fish  there  arc  none,  for  beasts 
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of  the  field  roil  the  stream  past  their  enduring. 
This  winter  pasture  lies  two  miles  along  stream. 
It  fills  the  valley  between  two  wooded  spurs,  that 
farther  inland  run  into  a  parent  hill.  Tiiere  the 
spring  branch  ends — begins,  if  you  will.  The 
water  of  it  gathers  miles  and  miles  away,  in  grav- 
elly white  oak  lands,  where  as  yet  no  plow  runs. 

Cattle  feed  in  them  by  fifties — by  hundreds, 
even.  All  sorts  and  conditions  —  smooth-fat 
steers,  milch  kine,  scrubby  young  things,  red, 
white,  black,  many-spotted,  with  horns,  without, 
ring-streaked,  striped,  splotched,  as  were  Jacob's 
flocks  of  old.  See  them  at  graze  now  in  the  lower 
shift.  They  were  turned  upon  it  fresh,  late  yes- 
terday. The  salt  trough  is  in  the  field  they  left. 
As  their  black  herder  comes  in  sight  they  note 
the  basket  upon  his  arm,  and  break  at  onoe  to 
furious  running.  Listen  the  low  joyous  bellow- 
ing that  greets  him  !  Mark  how  thoy  crowd  be- 
hind him,  pushing,  scrambling,  shouldering  each 
the  other  awav  from  the  white  small  mounds  he 
leaves  in  his  wake.  He  must  be,  you  think, 
doubly  diligent  thus  to  remember  his  charges 
upon  this  high  holiday.  Beyond  question  he 
is  a  faithful  fellow  ;  but  the  slackest  of  hia  kind 
will  not  to-day  neglect  the  beasts  which  perish — 
80  leavened  through  are  they  with  the  belief  that 
the  dumb  creatures  also  know  and  worship  the 
Christ-Child.  To  leave  them  hungered,  athirst  or 
in  need  of  salt  Christmas  Day  is  to  invite  bad 
luck,  not  only  through  Christmas  week,  but 
through  all  time. 

In  the  next  field  see  yearling  mules  come  at 
the  full  gallop  to  meet  the  salt  bearer.  What 
elfish  creatures  thoy  are,  these  wiry,  unkempt 
"  towheads"  I  There  is  waggery  in  the  droop  of 
their  long,  hairy  ears,  a  world  of  tricksy  wisdom 
in  the  nips  and  tossings  of  the  quaint  mealy  muz- 
zles. Ah  !  but  they  are  full  of  play  this  summer- 
soft  morning.  Wherefore  the  wisest  man  knows 
not,  but  such  weather  always  brings  out  the  wild- 
est, most  wanton  spirit  that  may  lurk  in  four- 
footed  things.  The  herder  will  be  in  luck  if, 
before  nightfall,  he  is  not  calle<]  upon  to  bring 
his  charges  out  of  tho  wheat  field,  or  away  from 
some  neighbor's  corn  pen.  They  are  not  sleek — 
each  wears  a  winter  coat  of  rough  long  hair — but 
soncie  and  well-fed  looking,  with  tiny  twinkling 
feet  that  seem  as  though  they  might  spurn  tho 
wind.  Assuredly  they  have  no  reasonable  cause 
of  grievance.  Besides  sweet  grass,  fair  water,  the 
wide  freedom  of  this  untramineled  space,  they  have 
had  their  fill  of  corn  in  honor  of  the  dav.  Yet, 
even  as  the  laggards  of  them  stand  licking  the 
spots  whereon  tho  salt  lay,  the  leader,  a  black 
fellow,  full  two  hands  taller  tiiau  his  mates,  be- 
gins racing  in  wide  circles  tlic  pasture's  whole 


round,  or  here  or  there  plunging  strongly  at 
the  fence,  as  though  to  test  the  strength  of  i^^ 
weakest  point. 

He  has  found  it — a  broken  rider  in  the  upper 
dividing  line.     Kow  he  leaps  over  it  as  lightly  as 
a  bird.     The  rest  troop  at  his  heels.    Watch  them 
racing,  running,  some  with  heads  low,  and  lash- 
ing out  with    the   heel    at   whatever   comes   in 
reach  ;  for  the  most  part,  though,  going  full  tilt, 
hard  as  their  hairy  legs  can  carry  them,  about 
the    close   greensward.     They^  have  broken  into 
the  sheep  pasture,  where  the  ewes  with  forward 
lambs  are  at  grass.     Oh,  the  black,  long-eared 
villain !     See   him   race    and    chase    the   pretty 
frightened  things,  so   peacefully  at  play.      Hear 
the  piteous  bleating  the  small  creatnres  set  up. 
The   twenty  odd   of  them  were   run  nine;   frolic 
races  up  and  down  a  narrow  gully,  the  channel 
of  storm  water,  making  in  from    the  hills.     A 
loose  stump  lay  in  the  lower  end  of  it,  and  each 
of  the  fleecy  darlings,  as  he  came  to  it,,  made  the 
daintiest  leap  over,  then  ran  out  upon  the  grass 
and  paced  delicately  back  to  the  head  of  it.   Now 
and    again  a  milky  mother,   lying  in   the   sun, 
lifted  her  head,  with  a  little  low  bleat — reproof 
or  warning,  maybe,  to  her  sportive  child.    Watch 
the  flock  now,  flying  before  the  braying  vandals 
who  have  broken  in  to  spoil  this  idyl  of  winter 
grass. 

After  all,  though,  there  is  mainly  mischief  in 
the  black  fellow.  He  has  stopped  short,  with 
fore  feet  almost  upon  the  hindmost  lamb.  See 
him  fling  up  his  head  sidewise,  tho  nose  higher 
than  the  ear,  plant  himself  at  right  angles  to  tho 
course  of  his  fellows,  kick  both  heels  higher  than 
his  head,  then,  with  a  deep  resound ii:g  bray,  set 
olr  full  run  for  his  own  proper  quarters.  Aha, 
sir  ! — a  clear  case  of  "  knowledge  comes  but  wis- 
dom lingers" — you  have  heard  Flirt  the  collie 
sound  her  note  of  discontent.  You  know,  ex- 
perimentally, that  she  luis  sharp  teeth — and  no 
scruple  against  using  them  on  your  heels — to  say 
nothing  of  her  master  the  herder,  who  might 
stable  you  for  all  the  rest  of  this  very  fair 
weather.  Decidedly  you  are  a  fonrfooted  Jesuit. 
Who  knows  but  that  comes  with  vour  forbears 
from  old  Spain  ? 

Leave  tho  culprits  to  tfie  stings  of  conscience 
for  such  misuse  of  a  holiday.  Come,  follow  the 
slipping  water  up  and  up  to  the  welling  source. 
Here  where  it  runs  un vexed  of  root,  or  shrubby 
enlacement,  it  lies  in  the  sunshine,  limpid  as  the 
soul  of  a  little  child.  Otherwheres,  alders  droop 
to  sec  their  dusk,  gold-powdered  tassels  glassed 
in  some  dark,  smooth  reach  of  it,  or  trails  of 
feathery  clematis  make  fairy  bridges  across  its 
span.  •  Up  in  the  tree  tops  there  are-great. clumps 
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of  mistletoe.  Sometimes  as  many  as  a  dozen 
blotcli  am]  splotch  the  spread  of  a  single  bole. 
The  grace  of  legend  is  all  that  clings  to  the  stiff 
unyielding  twigs  of  it^  the  leathery  dead-green 
leaves — yet  the  berries,  gleaming  so  thick  upon 
it,  are  pearls  fit  even  for  a  Queen  of  Faery's  wear- 
ing. Nothing  matches  them  but  the  diamonds, 
that,  a  little  later — to-morrow,  it  may  be — the 
north  wind  shall  fashion,  of  sleet,  for  the  fring- 
ing ferns  that  now  the  water  laves. 

The  laughing,  luring  water  !  At  last  you  have 
come  to  the  well  head.  It  is  a  cave  spring.  The 
stream,  channeling  under  limestone  rocks,  has 
worn  for  itself  an  oval  hollow  wherein  to  lie  at 
ease.  The  pool  is  perhaps  twenty  feet  long,  half 
as  many  across,  and  deep  enough  to  cover  a  tall 
man's  head.  A  springing  arch,  worn  from  the  liv- 
ing rock,  roofs  the  whole  spread  of  it.  The 
mouth  is  low  ;  but  creep  within — you  may  stand 
more  than  upright  on  the  narrow  ledge  that  runs 
beside  the  water.  Low  sounds,  half- song,  half- 
sighing,  fill  all  the  space.  A  curtain  of  vine  and 
brier  drops  over  the  mouth.  Here  the  most  vent- 
uresome sunray  never  pierces.  Instead,  a  fine 
clare-obscure  sifts  through  to  lie  on  the  water's 
face  and  be  refiected  fantastically  up  to  the 
vaulted  rock.  It  is  a  chapel  of  ease  consecrate  to 
Nature,  our  mother,  and  full  of  her  vital  force. 
In  the  breath  of  it  the  most  world-hardened  must 
feel  that  Love  is  truly  worship  and  labor,  prayer. 
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It  is  as  early  as  October  20th  that  these  pages  go  to 
press,  ID  order  to  meet  the  advanced  piiblication  date  of 
the  Christmas  number  of  Fbank  Leslxe^s  Popular  Monthly  ; 
yet  already  the  holiday  books  are  out  in  splendid  array. 
Many  of  the  most  important  of  these  will  have  to  be  re- 
served for  notice  in  our  next  (January)  number.  The  list 
now  at  hand,  however,  includes  eome  elaborate  and  highly 
attractive  publications,  to  which  we  must  immediately  pay 
the  tribute  at  least  of  a  passing  glance.  Of  those  whose 
artistic  qnalitieft  vie  with  their  literary  charm  a  conspicu- 
ous example  is  Messrs  Porter  A  Coates's  beautiful  edition 
of  Edmondo  de  Amicis's  '*  Holland,"  in  two  volumes,  trans- 
lated from  tho  Italian  by  Helen  Zimmem,  and  profusely' 
illustrated  with  photogravures  of  scenery,  architecture  and 
people,  these  pictures  being  printed  on  separate  pages, 
mostly  in  a  rich  sepia  tone,  in  the  most  exquisite  manner 
conceivable.  De  Amicis  is  one  of  the  most  prominent  and 
most  popular  of  the  modern  Italinn  men  of  letters,  nnd  is 
well  known  to  American  renders  through  his  vivid  books 
of  travel  nnd  description.  In  '*  Holland**  he  appears 
at  his  best,  nnd  the  reader  has  not  turned  a  dozen 
pages  before  ho  is  op  good  terms  with  his  genial  companion 
and  guide,  and  oae  finds  his  comments  equally  entertain- 
ing, whether  they  be  called  forth  by  the  Mausoleum  of 
William  the  Silent  or  by  the  pink  cheeks  of  the  Delft  house- 
maids. Anotherr  fiumptuous  combination  of  literatnie  and 
art — in  this  instance  an  old-established  classic -is  the  J.  B. 
Lippiucott  'Ob.*B  new  two- volume  edition  of  Washington 


Irving' s  Sketch  Book,  handsomely  bound  in  buff  and  gold. 
The  illustrations,  liberally  strewn  through  these  cheery 
pages  of  **  Geoffrey  Crayon,  Gent,"  are  the  original  ones  by 
Darley.  Parsons,  Hart,  Bellows,  Hoppiu,  and  other  early 
American  illustrators,  whose  quaint,  old-ft\shi(med  grace  so 
perfectly  harmonizes  with  the  text.  The  Lippincotts  have 
also  issued,  for  the  special  delectation  of  the  young  folks, 
a  new  edition  of  Hans  Christian  Andersen^s  immortal  Fairy 
Tales,  specially  illustrated  with  some  very  sympathetic 
drawings  by  £.  A.  Lemann,  and  bound  in  an  illuminated 
cloth  cover  with  a  captivating  stork  design.  Other  brand- 
new  illustrated  juveniles  from  this  house  are  :  '*Two  Girls,** 
by  Amy  E.  Blunchard,  and  **  Olivia,"  by  Mrs.  Molesworth, 
both  for  young  girls;  and  '*  The  Double  Emperor :  a  Story 
of  a  Vagabond  Cunnrder,"  by  William  Laird  Clowes— a  most 
remarkable  story  of  adventure,  calculated  to  interest  grown- 
up boys  as  well  as  those  still  growing.  Speaking  of  stories 
of  adventure  for  boys,  the  Merriam  Company,  of  New  York, 
holds  out  an  irresistible  lure  in  this  direction,  in  a  list 
which  includes :  Jules  Verne's  latest,  "  The  Castle  of  the 
Carpathians.*'  with  thirty-eight  very  Dorl-esque  illustra- 
tions; '*  The  Captain's  Boat,"  by  the  always  interesting 
William  O.  Stoddard;  »*nie  Lost  Army,"  a  story  of  the 
War  of  the  Rebellion,  by  the  never-failing  Thomas  W. 
Knox;  »*The  Last  Cruise  of  the  Spitfire''  (No.  1  of  the 
*'  Ship  and  Shore  Series"),  and  ** Richard  Dare's  Venture  " 
(No.  1  of  the  •*  Bound  to  Succeed  Series"),  both  by  Edward 
Stratemeyer ;  nnd  three  stirring  tales  by  the  veteran  Ed- 
ward S.  Ellis,  entitled  respectively  :  •*  Brave  Tom,"  "  Hon- 
est Ned,"  and  '* Righting  the  Wrong"  (Nos.  1,  2  and  3  of 
the  *'  Brave  and  Honest  Series").  From  Messrs.  Porter  A 
Coates,  of  Philadelphia,  we  have  "  Sailor  Jack,  the  Trader," 
the  latest  of  the  **  Castlemon  War  Series,"  by  Harry  Castle- 
mon;  **The  Great  Cattle  Trail"  (No.  1  of  the  ** Forest 
and  Prairie  Series"),  by  Edward  S.  Ellis  ;  and  **  A  Family 
Dilemma,"  a  delightful  story  for  girls,  by  Mrs.  Lucy  C. 
Lillie,  the  well-known  author  of  the  "Honest  Endeavor 
Library,"  etc. 

Fbou  the  press  of  the  Bowen-Merrill  Co.,  of  Indian- 
apolis, comes  *' Armozindy,"  James  Whitoomb  Riley's  lat- 
est volume  of  **  Hoosier  harvest  airs,  feigned  forms  nnd 
child  rhymes."  It  is  a  perfectly  delightful  book  in  every 
way,  and  contains  many  pieces  which  will  go  into  imme- 
diate popular  circulation.  We  should  like  to  be  among  the 
first  to  quote  some  of  these,  but  space  forbids  it — except 
the  following  charaoteristic  quatrain  addressed 


»i 
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'*  Yes — the  bee  sings— I  confess  it — 
Sweet  as  honey — Heaven  bless  it! — 
Yit  he'd  be  a  Htoeeter  sin^^er 
Ef  he  didn't  have  no  stinger." 

Madison  Cawein,  the  lyrical  *^  Southern  singer,"  to  whom 
Mr.  Riley  paid  a  fine  poetic  tribute  some  three  or  four 
years  back,  and  whom  the  reading  public  is  just  now  be- 
ginning to  appreciate,  also  has  out  a  new  volume,  entitled 
*'  Intimations  of  the  Beautiful,"  published  by  Messrs.  G.  P. 
Putnam's  Sons.  The  Frederick  A.  Slokes  Co.,  apropos  of 
the  recent  Bryant  celebration,  has  added  to  its  list  of  stand- 
ard poets  the  Completa  Poetical  Works  of  William  Cullen 
Bryant,  prefaced  with  a  Memoir  by  R.  Hi  Stoddard,  and 
illustrated  with  dainty  aquarelles  by  Harry  C  Edwards. 
The  Stokes  puViliratious  are  gpu^rally  noted  for  the  novelty 
and  beauty  of  their  bindings,  in  which  respect  the  present 
edition  of  Bryant  is  an  example.  •*  Songs  from  Vnga- 
bondia,"  by  Blis^)  Carman  and  Richard  Hovey.  bearing  the 
imprint  of  Messrs.  Copeland  A  Dav,  of  Boston,  is  fastidi- 
ously well'printed,  and  has  a  cover  whose  unique  artistic 
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cflfect  is  not  to  be  described  iu  a  mere  commonplace  book 
notice,  but  must  be  seen  and  appreciated  by  the  biblio- 
philes who  doubtless  already  have  bought  up  the  750  copies 
to  which  the  edition  of  this  book  is  limited.  From  the 
same  publishers,  who  are  the  agents  in  America  for  the  fa- 
mous Yellow  Bookj  we  have  received  Volume  II.  of  that  bi- 
zarre quarterly,  filled  w\i\ifin  de  Steele  art  by  Aubrey  Beards- 
ley , Walter  Crane  and  other  distinguished  modems,  together 
with  some  weird  verse  and  more  or  less  perverse  prose. 

"  John  Brown  and  his  Men,"  by  Bichard  J.  Hinton,  in- 
augurates the  **  American  Reformers  Series,"  edited  by 
Carlos  Martyn,  and  published  by  Messrs.  Funk  &  Wag- 
nails.  Colonel  Hiuton  was  himself  one  of  John  Brown *s 
men  in  Kansas,  and  is  thus  able  to  give  in  detailed  and 
authentic  fashion  **  some  account  of  the  roads  they  trav- 
eled to  reach  Harper's  Ferry  "  in  1859.  As  he  justly  re- 
marks, 

**  The  world's  heroes  are  few, 
And  they're  costly,  too." 

John  Brown's  heroism  at  Harper's  Ferry  cost  not  only  his  own 
life,  but  the  lives  of  something  like  a  score  of  other  brave 
men  at  the  same  time.  Portraits  and  biographical  sketches 
of  each  of  these  men  are  given  iu  Colonel  Hinton's  volume, 
together  with  a  mass  of  rare  and  curious  documents,  cor- 
respondence, etc.,  and  an  interesting  portrait  of  **  Oso- 
watomie  '  Brown  himself,  from  a  daguerreotype  taken 
in  Kansas  in  1856.  Altogether,  the  book  constitutes  a 
permanent  and  invaluable  contribution  to  history.  In 
striking  contrast  to  the  above  as  a  pieca  of  bookmaking, 
yet  akin  to  it  in  subject  and  historical  interest,  is  the  beau- 
tiful little  volume  of  ''The  Table  Talk  of  Abraham  Lin- 
coin,"  edited  by  William  O.  Stoddard  for  the  Frederick  A. 
Stokes  Co.'s  unique  "Table  Talk  Series."  Mr.  Stoddard 
was  one  of  Lincoln's  private  secretaries  during  the  war, 
and  is  therefore  peculiarly  qualified  to  furnish,  a?  he  does 
here,  a  highly  interesting  fund  of  personal  anecdote  con- 
cerning the  martyred  President,  illustrating  his  patriotic 
and  religious  views,  as  well  as  his  quaint  wisdom  and 
humor. 

I  Among  the  bright  Holiday  publications  of  Messrs.  Laird 
&  Lee,  of  Chicago,  special  notice  is  merited  by  two  books. 
The  first  is  ''Tan  Pile  Jim;  or,  A  Yankee  Waif  among 
the  Bluenoses,"  written  by  B.  Freeman  Ashley — a  story 
for  young  people,  richly  illustrated,  full  of  humor,  inci- 
dent, adventure  and  character  portra^'al,  and  withal  redo- 
lent of  the  Northern  woods,  streams  and  lakes.  The  sec- 
ond is  Helen  FoUett's  remarkable  series  of  studies,  *'  About 
Girls,'*  dissecting  the  innumerable  fads,  fancies  and  frivol- 
ities of  the  modern  young  woman  in  a  manner  that  in- 
structs as  well  as  entertains. 


NEW  PUBLICATIONS   RECEIVED. 

From  Porter  <t  CoateSj  PhiUidelphia : 

Holland.  By  Edmondo  de  Amicis.  Translated  from  the 
Italian  by  Helen  Zimmem.  In  two  volumes,  275  pp. 
each.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  $5. 

A  FAMiTiT  Dilemma.  By  Tmcy  C.  Lillie.  314  pp.  Illus- 
trated.    Cloth,  $1.25. 

The  Great  Cattle  Trail.  By  Edward  S.  Ellis.  313  pp. 
Illustrated.     Cloth,  $1.25. 

Sailor  Jack,  the  Trader.  By  Harry  Castlemon.  467  pp. 
Illustrated.     Cloth,  $1.25. 

From  G,  P.  Putnam's  Sons,  New  York : 

An  Altab  or  Earth.  By  Thymol  Monk.  233  pp,  IIIub- 
trated.    Cloth,  $1. 


A  Husband  of  No  Import akob.  By  Rita.  ''  Incognito  Li- 
brary," IV.     186  pp.     Cloth,  50c. 

Miss  Hurd  :  an  Enigma.  By  Anna  Katharine  Green.  357 
pp.     Paper,  50c. 

Intimations  of  the  Beautiful.  Poems.  By  Madison  Ca- 
wein.     208  pp.     Cloth,  $1.50. 

From  theJferriam  Co,,  New  York: 

The  Castle  of  the  Carpathians.     By  Jules  Verne.    211 

pp.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  $1.50. 
The  Last  Crxhse  of  the  **  Spitfire."    By  Edward  Strate- 

meyer.     245  pp.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  $1.25. 
Richard  Dare's  Venture.     By  Edward  Stratemeyer.    248 

pp.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  $1.25. 

Righting  the  Wrong.  By  Edward  S.  Ellis.  217  pp.  Il- 
lustrated.    Cloth,  $1.25. 

Brave  Tom.  By  Edward  S.  Ellis.  231  pp.  niustrated. 
Cloth,  $1.25. 

Honest  Ned.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     236  pp.     niustrated. 

Cloth,  $1.25. 
The  Lost  Army.     By  Thomas  "NY.  Knox.     300  pp.     lllus- 

trated.     Cloth,  $1.50. 

The  Captain's  Boat.  By  William  O.  Stoddard.  272  pp. 
Illustrated.     Cloth,  $1.50. 

From  J.  B,  JJppincott  Co.,  Philadelphia: 

Tbe  Double  Emperor.  A  Story  of  a  Vagabond  Cunarder. 
By  W.  Laird  Clowes.  Illustrated.  238  pp.  Cloth, 
$1.25. 

Olivia.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth.  Illustrated.  311  px>.  Cloth, 
$1.25. 

Two  Girls.  By  Amy  E.  Blanchard.  Illnstrated  by  Ida 
Waugh.     256  pp.     Cloth,  $1.25. 

Fairy  Tales.  By  Hans  Christian  Andersen.  Illustrated 
by  E.  A.  Lemann.     219  pp.     Cloth,  $1.50. 

The  Sketch  Book.  By  Washington  Irving.  With  the  Orig- 
inal Illustrations  by  Darley  and  others.  In  two  vol- 
umes, 270  pp.  each.     Cloth,  gilt,  $4. 

From  Frederick  A,  Stokes  Co.,  New  York: 

Complete  Poetical  Works  of  William  Cullen  Bryant. 
Vv^ith  Biographical  Preface  by  R.  H.  Stoddard.  Illus- 
trated by  Harry  C.  Edwards.  362  pp.  Half-levant 
cloth,  gilt  top,  $1.50. 

Table  Talk  of  Abraham  Lincoln.  Edited  by  William  O. 
Stoddard.   Illustrated.   154  pp.   Illuminated  cloth,  75c. 

The  Comic  Military  Alphabet.  Army,  Navy,  National 
Guard.  By  De  Witt  C,  Falls.  Illustrated  in  colors. 
Illuminated  cloth,  $1.25. 

Miscellaneous : 

Armazindy.  By  James  Whitcomb  Riley.  170  pp.  Cloth, 
$1.25.     Bowen- Merrill  Co.,  Indianapolis,  Ind. 

John  Brown  and  his  Men.  By  Richard  J.  Hinton.  **  Amer- 
ican Reformers  Series."  Illustrated.  752  pp.  Cloth. 
$1.50.     Fxmk  Sc  Wugualls  Co.,  New  York. 

Little  Miss  Faith.  By  Grace  Le  Baron.  Illnstrated.  174 
pp.     Cloth,  75c.     Lee  &  Shepard,  Boston. 

The  Boy  Captain.  By  Captain  Nautilus.  268  pp.  Paper, 
25c.     C.  Eldridge,  Chicago. 

A  Story  from  Pullmantown.  By  Nico  Bech-Meyer.  Illus- 
trated. 110  pp.  Paper,  25c.  Charles  H.  Kerr  A  Co., 
Chicago. 

Temper ANCB  Teaching  for  Boys  and  Girls.  By  Mrs. 
Howard  M.  Ingham.  87  pp.  Paper,  25c.  Non-parti- 
san Natiomil  W.  C.  T.  Union,  Cleveland,  O. 

Curb,  Snaffle  and  Spur.  By  Edward  L.  Anderson,  Author 
of  **  Modem  Horsemanship."  Illustrated.  132  pp. 
Cloth,  $1.50.     Little,  Brown  &  Co.,  Boston. 

The  Yellow  Book.  An  Illustrated  Quarterly.  Volume  II. 
360  pp.     Boards,  $1.50.     Copeland  A  Day,  Boston. 

Songs  from  Vaoabondia.  By  Bliss  Carman  and  Richard 
Hovey.  With  Designs  by  Tom  B.  Meteyard.  55  pp. 
Boards,  $1.     Copeland  &  Day,  Boston. 

The  Man  from  the  West.  By  a  Wall  Street  Maa.  246  pp. 
Paper,  50c.    J.  8.  Ogilvie,  New  York,  ^ 


THE    liROADWAY    CENTRAL    HOTEL. 

The  Broadway  Central  Hotel  (Americno  and  Ei]rop«aii 
pUnsJ,  at  605  to  CTS  Brondiray.  opposite  Bond  Street,  ia 
probably  the  largest  pnblie  house  in  New  York,  aud  has  ac- 
oomiDodated  hb  many  as  1 ,2(10  guests  at  one  time.  On  this 
memorable  site  La  Farge,  a.  s-igacioua  French  investor, 
built  the  La  Farge  House,  which  was  opened  iu  1656.  Back 
ot  the  hotel  stoo<l  the  Tripler  Hall,  the  scene  ot  Jenny 
Lind's  triumphs.  The  hall  woa  remmleled  into  Burton's  New 
London  Theatre,  then  the  largest  in  New  York;  and  sub- 
sequently into  the  Winter  Garden,  where  Edwin  Booth 
played  -'Hamlet"  tor  100  conseciitive  nighta.  In  1869. 
After  Lii  Fnrga'a  death,  and  the  burning  of  the  Winter  Gar- 
den, the  entire  property  was  acquired  by  the  late  E.  8.  Hig- 
gins,  the  earpet  maDQtactarer,  who  erected  here  the  most 
palatial  hotel  in  New  York,  at  first  known  ns  the  Southern 
Hotel,  and  afterward  ns  the  Grand  Cenlml  Hotel.  The 
grand  dining  halt  occupies  the  lucalily  made  famous  by 
Jenny  Lind  and  Edwin  Booth,  where  Adeliua  Fatti  made 
Tier  first  public  appearance,  and  where  Kuchel  met  hi^r  flmt 
American  audience. 
After  malting  fortunes 
tor  seTeml  proprietors, 
the  house  in  1802  pass- 
ed into  the  proprietor- 
ship of  the  Hon.  Tilly 
Hayues.  n  well-known 
and  p  u  b  I  ic-apirited 
Maasachiisetta  man, 
Viiio  hag  made  a  nota- 
ble success  of  the  Unit- 
ed States  Hotel  at  Bos- 
ton. The  original  cost 
of  the  Broadway  Cen- 
tral was  two  millions 
of  dollars,  and  nearly 
a  quarter  of  a  million 

Haynes  in  thoronghly 
renorating,  redtling. 
refurnishing  and  mod- 
ernizing it  lip  to  the 
timts  in  every  regard. 
It  is  a  solid  and  spa- 
cioQS  atmcture,  with 
seven  stories  above  the 

main  floor,  and  very  spacious  and  comfortable  public 
rooms.  It  is  admirably  protected  (gainst  fires.  Its  cuisine 
is  noted  for  its  excellence.  It  is  in  a  singularly  interesting 
part  of  the  city,  close  to  Bleecker  Street,  the  Latin  Quarter 
of  New  York  i  Washington  Square,  the  site  of  the  tri- 
umphal arch  1  Lafajettu  and  -Astor  Places,  with  their  li- 
braries, and  the  centre  of  the  publishers'  ipiorter ;  the  Bow- 
ery, with  its  picturesipie  humanity,  and  the  Cooper  Insti- 
tute. Only  a  few  blocks  north  is  the  group  i>f  buildings 
pertaining  to  Grace  Church,  one  of  the  handsomest  sights 
in  the  metropolis.  In  front  of  the  hotel  flow  the  vasit  and 
impressiTe  human  tides  of  Broadway.  From  this  central 
locality  one  moy  ride  up  or  down  town  by  elevated  railway 
or  by  the  cable  cars  on  Broadway,  reaching  from  the  Bat- 
tery to  Central  Park.  Gueats  can  get  rooms  here,  on  the 
£uropenu  phiu,  for  from  $1  a  day  upward;  or  full  board. 
on  the  American  plan,  for  from  !*2.-'iO  a  day  upward. — 
From  King's  Handbwk  of  Xeir  Turk  Citjf. 


PEANUT    OIL   AND    MEAL. 

Thomas  Jeffebson  once  eaid,  "The  greatest  aerrice 
which  can  be  rendered  to  any  conotry  is  to  odd  tt  nseftil 
pUnt  to  ila  culture,  especially  a  bread  grain  ;  next  in  value 
to  bread  is  oil."  A  beautiful  exeuipliflcation  ot  these  wise 
words  has  been  seen  in  the  discovery  of  cotton-seed  oil. 
and  A  still  wider  illnatration  would  be  realized  in  the  gen- 
eral manufacture  of  peanut  oil. 

Peanuts  do  not  occupy  a  very  diguified  place  in  industry 
or  literature.  On  the  form  they  are  relegated  to  an  insig- 
nificant patch.  In  the  city  they  do  not  rise  higher  than  to 
be  sold  at  some  comer  stand.  We  work  up  a  small  quan- 
tity into  o  toothsome  candy,  but  usually  they  are  eaten 
roasted,  munched  around  the  fireside  on  the  farm  during 
the  quiet  evenings,  or  the  long,  dull  Sonday  afternoons, 
and  in  turn  at  the  circus  or  theatre  or  on  a  stroll,  when  we 
want  to  kill  time  to  the  sympathetic  motion  of  our  jaws.  The 
newspapers  have  given  an  Dnsavory  odor  to  this  iunocent 
plant  by  making  it  do  duty  in  the  phrase,  "  peanut  poli- 
tics," to  stigmatize  the  petty  motive  and  action  of  so  tnuch 
political  conduct 
But  if  we  study  the 
use  made  of  this  vege- 
table abroad,  and  if  we 
are  to  trust  the  anal- 
yses ot  chemists,  then 
there  seenia  a  broad 
field  of  activity  and 
usefnlneas  just  open- 
ing before  this  plant. 
In  France  the  ei- 
of    vegetable 


yearU  li  the  national 
wealth  Mirseilles  in 
the  language  of  our 
late  coubul  there 
from  the  remotest 
auliquil)  hai  been  the 
emporium  not  onl\  ot 
the  oils  of  the  prov 
ince  but  hI  o  of  those 
produced  U  ItaU 
Spain  the  Afnean 
coast  Greece  and  Tur 
key."  This  industry 
gives  employment  in  that  eily  to  3,000  Lauds,  and  stands 
first  on  the  list  ot  her  enterprises.  The  thrifty  Frenchman 
is  widely  credited  with  making  soup  from  boot  heels,  and 
the  same  spirit  of  economy  levies  tribute  for  him  from  all 
kinds  of  oleaginous  seeds— from  olives,  cocoanuta.  palm- 
nuts,  aesames,  cotton  aeed.'rape,  linseed,  poppies,  beana  and 
other  seeds  :  peanuts  stand  iu  the  front  rank  in  value. 

In  Germany,  according  to  the  report  ot  Consul  General 
Mason,  at  Frankfort,  just  published  by  the  State  Depart- 
ment, there  are  some  tweuty-soven  jieanul-oil  factories 
"  located  in  various  ports  of  Germany,  aome  of  the  princi- 
pal onea  being  at  Hamburg,  Mannheim  and  in  Wiirtem- 
berg."  Last  year  there  were  imported  over  20,000  tons  ot 
peanuts  tor  these  mills,  an  increase  of  more  than  li.OOO  tons 
in  two  years.  Both  France  and  Germany  get  their  pea- 
nuts from  the  east  and  west  const  of  .Africa,  from  India, 
and  a  slight  portion  from  us  in  America. 

Aa  yet  this  new  business  has  done  hardly  more  than  ^et 
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a  start  here.  Two  years  ago  the  State  Department  called 
for  a  report  on  the  oil  indQstr3'  in  Marseilles,  Fniiice,  from 
our  consul  there,  for  the  benefit  of  some  inquirers  in  St. 
Louis.  So  far  as  known  two  mills  have  been  established — 
the  Oil  Seed  Pi-essing  Company,  of  Broadway,  New  York, 
and  the  St.  Louis  Edible  Nut  Company,  Commercial  Street, 
St.  Louis. 

It  is  probable  that  the  commercial  yalue  of  peanut  oil  was 
first  discovered  in  France  through  the  efforts  to  find  a  cheap 
substitute  for  olive  oil.  At  any  rate,  the  finer  grades  are 
largely  used  in  cooking  and  as  a  salad  for  the  table.  Other 
grades  go  into  the  manufacture  of  Eoap,  and  serve  also,  to 
some  extent,  for  illuminating  and  lubricating  purposes.  In 
Germany  it  is  mixed  with  oleomargarine  and  sold  as  butter, 
and  it  is  very  likely  mixed  with  the  lard  in  Europe  in  the 
same  way  that  we  mix  cotton-seed  oil  with  lard. 

In  a  letter  Mr.  C.  B.  Trail,  our  former  consul  at  Mar- 
seilles, says  the  French  use  the  peanut  oil  for  the  same  pur- 
poses that  they  do  cotton-seed  oil,  and  consider  it  just  ns 
valuable.  The  oil  is  pronounced  by  chemists,  almost 
unanimously,  as  of  very  fine,  pure  quality. 

The  kernel  of  the  peanut  is  nearly  one-half  oil  in  weight. 
The  St.  Louis  mill  finds  that  26  to  28  per  cent,  will  be  real- 
ized, according  to  the  method  of  pressure  adopted,  whether 
steam  or  hydraulic.  The  French  and  German  factories  get 
about  50  per  cent. 

The  process  of  manufacturing  is  rather  simple.  A  Lon- 
don authority,  W.  T.  Brannt,  states  the  common  practice  is 
to  press  tiiree  times.  The  first  pressure  is  a  cold  pressure, 
and  yields  16  to  18  per  cent,  of  ver^  fine  table  oil.  The  resi- 
due is  moistened  and  again  cold-pressed,  and  yields  7  to  8 
per  cent,  of  less  valuable  oil.  The  residue  from  this  is 
heated  and  pressed,  and  turns  out  7  to  8  per  cent.  more. 

But  the  French  have  lately  perfected  a  new  method  and 
invented  a  new  press,  and  two  pressings  will  produce  as 
much  oil  as  three  under  the  old  plan.  The  machine  is  elab- 
orately described,  with  the  aid  of  drawings  and  plates,  in 
Consular  Report  142,  July,  1892.  The  price  of  the  press  is 
given  at  6,000  francs,  or  a  little  under  |«1,200.  It  can  work 
about  one-third  faster  than  the  old-style  press. 

The  St.  Louis  company  in  a  recent  letter  writes  :  *'  Oil  is 
excellent  as  salad  oil  or  for  use  in  manufacturing,  where 
nou-drying  oil  is  wanted.  We  sell  oil  for  50  cents  a  gallon, 
but  no  established  trade  ns  yet  exists,  and  until  it  does  its 
value  is  determined  by  better  grades  of  cotton-seed  oil." 

This  is  a  better  price  than  cotton-seed  oil  brings,  as  the 
manager  of  the  American  Cotton  Oil  Company,  at  Mem- 
phis, Tenn.,  says  his  oil  is  now  selling  for  23  cents  a  gallon 
at  the  mill.  It  is  quoted  in  the  daily  market  reports  of 
Baltimore  papers  at  30  cents  a  gallon  for  medium  grades. 

The  consular  report  from  Germany  states  that  the  peanut 
oil  there  ranges  in  price  from  40  cents  to  SI,  according  to 
the  peanuts  it  is  made  from.  East  Indian  variety  producing 
oil  of  fhe  lowest  grade,  and  African  of  the  highest. 

The  most  important  by-product  from  the  extraction  of 
the  oil  is  the  meal.  xA  thorough  study  of  this  substance 
has  been  carried  on  by  investigators  in  Europe  and  by  the 
chemists  on  the  different  State  experiment  stations  that  re- 
ceive oil  from  the  United  States  Government.  Exhaustive 
analysis  have  been  made  by  the  New  York,  Georgia  and 
Tennessee  stations,  and  perhaps  by  others.  They  have  been 
comparetl  with  each  other  aud  checked  with  results  from 
Germauj'.  In  consequeuce  of  this  care  and  duplication,  we 
can  feel  safe  in  accepting  the  conclusions  reached.  The 
labors  of  all  are  concisely  summed  up  in  a  bulletin  on  the 
Tennessee  Station  of  some  time  ago,  in  plain  language  to 
the  effect  that  *'  the  peanut  is  one  of  the  richest  vegetable 
foods  known.     Peanut  m^al  is  fully  eaun\  to  cotton-seed 


meal  as  a  food  stuff.'*  In  fact,  this  authority  states  that  the- 
▼ariatious  between  peanut  and  cotton -s<;e J  meal  are  oftei> 
no  greater  than  between  two  samples  of  cotton-seed  meal. 

In  Germany  the  wholesale  price  is  about  .fSO  a  ton.  ITie- 
French  use  the  meal  as  they  do  cotton-seed  meal,  and  con- 
sider it  equally  as  valuable. 

At  first  it  was  believed  that  the  chief  use  of  the  meal  was 
as  animal  food  or  manure,  but  with:n  a  year  the  German 
Government  has  begun  the  most  interesting  investigationa 
to  test  its  availability  as  human  food.  The  chemists  discov- 
ered that  it  was  remarkably  high  in  nitrogenous  elements. 
As  measured  in  sustaining  power,  it  has  about  three  times 
the  nutritive  value  of  beef,  and  is  ahead  of  all  of  our  com- 
mon vegetables  and  meats.  The  Ministry  of  War  have  made 
extensive  trials  with  it  to  learn  how  it  would  serve  as  ra- 
tions on  the  field. 

It  combined,  above  all  other  food  stuffs,  great  richness  in 
small  bulk,  and  chemically  seemed  ecpial  to  the  famous 
'*  Soja''  benn  of  China  and  Japan  of  bearing  up  men  under 
severe  fatigue.  At  the  start  the  results  were  entirely  satis- 
factory, and  it  appeared  likely  that  the  meal  would  be 
added  to  the  campaign  outfit  of  German  soldiers ;  but  with- 
in a  few  weeks  the  whole  scheme  has  been  abandoned,  as- 
the  men  rebelled  against  suoh  food. 

But  there  would  be  little  hope  of  introducing  this  meal 
08  food  for  men  in  this  country  so  long  as  com  and  wheat 
arc  so  cheap.  The  future  for  it  in  the  South  is  for  fatten- 
ing cattle.  It  has  been  proved  that  cotton-seed  meal  i& 
about  AS  good  as  corn  for  producing  high-class  beef.  In 
many  places  down  South  there  is  no  sale  for  the  local  cat- 
tle, because  the  people  have  gotten  a  taste  of  the  juicy  West- 
em  cuts,  and  refuse  to  eat  any  except  stall-fed  beef.  In 
Augusta,  Ga.,it  is  said  that  the  butchers,  almost  without 
exception,  refuse  to  handle  the  cattle  from  the  surrounding 
country,  but  send  to  Chicago  for  their  supplies.  The  South- 
erners cannot  feed  corn,  as  that  is  too  expensive.  A  gen- 
eral cultivation  of  peanuts  would  make  it  profitable  to  raise 
cattle  again,  and  the  farmers  around  the  cities  would  be 
helped,  the  freight  on  beef  from  Chicago  Soutli  would  be 
saved,  and  all  would  generally  be  benefited  by  avoiding 
that  long,  useless  haul. 

The  meal  is  also  first-class  for  manure,  by  mixing  with 
other  substances,  if  we  are  to  trust  the  opinion  of  the  chem- 
ists at  the  Tennessee  Experiment  Station.  We  know  how 
suitable  cotton-seed  meal  is  for  this  purpose,  and  peanut 
meal  is  just  as  good. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  do  more  than  refer  to  the  value  of 
the  peanut  vines,  because  every  farmer  knows  how  greedily 
ihay  are  consumed  by  cows  and  horses.  According  to  the 
chemists  of  the  Tennessee  Station,  they  are  **  superior  to 
timothy  and  but  slightly  inferior  to  clover  hay."  Mr.  Atkin- 
son, the  Boston  economist  and  statistician,  declared  that 
for  hay  alone  peanuts  would  be  wealth  for  a  Northern 
farmer,  as  thej'  yield  one  to  two  tons  per  acre-  a  yield  equal 
to  the  best  clover  sod. 

Fortunately  peanuts  are  not  an  exhaustive  crop  ;  not  any 
more  so  than  cotton.  The  chemists  saj' that  if  the  vines- 
are  returned  to  the  lanil.  aud  only  the  nuts  sold  off,  there 
is  no  greater  damage  of  the  soil  elements  than  cotton  makes 
when  the  lint  alone  is  sold  off. 

The  fanners  on  the  sloping  lands  must  turn  their  atten- 
tion to  something  else  than  cotton.  For  this  can  be  con- 
fidently predicted,  that,  just  as  surely  as  the  profitable  cul- 
tivation of  wheat  has  shifted  from  New  England  and  the 
Middle  States  to  the  Far  West,  just  as  surelj^  will  cotton 
cultivation  shiff  to  the  Mississippi  Valley.  TefXas  prairies 
aud  levi'l  bottoms  v>i\  the  Gulf  coast. — Johns  Hopkins  Uni- 
versity, Baltimtn'c. 
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